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LAYS 

OF 

the  SCOTTISH  CAYALIEES 

and  other  poems 

[1849] 


The  text  is  that  of  18G3,  (1849,*^  two  editioQS  ; 

VarUvot  .■cadingB  of  the  “ivious  appearance  in 

^3  ;  18f.3;  and,  .^i;  some  po-us.  foot-notee"  Aytoun  a 

^BhwJewoocl’s  Maf/«stne  )  ^  ^  ^jjne  m  the  second 


AY TOON 
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[Dodication  of  tlio  Lays  of  the  ScoUish  Cavaliers,  !84;1).] 


TO 

THE  EIGH/r  IIONGXJEABIjE 

ARCHIBALD  WILLIAM  MDNTGOMERIE, 

(IFail  o£  (fFoiUnton  auit  QCltmton,  Ix.'^To 

THE  PATRIOTIC  AND  NOEEE  KMHTiESENTATl VE  OP 
AN  ANOIKNT  SCOT'riSH  PACE, 

Tins  voL'tiwiE  IS  ixEsiiE(:'/ri''iJi:>EY  i in sckihed 

BY  T,n:E  AUTIIOH. 


Moui<^<nn<>rlo,.  .XViuloi),  K.  T. ]  MnufivmHM'io  . 

Wiuloii,' iSEJi,  ISH)-’. 


EDINBURGH  AFTER  FLODDEN 


[Blackivood' s  MagasineyFehrn&i'y  1848] 


Ihe  battle  of  Flodden  was  foug-bt  upon  tlie  9th  of 
September  1513.  The  defeat  of  the  Scottish  amV  rLXui 

chivalry  enteiWned  by 
.  allies  IV,  and  his  refusal  to  avail  himself  of  the  natural 

SrSimt°f.y  far  the  most  disastrous  of 

w/oloX 

“iSiS  “1““  Sf  ■*  "•  ”” »' 

i  or  several  hours  the  issue®  seemed  doubtful.  On  the  left 
the  boots  obtained  a  decided  advantage ;  on  the  right  wing 
wd-hrnf  overthrown ;  and  at  last  the  whole 

®  battle  was  brought  into  the  centre,  where 
'riiP^rlftT^”  Surrey  commanded  in’ person. 

of  .  James,  imprudent  as  it  was,  had 
rousing  to  a  pitch  of  desperation  the  courage 
ot  the  meanest  soldiers  ;  and  the  ground  becoming  soft  and 

T  and  shoes, 

and  secured  a  firmer  footing  by  fighting  in  their  hose. 

wo.;L!®  ‘ff'at  both  parties  did 

V,\  ^  V  •  ’  oithm-  side  performed  more  than  the 

^ving  himself.  He  was  again  told  that,  by  coming  to  handy 
dows,  he  could  do  no  more  than  another  man,  whereas,  by 
keeping  the  post  due  to  his  station,  he  might  be  worth 

“Of  0“ly  fig’iit  in  person, 
but  also  on  loot;  for  he  no  sooner  saw  that  body  of  the 
'mg  ish  .give  way  which  w_as  defeated  by  the  Earl  of  Huntley, 
but  he  alighted  from  his  horse,  and  commanded  his  guard  of 
uol.lemeii  and  gentleineii  to  do  the  like  and  follow  him. 
He  lull  I  at  lirst  abundance  of  success;  but  at  length  the 
.bold  .Lliouiiis  Howard  and  Sir  .Edward  Stanley,  who  had 
<leleal.ed  lyur  opposites,  coming  in  with  the  Lord  Dacre’s 
horsv,  and  surrounding  the  .King’s  battalion  on  all  sides, 
the  boots  were  so  distressed  that,  for  their  last  defence,  they 
c.ist  themselves  into  a  ring  ;  and,  being  resolved  to  die  nobly 
with  their  sovereign,  who  scorned  to  ask  quarter,  were 
.u(o«4vl,Iu>r  out  oft.  So  say  the  English  writers,  and  I  am 
npt  to  ladieve  Huit  they  are  in  the  right.’ 

if'suHiiii'*’  maiuly  from]  wliich  was  mainly  owing:  to  ^  Black- 
wood  :  luaiidy  (.wingtoiStfO^’  viQtoij  ^  Blackwood^  , 
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The  combat  was  maintained  witli  di^siioval.e.  lury  until 
nifditfall.  At  idle,  close,  ace.oriliuK  to  Me.  T.ytl(M',  ‘Surrey 
was  uncertain  ot  the  result  ot  Um  buttle :  the  n.uuuus  ot 
the  enemy’s  centre  still  held  the  held  ;  Home,  with  his 
Borderers;  still  hovered  on  the  lett ;  and  the 
wisely  allowed  neither  pursuit  nor  plumlcr,  hut  " 

men,  and  kept  a  strict  watch  durii.e  the  iiiKlit.  When  the 
morning  broke,  the  Scott, ish  art, illery  were  seen  standing 
deserted  on  the  side  of  the  hill ;  their  deleuders  hail  disap¬ 
peared;  and  the  Karl  ordered  thanks  to  be  given  or  my 
which  was  no  longer  doiibtliil.  \  el„  even  .ilti  i  .  ,  ■  ■  , 

a  body  of  the  Scots  aiipeared  nnliroUeii  iipoii  a  hill,  .ind 
were  about  to  charge  the  hord_  Adiiiiral,  when  ' '"'y  * 

compelled  to  leave  their  position  by  a  dischaige  ol  t,Uo 

'’^"^SloS'of'am  Scots  ill  t,his  fat,al  liat,t,le  anioiinted  l,o 

about  ten  tlionsa.ul  men.  Of  H.ese  u.  great.  I’'-''}.’;’’; 

of  lii‘di  rank;  the  renin, iinler  heing  coiiipnsed  ol  tin.  „(.nti  \ , 

the  ranners,  and,  landed  v.minii,iii.y, 

when  their  sovereign  an<  his  iiohles  lay  ’ 

around  them.’  Besides  King  .lames,  tlieie  lell  .i.t  hultli  n 

the  Avchliishop  ol'  SI,  Andrews,  thirlemi  earls,  two  liislio|,,.., 

two  abbots,  lifteen  lords  and  cliiels  ol  eliiuis,  7''' '  " 

names^onim  gentry  wli.;  fell  lire  I, on  "'Unerons  lor  recn, pi  il¬ 
lation,  since  there  were  lew  lamilies  ol  not.,  '  ^ ‘ 
which  did  not  lose  one  re.lative  or  aiiotli.  i,  wl  l.d,  ,.oim 
Snses  had  to  weep  the  deat.h  of  all  It,  is  'm'';  "i; 

that  the  seiisat.ions  of  sorrow  ami  iiu.tioii,i.l  l.i.im.ii  ,.i,tioi 

o lU^  the  -let'eat  were  . . nliarly  poignant  and 

lasting -so  that  to  Uiisda.y  few  Seotsiiieii  ran  hear  Urn  imiiie 
ol  Kloddeu  without  a  shmlder  ol  gloomy  regiet.  ,-  , 

The  loss  to  Kdiiiliurgh  on  this  ociarsimi  was  pi  .mill,  ly 
.rrmit  All  the  magistrates  ami  a,lile  hoihed  eitr/.eiM  h.i.i 
rollowe.l  their  King  to  Klmlden,  wheiiee  very  lew  ot  them 
retiinmd.  The  oltiee  .if  l-rovost  or  c.liie.l 
capital  was  at  thn.t  tune  a,n  i.lucel,  ' m 

eonferred  only  upon  persoiisol  high  rank  a, ml  stati on.  1  1  .  h 
stems  to  L  niieertaiiity  vvliothor  the  li^.ler  ol  this 

dignity  at  the  t.ime  of  the  l,a,ttle  of  Klodden  wa.s  Sir  Ab'X|i,mhm 
hander,  a.ieestor  of  the  lAmiilaii. hall  hunily,  wlm  w.m  ...H 

in  ir>li  or  tihUit  hihliorii'iiil 

of  An  ms,  liel.l.m-  kii.iwu  as  Archihahl  Hell  .|lie-(,a, t  who  was 
aroseiT  in  H>H!,  the  year  of  Hm  ha, I  tie.  Both  ol  them  wme 
ad,  Klmhlon.  The  mi, me  of  Sir  Alexamler  .‘‘'■"'''•‘■  ’T, 
upon  the  list  of  the  slain.  Angus  wa,s  one  ol  the |  • 

but  his  son,  Hem-ge,  Mimter  ol  Angus,  hdl  hgliting  g.rll.i.utly 


‘  ambition]  high  aiiibiUon  ‘ macku-rnd' 
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by  the  side  of  King  James.  The  city  records  of  Edinburgh, 
which  commence  about  ^this  period,  are  not  clear  upon  the 
point,  and  I  am  rather  inclined  to  think  that  the  Earl  of 
Angus  was  elected  to  supply  the  place  of  LauderJ  But 
although  the  actual  magistrates  were  absent,  they  had 
formally  nominated  deputies  in  their  stead.  I  find,  on 
referring  to  the  city  records,  that  ‘G-eorge  of  Tours’  had 
been  appointed  to  officiate  in  the  absence  of  the  Provost, 
and  that  four  other  persons  were  selected  to  discharge  the 
office  of  bailies  until  the  magistrates  should  return. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  consternation  which  per¬ 
vaded  the  whole  of  Scotland  when  the  intelligence  of  the 
defeat  became  known.  In  Edinburgh  it  was  excessive. 
Mr.  Arnot,  in  the  histoiy  of  that  city,  says — 

‘The  news  of  their  overthrow  in  the  field  of  Flodden 
reached  Edinburgh  on  the  day  after  the  battle,  and  over¬ 
whelmed  the  inhabitants  with  grief  and  confusion.  The 
streets  were  crowded  with  women  seeking  intelligence  about 
their  friends,  clamouring  and  weeping.  Those  who  officiated 
in  absence  of  the  magistrates  proved  themselves  worthy  of 
the  trast.  They  issued  a  proclamation,  ordering  all  *the 
inhabitants  to  assemble  in  military  array  for  defence  of  the 
city,  on  the  tolling  of  the  bell ;  and  commanding,  “that  all 
^Yomen,  and  especially  strangers,  do  repair  to  their  work, 
and  not  be  seen  upon  the  street  dammand  and  crijand ;  and 
that  women  of  the  better  sort  do  repair  to  the  church  and 
offer  up  prayers,  at  the  stated  hours,  for  our  Sovereign  Lord 
and  his  army,  and  the  townsmen  who  are  with  the  army.” 

Indeed,  the  Council  records  bear  ample  evidence  of  the 
emergency  of  that  occasion.  Throughout  the  earlier  pages, 
the  word  ‘  Flowdoun  ’  frequently  occurs  on-  the  margin,  in 
reference  to  various  hurried  orders  for  arming  and  defence ; 
and  there  can  be  no  doubt  that,  had  the  English  forces 
attempted  to  follow  up  their  victory,  and  attack  the  Scottish 
capital,  the  citizens  would  have  resisted  to  the  last.  But 
it  soon  became  apparent  that  the  loss  sustained  by  the 
English  was  so  severe,  that  Surrey  was  in  no  condition  to 
avail  himself  of  the  opportunity ;  and  in  fact,  shortly  after¬ 
wards,  he  was  compelled  to  disband  his  army. 

The  references  to  the  city  banner  contained  in  the  follow¬ 
ing  poem,  may  require  a  word  of  explanation.  It  is  a 
standard  still  held  in  great  honour  and  reverence  by  the 
l)urghers  of  Edinburgh,  having  been  presented  to  them  by 
James  III,  in  return  for  their  loyal  service  in  1482.  This 
banner,  along  with  that  of  the  Earl  Marisehal,  still  con¬ 
spicuous  in  the  Library  of  the  Faculty  of  Advocates,  was 

'  Foot-note  in  ‘  Blackivood The  Earl  of  Angus  was  succeeded 
in  the  Provostship  of  Edinburgh  l)y  Alexander,  Lord  Horne, 
Great  Chamberlain  of  Scotland,  in  1514. 
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liOBOiirably  brought  back  from  Flocldeii,  and  c(irin.iiiiy  never 
could  have  b(M;n  displayed  in  a  more  niemorable  ii<‘ld. 
Mailhuid  saysj  with  reference  to  this  very  iiiicu-i'Hl^ing-  relic 
of  anti<piiiy  ■■ 

‘As  a,  p<;r])t;tuail  remeni]>ranc(‘  of  !,1h^  loya,lty  and  brayery 
of  the  KdinImrgluu'S  on  tin',  a.foixrsaid  ot-.e,a.sion,  the,  King' 
graaitcnl  tlnuu  a  banner  or  st,anda,r(b  wit.h  a,  |)ow(‘r  to  (lisj)lay 
tln^  same  in  d(denc(‘  of  ilnu'r  king,  c.ountry,  a,nd  their  own 
rights.  Idiis  tlag  is  k(^pt  !)y  the  CimvinuM’  ot  ifie  Tra.d(*s  ;  a,t 
whost;  a.p})(‘a.ra,!i(a^  theniwitli,  it-  is  sa,id  thaX  not^  only  tin'! 
artilic(‘-rs  of  Edinburgh  aa'e  obliges!  to  r(‘pair  to  it*,  but-  a, 11 
the  artisans  or  eraitsimm  within  Scotia, ml  a.re^  bound  to 
Ibllow  it,  and  tight  uiuhn*  t,h(]:  (Jonv(ni<''r  ot  talinbnrgh  as 
aforesaid.’  _  _  •  ,  ,  » 

No  event'  in  Scottish  hisi,ory  evm*  took  a  more  last  mg  hold 
of  the  public  inind  than ■  the  ‘woeful  tight’  <d  Moddon  ; 
and,  even  now,  the  songs  a, ml  t,ra.<litionH  whie.h  a,n‘,  <‘urrent 
on  the  Border  recall  the  ununory  of  a.  contest  nnsulliml  l>y 
disgrace,  though,  termirniting  in  disa,stc,r  a,nd  debrat,. 
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Nfavs  of  ba,i,thC  lunvs  of  bat, tic! 

IIa,rk!  Ids  ringing  <lo\vn  tln^  .street,: 

And  tln^  archways  a,n<l  Ihn  pa,y<‘nn'nt- 
Ihvrr  t,h(^  <da,ng  of  Imrrving  bad.. 

Ninvs  of  battb^I  who  ha,tb  brought,  it? 

N<^wcs  of  i,riuinph?  Who  should  l>ring 
ddding,s  from  our  noblo  a,rmv, 

<)lr(Md,ings  from  our  galL'uii-  Kinr^? 

All  Inst  liight  W(^  \ya,t,<dio<l  the  b<eieonB 

Blazing  on  tlu^  hills  a.fa,r,  lo 

Kacli  one  b<'a,ring,  a,.s  it,  kin(l!c<l, 

M(issag<^  of  tilt'  opt'nod  wa,i*. 

All  night  long  tlu',  norihorn  stn'anuuB 
Shot  a,c.ross'  tin'  tn'inbling  sky: 

Fea,rrul  lights  that-  imvto-  botdvon 
Save  wium  kings  or  lit'rot's  tlio- 

rr 

lNe%vs  of  batt.h'!  Who  lia,t,h  brought  it? 

All  are  thronging  to  tln^  gait' ; 

‘Warder  war<lt*r!^  opt'ii  tpiickly! 

Man™  is  this  a  tinn^  to  wait.?' 

No  event  .  .  .  defout.  Not  i'n  ‘  NhtckuHHHR 
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And  the  heavy  gates  are  opened : 

Then  a  murmur  long  and  loud, 

And  a  cry  of  fear  and  wonder 
Bursts  from  out  the  bending  cro%vd. 

For  they  see  in  battered  harness 
Only  one  hard-stricken  man  ; 

And  his  weary  steed  is  wounded, 

And  his  cheek  is  pale  and  wan : 

Spearless  hangs  a  bloody  banner 
In  his  weak  and  drooping  hand —  30 

God !  can  that  be  Randolph  Murray, 

Captain  of  the  city  band? 

III 

Round  him  crush  the  people,  crvinfir, 

‘Tell  us  all-~oh,  tell  ns  true! 

Where  are  they  who  went  to  battle, 

Randolph  Murray,  sworn  to  you? 

Where  are  they,  our  brothers-— ’children  ? 

Have  they  met  the  English  foe? 

Why  art  thou  alone,  unfollowed? 

Is  it  weal  or  is  it  woe  ?  ’  40 

LilvO  a  corpse  the  grisly  warrior 
Looks  from  out  liis  helm  of  steel; 

But  no  word  he  speaks  in  answer— 

Only  with  his  arm^d  heel 
Chides  his  weary  steed,  and  onward 
Up  the  city  streets  they  ride; 

Fathers,  sisters,  mothers,  children, 

Shrieking,  praying  by  his  side. 

‘By  the  God  that  made  thee,  Randolph  I 
Tell  us  what  mischance  hath  come.’  50 

Then  he  lifts  his  riven  banner. 

And  the  asker’s  voice  is  dumb. 

IV 

Tlie  elders  of  the  city 
Have  met  within  their  hall— 

The  men  whom  good  King  James  had  charged 
To  watch  the  tower  an  d^ wall. 

^  Your  hands  are  weak  with  age,’  h©  said, 

‘Your  hearts  are  stout  and  true; 

So  bide  ye  in  tlie  Maijlen  Town, 

While  otliers  light  for  you.  60 

My  trumpet  from*  the  Border-side 
Sliall  send  a  blast  so  clear, 

Til  at  all  who  wait  within  the  gate 
That^  stirring  sound  may  hear. 

Or,  if  it  be  the  will  of  Heaven 
That  back  I  never  come, 
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And  if,  iiiRf'.oad  of  Sc.oiiish  sliouis, 

Ye  hoar  Lho  En^'lish  (Iruni,  -- 
Tlien  lof  tlio  warniui;’  Ixlls  rin<*'  out, 

Then  j^'ird  you  to  the  IViiy,  70 

Then  lujui  wails  like  hurniuu-s  stout, 

And  while  tii^iit  you  may. 

'Twere  bottcu*  tiiai.  in  iiory  llaine 
The  roofs  should  iiuuuhu*  down, 

Than  ilia,t  (iie  r<K)t  of  ror<Hj.»'n  hx^ 

Should  traniphi  in  tlu^  town  T 

V 

Then  in  cauiu^  Ihunlolph  Murray',  - 
His  stx^f)  xvas  slow'  a,nd  W'e;ik, 

Arul,  as  ho  dolhal  his  diuhal  Indiu, 

The  tears  ran  dow'u  his  elux'k  :  So 

They  lell  u]>on  his  corslet 
Aiid  on  his  nuiiled  ha, ud,^ 

As  h(i  e;a,zo<l  a, round  him  wisi  fully, 

L<^a,nin<»'  sondy  on  his  hi\and. 

And  none  wdio  l.lnui  h(di<d<i  liim 
hint  s(.ra,i.^'hi<  w'eix^  siuole  \vil,h  i(\ir, 
her  a,  hohha-  a,nd  a,  sliMaxa*  man 
Had  n(W'(u-  (a>uch<‘d  a,  SfHair. 

Th('y  kmev  so  sa,d  a  m('ssi‘ne;er 

Some  <>*hastly  lU'WS  must,  hriuj;- ;  90 

And  all  of  I  Ihsu  w'(U-<^  ra,(h<'r,s. 

And  tluar  sons  ^ver(^  with  (,h<‘  King* 

V  i: 

And  up  i,h(‘n  rosc^  tlm  jh’ovo.si  ■ 

A  hra,V(^  <>ld  man  w'a,s  \n\ 
t  )r  aau'had,  na,nHs  aiul  knigid  ly  fa, mo, 

And  (diivalrous  <legr<Ma 
Ih'  riiksl  our  city  iik<^  a,  Lord 
Win.)  hi‘ook<Ml  no  <sjua,l  Inu'C', 

And  (‘V(‘r  for  the  t.ownsman’s  rigid, s 

Shiod  up  gainst.  i>rinc,(^  a, ml  p(M'r.  100 

And  h(^  ha,d  seen  the  hScottisli  host 
March  liaun  t,h<^  Loroughomuir, 

Witli  musiC“sl,(U'm  and  <da, morons  shout, 

And  all  tlio  din  t,ha,t,  thumha'S  out 
Wlun  youth’s  of  vi<*tory  sure. 

]>ut  ytd,  a,  d(\‘U’(M‘  thought  had  he, 

Kor,  with  a  fa,th(‘r’s  prid<\ 
lie  saw  his  last,  riniaining  son 
Co  forth  by  Itandolph’s  side, 

79  diutod]  broluvii  TUfukitmod*  99  towuHiuauK']  towns'^ 
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on  head  and  spur  on  heel, 

All  keen  to  do  and  dare; 

And  proudly  did  that  gallant  boy 
JJunedin’s  banner  bear, 
oil !  woeful  now  was  the  old  man’s  look, 
I  -AT  S.®  "ght  heavily— 

■Randolph,  tell  thy  tidings, 
However  sharp  they  be! 

Woe  is  \yritteii^on  thy  visage, 

Dejith  is  looking  from  thy  face : 
o].^ak !  though  it  be  of  overthrow — 

It  cannot  be  disgrace !  ’ 


Ri^glit  bitter  was  the  agony 
That  wrung  that  soldier  proud : 
lliiice  did  he  strive  to  answer 
groaned  aloud! 

■l  oen  he  gave  the  riven  banner 
To  the  old  man’s  shaking  hand, 
bavmg  ‘  That  is  all  I  bring  ye 
h  rom  the  bravest  of  the  land ' 

Ay  !  ye  may  look  upon  it— 

It  was  guarded  well  and  long, 

By  your  brothers  and  your  children, 
By  the  valiant  and  the  strong. 

One  by  one  they  fell  around  it. 

As  the  archers  laid  them  low, 
still  unconquered, 
With  tlieir  faces  to  the  foe. 

Ay !  ye  niay  well  look  upon  it— 
.rhere  is  more  than  honour  there, 
ids(^  be  sure,  I  had  not  brought  it 
V  rom  the  field  of  dark  desirair. 
■Ni^yor  yet  was  royal  banner 
vSi:eeped  in  such  a  costly  dye  ; 

It  luith  lain  u|>oii  a  bosom 
^Wluu’o  no  other  shroud  shall  lie. 
Sirs!  I  charge  you,  keep  it  holy; 

,K(Hp  it  as  a  sacred  thing, 
hor  (he  stain  ye  see  upon  it 
Wa.s  the  liie-blood  or  your  King! 

VIII 

Woe,  and  woo,  and  lamentation ! 
^,,.What  a,  pii(H)us  cry  was  there! 
Widoyes,  inai(l<‘ns,  mothei’s,  children, 
iSiirnddng,  sol)])ing  in  despair! 

may  wo.W  j  woll  may  ‘  J[Jlaokwood\  1849  ^ 
me]  Woe,  woi^  /iS’/m,  JSW^ 


150  Woe,  and 
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Through  the  streets  the  death-word  rushes, 
Spreading  terror,  sweeping  on— 

‘Jesu  Christ!  our  King  has  tallen— 

O  Great  God,  King  James  is  gone . 

Holy  Mother  Mary,  shield  us. 

Thou  who  erst  didst  lose  thy  bon ! 

O  the  blackest  day  for  Scotland 
That  she  ever  knew  before ! 

0  our  King-the  good,  the  noble, 

Shall  we  see  him  never  more 
Woe  to  us,  and  woe  to  Scotiand ! 

0  oiir  soils,  our  sons  nugi . 

Surely  some  have  ’scaped  the  Soutnron, 
Surely  some  will  come  again! 

Till  the  oak  that  fell  last  winter 
Shall  uprear  its  shattered  stem 
'Wives  and  mothers  of  ^Dunedin--" 

Ye  may  look  in  vain  foi*  them . 

IX 

But  within  the  Council  Chamber 
All  was  silent  as  the  grave, 

Whilst  the  tempest  of  their  sorrow 
Shook  the  bosoms  of  the  brave. 

Well  indeed  might  they  be  shaken 
With  the  weight  of  such  a  blow : 

He  was  gone— their  prince,  their  idol, 

Whom  they  loved  and  worshipped  so . 
Like  a  knell  oi  death  and  judgment 
Rung  from  heaven  hv  angel  hand, 

Fell  the  words  of  desolation 
On  the  elders  of  the  land. 

Hoary  heads  Avere  bowed  and  trembling, 
Withered  hands  were  clasped  and  wrung ; 
God  had  left  the  old  and  teeble, 

He  had  ta’en  away  the  young. 


i6o 
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180 


Then  the  Provost  he  uprose, 

And  his  lip  was  ashen  white ; 

But  a  flush  was  on  his  brow, 

And  his  eye  was  full  of  ligut. 

‘Thou  hast  spoken,  Randolph  Murray, 
Like  a  soldier  stout  and  true ; 

Thou  hast  done  a  deed  of  daring 
Had  been  perilled  but  by  few. 

For  thou  hast  not  shamed  to  face  us, 
Nor  to  speak  thy  ghastly  tale,  , 
Standing— thou  a  knight  and  captain— 
Here,  alive  %vithin  thy  mail  I 
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^  God  shall  judge  me, 

I  hold  it  braver  done, 

Than  hadst  thou  tarried  in  thy  place^ 
And  died  above  my  son ! 

Thou  needst  not  tell  it :  he  is  dead. 
God  help  us  all  this  day ! 

speak— hoy  fought  the  citizens 
Within  the  furious  fray? 

For  by  the  might  of  Mary ! 

’Twere  something  still  to  tell 
That  no  Scottish  foot  went  backward 
When  the  Eoyal  Lion  fell !  ’ 

m 

‘  hTo  one  failed  him  !  He  is  keWngy 
Eoyal  state  and  semblance  stiff^^ 
Knight  and  noble  lie  around  him. 
Cold  on  Flodden’s  fatal  hill. 

Of  the  brave  and  gallant-hearted. 
Whom  ye  sent  with  prayers  away, 
Hot  a  single  man  departed 
From  his  Monarch  yesterday. 

Had  you  seen  them,  0  my  masters ! 

When  the  night  began  to  fall, 

And  the  Englii  spearmen  gathered 
Eound  a  grim  and  ghastly  wall  I 
As  the  wolves  in  winter  circle 
Eound  the  leaguer  on  the  heath, 

So  the  greedy  foe  glared  upward, 
Panting  still  for  blood  and  death. 
But  a  rampart  rose  before  them, 
Which  the  boldest  dared  not  scale  ; 
Every  stone  a  Scottish  body, 

Every  step  a  corpse  in  mail! 

And  behind  it  lay  our  Monarch, 
Clenching  stillbis  shivered  sword; 
By  his  side  Montrose  and  Athole, 

At  his  feet  a  Southron  lord. 

All  so  thick  they  lay  together. 

When  the  stars  lit  up  the  sky. 

That  I  knew  not  who  were  stricken, 
Or  who  yet  remained  to  die. 

Few  there ‘were  when  Surrey  halted. 
And  his  wearied  host  withdrew ; 
None  but  dying  men  around  me, 
When  the  English  trumpet  blew. 
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Then  I  stooped,  and  took  the  banner, 

As  you  see  it,  from  his  breast, 

And  I  closed  opr  hero’s  eyelids, 

And  I  left  him  to  his  rest. 

In  the  mountains  growled  the  thimder, 

As  I  leaped  the  woeful  wall, 

And  the  heavy  clouds  were  settling  250 

Over  Elodden,  like  a  pall/ 

XII 

So  he  ended.  And  the  others 
Cared  not  any  answer  then  ; 

Sitting  silent,  dumb  with  soitoav, 

Sitting  anguish-struck,  like  men 
Who  have  seen  the  roaring  torrent 
Sweep  their  happy  homes  away, 

And  yet  linger  by  the  margin, 

Staring  wildly  on  the  spray. 

But,  without,  the  maddening  tumult  260 

Waxes  ever  more  and  more, 

And  the  crowd  of  trailing  women 
Gather  round  the  Council  door. 

Every  dusky  spire  is'  ringing 
With  a  dull  and  hollow  knell, 

And  the  Miserere’s  singing 
To  the  tolling  of  the  bell. 

Through  the  streets  the  burghers  hurry, 
Spreading  terror  as  they  go  ; 

And  the  rampm-t’s  thronged  with  watcliers  270 
Eor  the  coming  of  the  foe. 

From  each  mountain-top  a  pillar 
Streams  into  the  torpid  air, 

Bearing  token  from  the  Border 
That ’the  English  host  is  there. 

All  without  is  "flight  and  terror, 

All  within  is  woe  and  fear— 

God  protect  thee,  Maiden  City, 

For  thy  latest  hour  is  near  I 

XIII 

Ho!  not  yet,  thou  high  Dunedin!  2 So 

Shalt  thou  totter  to  thy  fall; 

Though  thy  bravest  and  thy  strongest 
Are  not  there  to  man  the  wall. 

No,  not  yet!  the  ancient  spirit 
Of  our  fathers  hath  not  gone ; 

Take  it  to  thee  as  a  buckler 
Better  far  than  steel  or  stone, 

245  you]  ye  ^  BlacJavood 1849 1  ,  1849  ^ 
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Oil,  remember  those  who  perished 
„  thy  biiihright  at  the  time 
When  to  be  a  Scot  was  treason. 

And  to  side  with  Wallace  crime ! 

Have  they  not  a  voice  among  us. 

Whilst  their  hallowed  dust  is  here? 
Hear  ye  not  a  summons  sounding 
From  each  buried  warrior’s  bier? 

^1?  •^T'.tti^y  say— and  keep  the  freedom 
Which  we  won  you  long  ago : 

Up !  and  keep  our  graves  unsullied 
From  the  insults  of  the  foe  I 
Up!  and  if  ye  cannot, save  them, 

Come  to  us  in  blood  and  fire : 

Midst  the  crash  of  falling'  turrets 
Let  the  last  of  Scots  expire  ! 

XIV 

Still  the  bells  are  tolling  fiercely, 

And  the  cry  comes  louder  in  ; 

Mothers  wailing  for  their  children, 
Sisters  for  their  slaughtered  kin. 

All  is  terror  and  disorder; 

Till  the  Provost  rises  up, 

Calm,  as  though  he  had  not  tasted 
Of  the  fell  and  bitter  cup. 

All  so  stately  from  his  sorrow, 

Eose  the  old  undaunted  Chief, 

That  you  had  not  deemed,  to  see  him, 
His  was  more  than  common  grief. 

‘  Eouse  ye,  Sks !  ’  he  said  ;  ‘  we  may  not 
Longer^  mourn  for  what  is  done ; 

If  our  Eiing  be  taken  from  us, 

We  are  left  to  guard  his  son. 

We  have  sworn  to  keep  the  city 
From  the  foe,  whate’er  they  be, 

And  the  oath  that  we  have  taken 
Never  shall  be  broke  by  me. 

Death  is  nearer  to  us,  brethren, 

Than  it  seemed  to  those  who  died, 
Fighting  yesterday  at  Flodden, 

By  their  lord  and  master’s  side. 

Let  us  meet  it  then  in  patience, 

Not  in  terror  or  in  fear; 

Though  our  hearts  are  bleeding  yonder, 
Let  our  souls  be  steadfast  here. 

Up,  and  rouse  ye!  Time  is  fleeting, 
And  we  yet  have  much  to  do ; 

Up!  and  haste  ye  through  the  city, 

Stir  the  burghers  stout  and  true ! 
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Gather  all  our  scattered  people, 

Fling  the  banner  out  once  more, — 

Eandolph  Murray !  do  thou  bear  it, 

As  it  erst  was  borne  before: 

Never  Scottish  heart  will  leave  it,  540 

When  they  see  their  Monarch’s  gore! 

XV 

‘  Let  them  cease  that  dismal  knelling ! 

It  is  time  enough  to  ring, 

When  the  fortress-strength  of  Scotland 
Stoops  to  ruin  like  its  King. 

Let  the  bells  be  kept  for  warning, 

Not  for  terror  or  alarm ; 

When  they  next  are  heard  to  thunder, 

Let  each  man  and  stripling  arm. 

Bid  the  women  leave  their  wailing —  350 

Do  they  think  that  woeful  strain, 

From  the  bloody  heaps  of  Flodden, 

Can  redeem  their  dearest  slain? 

Bid  them  cease, — or  rather  hasten 
To  the  churches  every  one ; 

There  to  pray  to  Mary 'Mother, 

And  to  her  anointed  Son, 

That  the  thunderbolt  above  us 
May  not  fall  in  ruin  yet ; 

That  in  fire  and  blood  and  rapine  360 

Scotland’s  glory  may  not  set. 

Let  them  pray, —for  never  women 
Stood  in  need  of  such  a  prayer  I  — 

England’s  yeomen  shall  not  find  them 
Clinging  to  the  altars  there. 

No!  if  we  are  doomed  to  perish, 

Man  and  maiden,  let  us  fall, 

And  a  common  gulf  of  ruin 
Open  wide  to  whelm  us  all! 

Never  shall  the  ruthless  spoiler  370 

Lay  his  hot  insulting  hand 
On  the  sisters  of  our  heroes, 

Whilst  we  bear  a  torch  or  brand ! 

Up !  and  rouse  ye,  then,  my  brothers, — 

But  when  next  ye  hear  the  bell 
Sounding  forth  the  sullen  summons 
That  may  be  our  funeral  knell, 

Once  more  let  us  meet  together, 

Once  more  see  each  other’s  face  ; 

Then,  like  men  that  need  not  tremble,  380 
Go  to  our  appointed  place. 

347  or]  and  <  Blackwood '  373  Whilst]  While  « Blackwood  ’ 
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God,  our  Father,  will  not  fail  us, 

In  that  last  tremendous  hour, — 

If  all  other  bulwarks  crumble, 

He  will  be  our  strength  and  tower : 

Though  the  ramparts  rock  beneath  us. 

And  the  walls  go  crashing  down, 

Though  the  roar  of  conflagration 
Bellow  o’er  the  sinking  town ; 

There  is  yet  one  place  of  shelter,  390 

Where  the  foeman  cannot  come, 

Where  the  summons  never  sounded 
Of  the  trumpet  or  the  drum. 

There  again  we’ll  meet  our  children, 

Who,  on  Modden’s  trampled  sod, 

For  their  king  and  for  their  country 
Eendered  up  theh  souls  to  God. 

There  shall  we  find  rest  and  refuge, 

With  our  dear  departed  brave ; 

And  the  ashes  of  the  city  400 

Be  our  universal  grave*^!’ 


THE  EXECUTION  OF  MONTROSE 

[Blackwood' s  Magazine,  September  1844] 

The  most  poetical  chronicler  would  find  it  impossible  to 
render  the  incidents  of  Montrose’s  brilliant  career  more 
picturesque  than  the  reality.  Among  the  devoted  champions 
who,  during  the  wildest  and  most  stormy  period  of  our 
history,  maintained  the  cause  of  Church  and  fling,  Hhe 
Great  Marquis’  undoubtedly  is  entitled  to  the  foremost 
place.  Even  party  malevolence,  by  no  means  extinct  at  the 
present  day,  has  been  unable  to  detract  from  the  eulogy 
pronounced  upon  him  by  the  famous  Cardinal  de  Retz,  the 
friend  of  Conde  and  Turenne,  when  he  thus  summed  up  his 
character : Montrose,  a  Scottish  nobleman,  head  of  the 
house  of  Grahame  -  the  only  man  in  the  world  that  has  ever 
realized  to  me  the  ideas  of  certain  heroes,  whom  we  now 
discover  nowhere  hut  in  the  Lives  of  Plutarch— -has  sustained 
in  his  own  country  the  cause  of  the  fling  his  master,  with 
a  greatness  of  soul  that  has  not  found  its  equal  in  our  age.’ 

But  the  success  of  the  victorious  leader  and  patriot  is 
almost  thrown  into  the  shade  by  the  noble  magnanimity 
and  Christian  heroism  of  the  man  in  the  hour  of  defeat  and 
death.  Without  wishing \  in  any  degree,  to  revive  a  con¬ 
troversy  long  maintained  by  writers  of  opposite  political 


398  find]  have  ‘  Blackicood  ’ 
^  See  note  on  next  page. 
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and  polemical  opinions,  it  may  fairly  be  stated  that  Scottish 
history  does  not  present  us  with  a  tragedy  of  parallel 
interest.  That  the  execution  of  Montrose  was  the  natural, 
nay,  the  inevitable,  consequence  of  his  capture,  may  be 
freely  admitted  even  by  the  fiercest  partisan  of  the  cause 
for  which  he  stahed  his  life.  In  those  times,  neither  party 
was  disposed  to  lenity;  and  Montrose  was  far  too  conspicuous 
a  character,  and  too  dangerous  a  man,  to  be  forgiven.  But 
the  ignominious  and  savage  treatment  which  he  received  at 
the  hands  of  those  whose  station  and  descent  should  at  least 
have  taught  them  to  respect  misfortune,  has  left  an  indelible 
stain  upon  the  memory  of  the  Covenanting  chiefs,  and  more 
especially  upon  that  of  Argyle. 

The  perfect  serenity  of  the  man  in  the  hour  of  trial  and 
death,  the  courage  and  magnanimity  which  he  displayed  to 
the  last,  have  been  dwelt  upon  with  admiration  by  writers 
of  every  class.  He  heard  his  sentence  delivered  without 
any  apparent  emotion,  and  afterwards  told  the  magistrates 
who  waited  upon  him  in  prison,  ‘that  he  was  much  indebted 
to  the  Parliament  for  the  great  honour  they  had  decreed 
him’ ;  adding,  ‘that  he  was  prouder  to  have  his  head  placed 
upon  the  top  of  the  prison,  than  if  the}"  had  decreed  a 
golden  statue  to  be  erected  to  him  in  the  market-place,  or 
that  his  picture  should  be  hung  in  the  King’s  bed-chamber.’ 
He  said,  ‘  he  thanked  them  for  their  care  to  preserve  the 
remembrance  of  his  loyalty,  by  transmitting  such  monuments 
to  the  different  parts  of  the  kingdom  ;  and  only  wished  that 
lie  had  flesh  enough  to  have  sent  a  piece  to  every  city  in 
Christendom,  as  a  token  of  his  unshaken  love  and  fidelity  to 
his  king  and  country.’  On  the  night  before  his  execution, 
he  inscribed  the  following  lines  with  a  diamond  on  the 
window  of  his  jail :  - 


Let  them  bestow  on  every  airtli  a  limb, 

Then  open  all  my  veins,  that  I  may  swim 
To  thee,  my  Maker !  in  that  crimson  lake  ; 

Then  place  my  parboiled  head  upon  a  stake — 

Scatter  my  ashes — strew  them  in  the  air ; 

Lord !  since  thou  know’st  wheie  all  these  atoms  are, 
Pm  hopeful  thouTt  recover  once  my  dust, 

And  confident  thou ’it  raise  me  with  the  just. 

After  the  Restoration  the  dust  was  recovered,  the  scattered 
remnants  collected,  and  the  bones  of  the  hero  conveyed  to 
their  final  resting-place  by  a  numerous  assemblage  of 
gentlemen  of  his  family  and  name.^ 

^  Without  wishing .  .  .  family  and  name]  It  is  impossible  now 
to  obliterate  the  darkest  page  of  Scottish  history,  which  we  owe 
to  the  vindictive  cruelty  of  the  Covenanters — a  party  venal  in 


THE  EXECUTION  OF  BIONTEOSE 


17 


There  is  no  ingredient  of  fiction  in  the  historical  incidents 
recorded  in  the  following  ballad.  The  indignities  that  were 
heaped  upon  Montrose  during  his  procession  through 
Edinburgh,  his  appearance  before  the  Estates,  and  his  last 
passage  to  the  scaffold,  as  well  as  his  undaunted  bearing, 
have  all  been  spoken  to  by  eyewitnesses  of  the  scene.  A 
graphic  and  vivid  sketch  of  the  whole  will  be  found  in  Mr. 
Mark  Napier’s  volume,  The  Life  arid  Times  of  3Ionfrose—SL 
work  as  chivalrous  in  its  tone  as  the  Chronicles  of  Froissart, 
and  abounding  in  original  and  most  interesting  materials ; 
but,  in  order  to  satisfy  all  scruple,  the  authorities  for  each 
fact  are  given  in  the  shape  of  notes.  The  ballad  may  be 
considered  as  a  narrative  of  the  transactions,  related  by  an 
aged  Highlander,  who  had  followed  Montrose  throughout 
his  campaigns,  to  his  grandson,  shortly  before  the  battle  ^  of 
Killiecrankie. 
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I 

Come  liither,  Evan  Cameron! 

Gome,  stand  beside  my  knee — 

I  hear  the  river  roaring’ down 
Towards  the  wintry  sea. 

There’s  shouting  on.  the  mountain-side. 

There’s  war  within  the  blast — 

Old  faces  look  upon  me, 

Old  forms  go  trooping  past ; 

I  hear  the  pibroch  wailing 
Amidst  the  din  of  fight,  ^  lo 

And  my  dim  spirit  wakes  again 
Upon  the  verge  of  night. 

II 

’Twas  I  that  led  the  Highland  host 
Through  wild  Lochaber’s  snow's, 

What  time  the  pi  aided  clans  came  down 
To  battle  with  Montrose. 

principle,  pusillanimous  in  action,  and  more  than  dastardly  in 
their  revenge  ;  but  we  can  peruse  it  with  the  less  disgust,  since 
that  very  savage  spirit  which  planned  the  woful  scenes  con¬ 
nected  with  the  final  tragedy  of  Montrose,  has  served  to  exhibit 
to  the  world,  in  all  time  to  come,  the  character  of  the  martyred 
nobleman  in  by  far  its  loftiest  light.  ^  Blackicood^ 

^  battle]  splendid  victory  ‘  Blackwood  ’  11  dim]  old  ‘  Black- 

ivood  ’ 
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I’ve  told  tliee  how  the  Southrons  fell 
Beneath  the  broad  claymore, 

And  how  we  smote  the  Campl)ell  clan 
By  Inverlochy’s  shore. 

I’ve  told  thee  how  we  swept  Dundee, 

And  tamed  the  Lindsays’  pride ; 

But  never  have  I  told  thee  yet 
How  the  great  Marquis  died. 

III 

A  traitor  sold  him  to  his  foes ; 

O  deed  of  deathless  shame ! 

I  charge  thee,  boy,  if  e’er  thou  meet 
With  one  of  Assynt’s  name — 

Be  it  upon  the  mountain’s  side, 

Or  yet  \vithin  the  glen, 

Stand  he  in  martial  gear  alone, 

Or  backed  by  arm^d  men — 

Pace  him,  as  thou  woiildst  face  the  man 
Who  wronged  thy  sire’s  renown  ; 
Kemember  of  what  blood  thou  art, 

And  strike  the  caitiff  down  ! 

IV 

They  brought  him  to  the  Watergate, 

Hard  bound  with  hempen  span, 

As  though  they  held  a  lion  there, 

And  not  a  fenceless  man. 

They  set  him  high  upon  a  cart — 

The  hangman  rode  below— 

They  drew  his  hands  behind  his  back, 

And  bared  his  noble  brow. 

Then,  as  a  hound  is  slipped  from  leash, 
They  cheered  the  common  throng, 

And  blew  the  note  with  yell  and  shout, 
And  bade  him  pass  along, 

V 

It  would  have  made  a  brave  man’s  heart 
Grow  sad  and  sick  that  day, 

To  watch  the  keen  malignant  eyes 
Bent  down  on  that  array. 

There  stood  the  Wliig  west-country  lords, 
In  balcony  and  bow ; 

There  sat  their  gaunt  and  witliered  dames, 
And  their  daughters  all  a-row. 

And  every  open  window 
Was  full  as  full  might  be 
With  black-robed  Covenanting  carles, 

That  goodly  sport  to  see ! 

44  noble]  lordly  ‘  Blackioood^ 
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VI 

But  when  he  came,  though  pale  and  wan. 

He  looked  so  great  and  high, 

So  noble  was  his  manly  front. 

So  calm  his  steadfast  eye; — 

The  rabble  rout  forbore  to  shout, 

And  each  man  held  his  breath, 

For  well  they  knew  the  hero’s  soul 
Was  face  to  face  with  death. 

And  then  a  mournful  shudder 

Through  all  the  people  crept,  _  7© 

And  sorne  that  came  to  scoff  at  him 
Now  turned  aside  and  wept. 

VII 

But  onwards— always  onwards, 

In  silence  and  in  gloom, 

The  dreary  pageant  laboured, 

Till  it  reached  the  house  of  doom. 

Then  first  a  woman’s  voice  was  heard 
In  jeer  and  laughter  loud, 

And  an  angry  cry  and  a  hiss  arose 
From  the  heart  of  the  tossing  crowd :  8o 

Then  as  the  Grseme  looked  upwards, 

He  saw  the  ugly  smile 
Of  him  who  sold  his  king  for  gold— 

The  master-fiend  Argylei 

VTII 

The  Marquis  gazed  a  moment, 

And  nothing  did  he  say, 

But  the  cheek  of  Argyle  grew  ghastly  pale, 

And  he  turned  his  eyes  away. 

The  painted  harlot  by  his  side, 

She  shook  through  every  limb,  9° 

For  a  roar  like  thunder  swept  the  street. 

And  hands  were  clenched  at  him ; 

And  a  Saxon  soldier  cried  aloud, 

‘  Back,  coward,  from  thy  place ! 

For  seven  long  years  thou  hast  not  dared 
To  look  him  in  the  face.’ 

IX 

Had  I  been  there  with  sword  in  hand, 

And  fifty  Camerons  by. 

That  day  through  high  Dunedin’s  streets 
Had  pealed  the  slogan-cry.  ^ 

Not  all  their  troops^  of  trampling  horse, 

Nor  might  of  mailed  men — 

77  Then]  But  ‘  Blackwood  ’  89  by]  at  ‘  BlacTcwood  ’ 
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Not  all  the  rebels  in  the  south 
Had  borne  us  backwards  then ! 

Once  more  his  foot  on  Highland  heath 
Had  trod  as  free  as  air, 

Or  I,  and  all  who  bore  my  name, 

Been  laid  around  him  there  1 


It  might  not  be.  They  placed  him  next 
Within  the  solemn  hall,  no 

Where  once  the  Scottish  kings  were  throned 
Amidst  their  nobles  all. 

Blit  there  was  dust  of  vulgar  feet 
On  that  polluted  floor, 

And  perjured  traitors  filled  the  place 
Where  good  men  sate  before. 

With  savage  glee  came  Wanistoun 
To  read  the  murderous  doom  ; 

And  then  uprose  the  great  Montrose 

In  the  middle  of  the  room.  ■  120 


xr 

‘  Now,  by  my  faith  as  belted  knight, 
And  by  tlie  name  I  bear, 

And  by  the  bright  Saint  Andrew’s  cross 
That  waves  above  us  there  — 

Yea,  by  a  greater,  mightier  oath — 

And  oh,  that  such  should  be  I— 

By  that  dark  stream  of  royal  blood 
That  lies  ’twixt  you  and  me— 

I  have  not  sought  in  battle-field 
A  wreath  of  such  renown,  ^ 

Nor  dared  I  hope  on  my  dying  day 
To  win  the  martyr’s  crown ! 


XII 

^  There  is  a  chamber  tar  away 
Where  sleep  the  good  and  brave, 

But  a  better  place  ye  have  named  for'  me 
Than  by  my  father’s  grave. 

For  truth  and  right,  ’gainst  treason’s  might, 
This  hand  hatli  always  striven, 

And  ye  raise  it  up  for  a  witness  still 
In  the  eye  of  earth  and  heaven.  140 

Then  nail  my  head  on  yonder  tower — 

Give  every  town  a  limb — 

And  God  who  made  shall  gather  them: 

I  go  from  you  to  Him!’ 

106  trod]  stepp’d  ^Blackwood'  123  bright]  red  ^  Blacktoood^ 
125  Yea]  Ay  ^Blackt€ood’  13S  hath]  has  ^  Blackwood^ 
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XIII 

The  morning  dawiied  full  darkly, 

The  rain  came  flashing  down. 

And  the  jagged  streak  of  the  levin-bolt 
Lit  up  the  gloomy  town : 

The  thunder  crashed  across  the  heawen, 

The  fatal  hour  was  come;  150 

Yet  aye  broke  in  with  muffled  beat, 

The  darum  of  the  drum. 

There  was  madness  on  the  earth  below 
And  anger  in  the  sky. 

And  young  and  old,  and  rich  and  poor, 

Came  forth  to  see  him  die. 

XIY 

Ah,  God !  that  ghastly  gibbet ! 

How  dismal  ’tis  to  see 
The  great  tall  spectral  skeleton, 

The  ladder  and  the  tree!  160 

Hark!  hark!  it  is  the  clash  of  arms — 

The  bells  begin  to  toil — / 

‘  He  is  coming !  he  is  coming ! 

God's  mercy  on  his  soul!' 

One  last  long  peal  of  thunder— 

The  clouds  are  cleared  away, 

And  the  glorious  sun  once  more  looks  down 
Amidst  the  dazzling  day. 

XY 

‘  He  is  coming !  he  is  coming ! ' 

Like  a  bridegroom  from  his  room,  170 

Came  the  hero  from  his  prison 
To  the  scaffold  and  the  doom. 

There  was  glory  on ^  his  forehead, 

There  was  lustre  in  his  eye, 

And  he  never  walked  to  battle 
More  proudly  than  to  die : 

There  was  colour  in  his  visage, 

Though  the  cheeks  of  all  were  wan, 

And  they  maiwelled  as  they  saw  him  pass, 

That  great  and  goodly  man!  180 

XVI 

He  mounted  up  the  scaffold, 

And  he  turned  him  to  the  crowffl ; 

149  tluinder  .  .  .  heaven]  heavens  were  speaking  [thunder¬ 
ing  1849^]  out  their  wrath  ^  Mackwood*,  1849'^  151  a3^e  .  .  . 

beat]  ever  sounded  sullenly  ^  Blackwood  \  1849'^  152  ’larnm 

of]  trumpet  and  ^  Blackwood  \  1849  ^ 
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Blit  they  dared  not  trust  the  people, 

So  he  might  not  speak  aloud. 

But  he  looked  upon  the  heavens, 

And  they  \yere  clear  and  blue, 

And  in  the  liqiiid  ether 
^The  eye  of  God  shone  through! 
liet  a  black  and  murky  battlement 
Lay  resting  on  the  hill,  190 

As  though  the  thunder  slept  within — 

All  else  was  calm  and  still. 

XVII 

The  grim  Geneva  ministers 
With  anxious  scowl  drew  near, 

As  you  have  seen  the  ravens  flock 
Around  the  dving  deer. 

He  would  not  cTeign  them  word  nor  sign, 

But  alone  he  bent  the  knee : 

And  veiled  his  face  for  Christ  s  dear  grace 
Beneath  the  gallows-tree.  200 

Then  radiant  and  serene  he  rose. 

And  cast  his  cloak  away: 

For  he  had  ta’en  his  latest  look 
Of  earth  and  sun  and  day. 

XVIII 

A  beam  of  light  fell  o'er  him, 

Like  a  glory  round  the  shriven. 

And  he  climbed  the  lofty  ladder 
As  it  were  the  path  to  lieaven. 

Then  came  a  flash  from  out  the  cloud, 

And  a  stunning  thunder-roll ;  210 

And  no  man  dared  to  look  aloft, 

For  fear  was  on  every  soul. 

There  was  anotlier  heavy  sound, 

A  hush  and  then  a  groan. ; 

And  darkness  swept  across  the  sky — 

The  work  of  death  was  clone  I 
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traitor  sold  him  to  Ms  foes\ — L.  25. 

^The  contemporary  historian  of  the  Earls  of  Sutherland 
records,  that  (after  the  defeat  of  Invercarron)  Montrose  and 
Kinnoul  “  wandered  up  the  river  Kyle  the  whole  ensuing  niglit, 
and  the  next  day,  and  the  third  day  also,  withont^any  food  or 
sustenance,  and  at  last  came  within  the  country  of  Assynt. 
The  Earl  of  Kinnoul,  being  faint  for  lack  of  meat,  and  not  able 

^  See  also  Appendix  at  end  of  present  volume. 
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to  travel  any  farther,  ^vas  left  there  among  the  mountains, 
where  it  was  supposed  he  perished.  Montrose  had  almost 
famished,  but  that  he  fortuned  in  his  misery  to  light  upon 
a  small  cottage  in  that  wilderness,  where  he  was  supplied  with 
some  milk  and  bread/’  Not  even  the  iron  frame  of  Montrose 
could  endure  a  prolonged  existence  under  such  circumstances. 
He  gave  himself  up  to  Macleod  of  Assynt,  a  former  adherent, 
from  whom  he  had  reason  to  expect  assistance  in  consideration 
of  that  circumstance,  and,  indeed,  from  the  dictates  of  honour¬ 
able  feeling  and  common  humanity.  Jtsthe  Argyle  faction  had 
sold  the  King,  so  this  Highlander  rendered  his  own  name 
infamous  by  selling  the  hero  to  the  Covenanters,  for  which 

duty  to  the  public”  he  was  rewardf  d  with  four  hundred  bolls 
of  meal.’ — N.^pieu’s  Life  of  Montrose. 

‘  TJiey  hr  ought  him  to  the  U  atergate\ — L.  37. 

^  Friday^  I'Jih  May.  — Act  ordaining  James  G-rahame  to  be 
brought  from  the  Watergate  on  a  cart,  bareheaded,  the  hang¬ 
man  in  his  livery,  covered,  riding  on  the  horse  that  draws  the 
cart— the  prisoner  to  be  bound  to  the  cart  with  a  rope — to  the 
Tolbooth  of  Edinburgh,  and  from  thence  to  be  brought  to  the 
Parliament  House,  and  there,  in  the  place  of  delinquents,  on 
his  knees,  to  receive  his  sentence — viz.,  to  be  hanged  on  a  gibbet 
at  the  Cross  of  Edinburgh,  with  his  book  and  declaration  tied 
on  a  rope  about  his  neck,  and  there  to  hang  for  the  space  of 
three  hours  until  he  be  dead ;  and  thereafter  to  be  cut  dowm  by 
the  hangman,  his  head,  liands,  and  legs  to  be  cut  off,  and 
distributed  as  follows  : — viz.,  his  head  to  be  affixed  on  an  iron 
pin,  and  set  on  the  pinnacle  of  the  west  gavel  of  the  new  prison 
of  Edinburgh ;  one  hand  to  be  set  on  the  port  of  Perth,  the 
other  on  the  port  of  Stirling ;  one  leg  and  foot  on  the  port  of 
Aberdeen,  the  other  on  the  port  of  Glasgow.  If  at  his  death 
penitent,  and  relaxed  from  excommunication,  then  the  trunk  of 
his  body  to  be  interred  by  pioneers  in  the  Greyfriars ;  other¬ 
wise,  to  be  interred  in  the  Boroughmuir,  by  the  hangman’s 
men,  under  the  gallows.’ — Balfour’s  Motes  of  Parliament 

It  is  needless  to  remark  that  this  inhuman,  sentence  was 
executed  to  the  letter.  In  order  that  the  exposure  might  be 
more  complete,  the  cart  was  constructed  with  a  high  chair  in 
the  centre,  having  holes  behind,  through  which  the  ropes  that 
fastened  him  were  drawn.  The  author  of  the  Wigton  Papers. 
recently  published  by  the  Maitland  Club,  says,  ^The  reason  of 
his  being  tied  to  the  cart  was  in  hope  that  the  people  would 
have  stoned  him,  and  that  he  might  not  be  able  by  his  hands  to 
save  his  face.’  His  hat  was  then  pulled  off  by  the  hangman, 
and  the  procession  commenced. 

*  But  when  he  came,  though  pale  and  wan, 

He  looked  so  great  and  high  — LI.  61-2. 

^  In  all  the  way,  there  appeared  in  him  such  majesty,  courage, 
modesty — and  even  somewhat  more  than  natural — that  those 
common  women  who  had  lost  their  husbands  and  children  in 
his  wars,  and  who  were  hired  to  stone  him,  were  upon  the  sight 
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turnp^  fnt  moved,  that  tlieir  intended  curses 

puachecl  against  ihemfornoi  stoning  and  reviling  him:  ~~Wigton  Papers. 

Theri  first  a  woman's  voice  was  heard 
In  jeer  and  laughter  loud\ — LI.  77-8. 

TnrW  *’’®  many  thousand  beholders,  the 

M  r’  of  Haddington,  did  (alone)  publicly 

man  in  tjfe  \  perceived  by  a  jjentle- 

To  sit^inon  +r^*’  “  became  l.er  better 

to  sit  upon  the  cart  for  her  adulteries.’— Tins 

infamous  woman  ivas  tlie  third  daughter  ofTliintlv,  and  the 

sister  of  tf'''F  ®n  credited  that  she  was  the 

nF  M  ^  Lord  Gordon,  who  fell  fightlDg’  by  fclie  side 

of  Montrose,  only  five  years  before,  at  the  battle  of  Aldford  !’ 

'For  seven  long  years  thou  hast  not  dared 
To  look  him  in  the  face  ’.  —  LI.  95-6. 

'The  Lord  Lorn  and  his  new  lady  were  also  sitHng  on 
a  balcony,  joylnl  spectators ;  and  the  cart  being  stopped  when 
it  came  before  the  lodging  where  the  Chancelior,  Ar<-yl<‘  and 
■V^'arnstoun  sat-that  they  might  have  time  to  insult  "he '’sus¬ 
pecting  the  business,  turned  his  face  towards  them,  wliereunen 
they  presently  crept  in  at  the  windows  ,*  which  being  percto’vf'd 

aJide\f  wonder  they  started 

aside  at  his  looL,  for  they  durst  not  look  him  in  tlie  face  tliese 
seven  years  bygone.’ — Wigfon  Papei's. 

'  With  savage  glee  came  Warrisloim 

To  read  the  murderous  doom  k-~Ll.  1 17  ■  IS. 

_  Archibald  Johnston  of  Warristouii.  Tliis  man,  wl,.,  wls  tho 
inyeteiate  enemy  of  Montrose,  and  who  carried  the  most  .seliish 
of  his'^htr®''^  intrigue  of  hi.s  party,  rocoivoii  tlio  puuisi„n'.„c, 
of  his  tieasons  about  elei'en  years  afhu-wards.  It  mav  be 
instructive  to  learn  how  he  met  his  doom.  Tlio  folIoWim' 
extract  IS  from  the  MSS.  of  Sir  George  M,ackouzie --‘Vhe 
Cliancellor  and  others  waited  to  examine  him  ;  lie  feil  upon 
his  face,  roaring,  and  with  tears  entreated  they  would  iiitv 

^  the  spectators  with  a  deep  melanclioly ;  and  the 
Chancellor  reflecting  upon  the  maii’-s  great  pm-ts  former 
esteem,  and  the  great  share  he  had  in  all  tlio  l.at6  revolutions 
could  not  deny  some  tears  to  the  frailty  of  silly  mankinil  At 
his  examination,  he  pretended  he  had  lost  so^ifi/f,  blood  by 

withT^^M*“^F®®  °f  Chirurgeona,  that  ho  lost  his  memory 
vith  his  blood  ;  and  I  really  believe  that  his  courane  had  been 
drawn  out  with  it.  Within  a  few  days  ho  w^s  limiVhfLf^ 

^i®  '^‘“overed  nothing  but  mSoli  weafc- 
W  tiff  u®  "P  ,‘li’wii  npoii  his  knees,  begging  mercy 
hut  the  parliament  ordained  liis  former  sentenerto  lie  m  t  to 
fdintf’h.’"^  accordingly  he  was  executed  at  the  cS  ff 
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‘  And  God  who  made  shall  gather  them  : 

I  go  from  you  to  MimT — LI.  143-4. 

^He  said  he  was  much  beholden  to  the  parliament  for  the 
honour  they  put  on  him  ;  for^’,  says  he,  » I  think  it  a  greater 
have  my  head  standing  on  the  port  of  this  town,  for 
this  quarrel,  than  to  have  my  picture  in  the  king’s  bed¬ 
chamber.  1  am  beholden  to  you  that,  lest  my  loyalty  should 
be  forgotten,  ye  have  appointed  five  of  your  most  eminent 
towns  to  bear  witness  of  it  to  posterity.”  ^—TVigton  Papers, 


^  He  is  coming  I  he  is  coming  1 

Like  a  bridegroom  from  his  room\ — LI.  169-70. 

'In^his  downgoings^  from  the  Tolbooth  to  the  place  of 
execution,  he  was  very  richly  clad  in  fine  scarlet,  laid  over 
with  rich  silver  lace,  his  hat  in  his  hand,  his  bands  and  cufis 
exceeding  rich,  his  delicate  white  gloves  on  his  hands,  Ms 
stockings  of  incarnate  silk,  and  his  shoes  with  their  ribbons  ^ 
on  his  feet ;  and  sarks  provided  for  him  with  pearling  about, 
above  ten  pound‘d  the  elne.  All  these  were  provided  for  him 
by  his  friends,  and  a  pretty  cassock  put  on  upon  him,  upon  the 
scaffold,  wherein  he  was  hanged.  To  be  short,  nothing  was 
here^  deficient  to  honour  his  poor  carcase,  more  beseeming 
a  bridegroom  than  a  criminal  going  to  the  gallows.* — hTiCHonL’s 
Piary. 


*  The  grim  Geneva  ministers 

With  anxious  scowl  drew  near\—Ij\.  193-4. 

The  Presbyterian  ministers  beset  Montrose  both  in  prison  and 
on  the  scaffold.  The  following  extracts  are  from  the  diary  of 
the  Kev.  Robert  Traill,  one  of  the  persons  who  were  appointed 
by  the  commission  of  the  kirk  ‘to  deal  with  Mm’  ; — ‘By  a 
warrant  from  the  kirk,  we  staid  a  while  with  him  about  his 
soul’s  condition.  But  we  found  him  continuing  in  his  old 
pride,  and  taking  very  ill  what  was  spoken  to  Mm,  saying, 
“  I  pray  you,  gentlemen,  let  me  die  in  peace.”  It  was  answered 
that  he  might  die  in  true  peace,  being  reconciled  to  the  Loi'd 
and  to  his  kirk/ — ‘We  returned  to  the  commission,  and  did 
show  unto  them  what  had  passed  amongst  us.  They,  seeing 
that  for  the  present  he  was  not  desiring  relaxation  from  his 
censure  of  excommunication,  did  appoint  Mr,  Mungo  Law  and 
me  to  attend  on  the  morrow  on  the  scaffold,  at  the  time  of  his 
execution,  that,  in  case  he  should  desire  to  be  relaxed  from  his 
excommunication,  we  should  be  allowed  to  give  it  unto  him  in 
the  name  of  the  kirk,  and  to  pray  with  him,  and  for  him,  that 
what  is  loosed  on  *  earth  might  be  loosed  in  heavend  But  this  pious 
intention,  which  may  appear  somewhat  strange  to  the  modern 
Calvinist,  when  the  prevailing  theories  of  the  kirk  regarding 
the  efficacy  of  absolution  are  considered,  was  not  destined  to  be 
fulfilled.  Mr.  Traill  goes  on  to  say,  ‘  But  he  did  not  at  all  desire 

^  downgoings]  down  going  ‘  Blackwood  \  1849 ^  ribbons] 
ribands  ^  Blackwood  \  1849  ^  ^  pound]  pund  ‘  Blackwood  \ 

1849  \  1849  ®  *  on]  in  ‘  Blackwood  ’ 
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to  be  lelaxed  from  liis  excommunication  in  the  name  of 
onlv  i/iai  place  on  the  scaffold  where  «.e  Lo  i  ■ 

tvi  h  and  «pako“  whl; 

with  them,  and  then  went  up  tlie  ladder,  in  hi.’  red  sJi  h  t 
cassock,  in  a  very  stately  manner.’  '®* 

And  he  dinibed  the  lofty  ladder 
As  it  icere  the  path  to  heaven: — LI.  207-8. 

on  lie  might,  hiwe  the  liberty  to  keen 

^  -1^  was  denied:  he  requested  ho  mi<dit  have  tlm 

privilege  to  keep  his  cloak  about  him — neither  ^onld  tlnf  i 

nndaunted  courage,  he  went  Ini  ill 

p«-odigious  gibbet.^-~-‘The  whole  pe,  LI  il'/:!;!;; 

wSrat  observable,  that^eveu  thos(v 

Vlio,  at  his  hrst  appearance,  had  bitterly  inv<Mgh<al  -e-iinc./ 
him,  could  not  now  ab.stain  from  tears.’— ■,iro)tfr,«e  1!, ■,/,■, -in, 7 
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delightful,  though  somewhat 
apoci3'phal  Chronicles  of  Scotland,  tells  us  that  ‘onhou 
Soo+t  V?®®  Douglas  was  chosin  as  maist  worthy  of  'ill 
Scotland  to  pass  with  King  Robertis  hart  to  the  Tloly  rniid 

iv^PoV\- "  f  arromitikelnd  wSs 

sX,  Schir  William  Sinclare  and 

hdl’Dinen,  to  the  haly 

To,  that  the  devotional  pilgrimage  of  the  (iood  Sir 

wfoTs  ”n  t°  t>e  accomplished,  and  that  I  he 

back\o^hrio“/®pf'-®‘^*‘^'®*  “d  hero  was  hromrht 

hack  to  the  land  of  his  nativity.  Mr.  Tvtler  in  few  word. 

tas  so  graphically  recounted  the  lea, dino-  events  of  this 
eicpedition,  that  I  do  not  hesitate  to  adopt\irn^in,MvV-- 

havfno-  the^heaidof  r-T“i  P®''“itted,  Doiighis. 

s^l  fmm  LotJ  *  ®  under  his  chargiT  .set 

anchoml  ^off  by  a  splendid  retinue,  am, 

conipamons  with  whom  he  might  travel  to  Ternsalem  •  hnf 

embraced  religions  mission  which  he  had 
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holy  ■warfare;  and  _hefore_  proceeding  to  Jerusalem,  he  first 
determined  to  visit  Spam,  and  to  signalise  his  prowess 
against  the  Sai-aoens.  But  his  first  field  against  the  Infidels 
proved  fatal  to  him  who,  m  the  long  English  war,  had  seen 
seventy  battles.  The  circumstances  of  his  death  were 
striking  and  characteristic.  In  an  action  near  Theba,  on 
the  borders  of  Andalusia,  the  Moorish  cavalry  were  defeated ; 
and  alter  their  camp  had  been  taken,  Dousdas,  with  his 
companions,  engaged  too  eagerly  in  the  pursuit,  and  being 
separated  from  the  mam  body  of  the  Spanish  army,  a  stron| 
division  of  the  Moors  rallied  and  surrounded  them.  The 
T  endeavoured  to  cut  his  way  through  the 

Infidels,  and  in  all  probability  would  have  succeeded,  had 
he  not  again  turned  to  rescue  Sir  -William  Saint  Clair  of 
Roslm,  whom  he  saw  in  jeopardy.  In  attempting  this,  he 
was  inextricably  involved  with  the  enemy.  Taking  from 
Ins  neck  the  casket  which  contained  the  heart  of  Bruce,  he 
cast  it  before  him,  and  exclaimed  with  a  loud  voice,  ‘Now 
pass  onwarf  as  thou  wert  wont,  and  Douglas  will  follow  thee 
or  die  .  The  action  and  the  sentiment  were  heroic,  and 
uiey  were  the  last  words  and  deed  of  a  heroic  life,  for 
Douglas  fell  overpowered  by  his  enemies ;  and  three  of  his 
knights,  and  m^y  of  his  companions,  were  slain  along  with 
their  master.  •  On  the  succeeding  day,  the  body  and  the 
casket  were  both  found  on  the  field,  and  by  his  surviving 
friends  conveyed  to  Scotland.  The  heart  of  Bruce  was 
deposited  at  Melrose,  and  the  body  of  the  ‘  Good  Sir  James’ 
—the  name  by  which  he  is  affectionately  remembered  by 
his  countrymen  was  consigned  to  the  cemetery  of  his  fathers 
in  the  parish  church  of  Douo-las.’ 

A  nobler  death  on  the  field  of  battle  is  not  recorded  in  the 
annals  of  chivalry.  In  memory  of  this  expedition,  the 
Douglases  have  ever  since  carried  the  armorial  bearings  of 
the  Bloody  Heart  surmounted  by  the  Crown;  and  a  similar 
distinction  is  borne  by  another  family.  Sir  Simon  of  Lee, 
a  distinguished  companion  of  Douglas,  was  the  person  on 
whom,  after  the  lali  of  his  leader,  the  custody  of  the  heart 
devolved.  Hence  the  name  of  Lockhart,  and  their  effigy, 
the  Heart  within  a  Fetterlock. 

THE  HEART  OF  THE  BRUCE 

[Blackwood'S  Maga::i7ie,  July  1844 
I 

It  upon  an  April  morn. 

While  yet  the  frost  lay  hoar, 
vv^  heard  Lord  James’s" bugle-horn 
Sound  by  the  rocky  shore. 

The  prose  infroclucfion  did  not  appear  in  ^  Blacktaood  \  where  the 
poem  has  the  sutditle  A  Ballad. 
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II 

Tlien  down  we  w'ent,  a  hundred  knights, 

All  in  our  dark  array, 

And  flung  our  armour  in  the  ships 
That  rode  within  the  bay. 

III 

We  spoke  not  as  the  shore  grew  less, 

But  gazed  in  silence  back, 

Where  the  long  billows  swept  away 
The  foam  behind  our  track. 

IV 

And  aye  the  purple  hues  decayed 
Upon  the  fading  hill, 

Ancf  but  one  heart  in  all  tha,t  ship 
Was  tranquil,  cold,  and  still. 

Y 

The  good  Lord  Douglas  paced  the  deck™- 
Oh,  but  his  face  was  wan  ! 

Unlike  the  flush  it  used  to  wear 
When  in  the  battle-van. —  20 

YI 

‘  Come  hither,  I  pray,  my  trusty  knight. 

Sir  Simon  of  the  Lee ; 

There  is  a  freit  lies  near  my  soul 
I  needs  must  tell  to  thee. 

VII 

‘Thou  know’st  the  words  King  Eobert  spoke 
Upon  his  dying  day  : 

How  he  bade  me  take  his  noble  heart 
And  carry  it  far  away ; 

VIII 

‘And  lay  it  in  the  holy  soil 
Where  once  the  Saviour  trod,  30 

Since  he  might  not  bear  the  blessed  Cross, 

Nor  strike  one  blow  for  God. 

IX 

‘Last  night  as  in  my  bed  I  lay, 

I  dreamed  a  dreary  dream 

Methought  I  saw  a  Bilgrim  stand 
In  the  moonlight’s  quivering  beam. 

17  herd]  Earl  ‘  Blackwood  \  paced]  walk'd  ‘  Blackwood  1849  ^ 
18  Oh,  but  Ms  face]  And  oh,  his  brow  (1849^  face)  ^  Blackwood \ 
1849  ^  1849  2  21  I  pray]  come  hither  *  BlacJcwood  \  1849  1849  ® 
24  needs  must]  fain  would  ^Blackwood  \  1849  \  1849'^ 
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s 

^  His  robe  was  of  tbe  azure  dye— 

Snowr-white  ids  scattered  bail’s— 

And  even  such  a  cross  be  bore 
As  good  Saint  Andrew  bears.  40 

XI 

‘  g®  y®  Lord  James.”  he  said, 

'  Witb  spear  and  belted  brand? 

Why  do  you  take  its  dearest  pledge 
Erom  this  our  Scottish  land  ? 

XII 

‘  ‘‘The  sultry  breeze  of  Galilee 
Creeps  through  its  gi’oves  of  palnij 
The  olives  on  the  Holy  Mount 
Stand  glittering  in  the  calm. 

XIII 

‘  ‘'But  ’tis  not  there  that  Scotland’s  heart 
Shall  rest,  by  God’s  decree,  50 

Till  the  great  angel  calls  the  dead 
To  rise  from  earth  and  sea! 

XIV 

‘  “Lord  James  of  Boiigias,  mark  my  rede! 

That  heart  shall  pass  once  more 
In  fiery  fight  against  the  foe, 

As  it  was  wont  of  yore. 

XV 

'  “And  it  shall  pass  beneath  the  Cross, 

And  save  King  Kobert’s  vow ; 

But  other  hands  shall  bear  it  back, 

Not,  James  of  Douglas,  thou!”  60 

xvi 

‘  Now,  by  thy  knightly  faith,  I  pray. 

Sir  Simon  of  the  Lee — 

For  truer  friend  had  never  man 
Than  thou  hast  been  to  me— 

XVII 

ne’er  upon  the  Holy  Land 
’Tis  mine  in  life  to  tread, 

Bear  thou  to  Scotland’s  kindly  earth 
The  relics  of  her  dead.’ 


41  ye]  you  2S49  1849  ^ 
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i, 

XVIII 

The  tear  was  in  Sir  Simon’s  eye 
As  he  wrung  the  warrior’s  hand —  70 

^  Betide  me  weal,  betide  me  woe, 

I’ll  hold  by  thy  command. 


‘But  if  in  battle-front,  Lord  James, 
’Tis  ours  once  more  to  ride, 

Nor  force  of  man,  nor  craft  of  fiend, 
Shall  cleave  me  from  thy  side !  ’ 


XX 

And  aye  we  sailed,  and  aye  we  sailed, 

Across  the  weary  sea. 

Until  one  morn  the  coast  of  Spain  , 

Bose  grimly  on  our  lee.  80 

XXI 

And  as  we  rounded  to  the  port, 

Beneath  the  watch-tower’s  wall, 

We  heard  the  clash  of  the  atabals, 

And  the  trumpet’s  wavering  call, 

XXII 

*Why  sounds  yon 'Eastern  music  here 
So  wantonly  and  long, 

And  whose  the  crowd  of  armexl  men 
That  round  yon  standard  throng  ?  ’ 

xxtii 

‘The  Moors  have  come  from  Africa  ■ 

To  spoil,  and  waste,  and  slay,  90 

And  King  Alonzo  of  Castile 
Must  fight  with  them  to-day.’ 

XXIV 

‘Now  shame  it  were/  cried  good  Lord  James, 

‘  Shall  never  be  said  of  me, 

That  I  and  mine  have  turned  aside 
From  the  Cross  in  jeopardie! 

XXV 

‘Have  down,  have  down,  my  merry  men  all— 
Have  down  unto  the  plain  ; 

Well  let  the  Scottish  lion  loose 
Within  the  fields  of  Spain !  ’  100 

91  King  Alonzo  of  Castile]  Podro,  King  of  Arragon  ^  Mackivood^ 
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XXYI 

^  Now  welconie  to  me,  noble  lord, 

Thou  and  thy  stalwart  power; 

Dear  is  the  sight  of  a  Christian  knight, 

Who  comes  in  such  an  hour! 

XXYII 

‘  Is  it  for  bond  or  faith  you  come, 

Or  yet  for  golden  fee? 

Or  bring  ye  France’s  lilies  here, 

Or  the  flower  of  Biirgundie?’ 

XXVIII 

‘  God  greet  thee  well,  thou  valiant  king, 

Thee  and  thy  b^^Ued  peers —  i; 

Sir  James  of  Douglas  am  I  called, 

And  these  are  Scottish  spears. 


‘We  do  not  fight  for  bond  or  plight, 
Nor  yet  for  golden  fee : 

But  for  the  sake  of  our  blessed  Lord, 
Who  died  upon  the  tree. 


XXX 

‘We  bring  our  great  King  Robert’s  heart 
Across  the  weltering  wvave, 

To  lay  it  in  the  holy  soil 
Hard  by  the  Saviour’s  grave.  120  ^ 

XXXI 

‘  True  pilgrims  Ave,  by  land  or  sea. 

Where  danger  bars  the  w^w ; 

And  therefore  are  w^e  here,  Lord  King, 

To  ride  with  thee  this  day !  ’ 

XXXII 

The  King  has  bent  his  stately  head. 

And  the  tears  were  in  his  eyne — 

‘  God’s  blessing  on  thee,  noble  ^knigiit, 

For  this  brave  thought  of  thine  I 

XXXIII 

‘I  know  thy  name  full  well,  Lord  James; 

And  honoured  may  I  be,^  130 

That  those  who  fought  beside  the  Bruce 
Should  fight  this  day  for  me ! 

105  you]  ye  ^MacJavood\  1849^  116  Who]  That  ^Blacliwood^ 
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XXXIV 

‘  Take  thou  the  leading  of  the  van, 

And  charge  the  Moors  amain ; 

There  is  not  such  a  lance  as  thine 
In  all  the  host  of  Spain !  ’ 

XXXV 

The  Douglas  turned  towards  us  then, 

Oh,  but  his  glance  wnis  high ! 

‘There  is  not  one  of  all  my  men 
But  is  as  frank  as  I.  ^4° 

XXXVI 

‘There  is  not  one  of  all  my  knights 
But  hears  as  true  a  spear— 

Then — onwards,  Scottish  gentlemen, 

And  think,  King  Kobert’s  here! 

XXXVII 

The  trumpets  blew,  the  cross-bolts  flew, 

The  arrows  flashed  like  flmne, 

As,  spur  in  side,  and  spear  in  rest, 

Against  the  foe  w'e  came. 

XXXVIII 

And  many  a  bearded  Saracen 
Went  down,  both  horse  and  man:  150 

For  through  their  ranks  we  rode  like  corn, 

So  furiously  we  ran ! 

XXXIX 

But  in  behind  our  path  they  closed, 

Though  fain  to  let  us  through ; 

For  they  were  forty  thousand  men, 

And  we  were  wondrous  few. 

XL 

We  might  not  see  a  lance’s  length, 

So  dense  was  their  array,  . 

But  the  long  fell  sweep  of  the  Scottish  blade 
Still  held  them  hard  at  bay.  160 

XLI 

‘Make  in!  make  in!’  Lord  Douglas  cried— 

‘  Make  in,  my  brethren  dear ! 

Sir  William  of  St.  Clair  is  down ; 

We  may  not  leave  him  here !  ’ 

140  frank]  bold  ‘  Blackvcood  \  ISiO  h 
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XLII 

But  thicker,  thicker  grew  the  swarm, 

And  sharper  shot  the  rain ; 

And  the  horses  reared  amid  the  press, 

But  they  would  not  charge  again. 

XLIII 

*  hTow  Jesu  help  thee,'  said  Lord  James, 

‘Thou  kind  and  true  St.  Clair!  170 

An’  if  I  may  not  bring  thee  off. 

Ill  die  beside  thee  there  !  ’ 

XLIV 

Then  in  his  stirrups  up  he  stood, 

So  lion  like  and  bold, 

And  held  the  precious  heart  aloft 
All  in  its  case  of  gold. 

XLV 

He  flung  it  from  him  far  ahead, 

And  never  spake  he  more, 

But— ‘  Pass  thee  first,  thou  dauntless  heart, 

As  thou  wert  wont  of  yore!'  "180 

XLVI 

The  roar  of  fight  rose  fiercer  3^et, 

And  heavier"  still  the  stour, 

Till  the  spears  of  S|)ain  came  shivering  in, 

And  swept  away  the  Moor. 

XLTII 

‘  Now  praised  be  God,  the  day  is  won  ! 

They  fly  o'er  flood  and  fell — 

Why  dost  thou  draw  the  rein  so  hard, 

Good  knight,  that  fought  so  well?' 

XLYIII 

‘  Oh,  ride  ye  on,  Lord  King !  ’  he  said, 

'And  leave  the  dead  to  me;  290 

For  I  must  keep  the  dreariest  w;atch 
That  ever  I  shall  dree ! 

XLIX 

^  There  lies  above  his  master's  heart, 

The  Douglas,  stark  and  grim ; 

And  woe;  that  I  am  living  man, 

Not  lying  there  by  him ! 

180  wert]  were  ^Blackioood^  misprint  193  above]  beside 
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L 

‘The  world  grows  cold,  my  arm  is  oldj 
And  thin  my  lyart  hair, 

And  all  that  I  loved  best  on  earth 
Is  stretched  before  me  there.  203 

LI 

'  0  Bothwell  banks,  that  bloom  so  bright 
Beneath  the  sun  of  May ! 

The  heaviest  cloud  that  ever  blew 
Is  bound  for  you  this  day. 

LII 

‘  And,  Scotland,  thou  may’st  veil  thy  head 
In  sorrow  and  in  pain : 

The  sorest  stroke  upon  thy  brow 
Hath  fallen  this  day  in  Spain ! 

LI  II 

‘Well  bear  them  back  unto  our  ship, 

Well  bear  them  o’er  the  sea,  210 

And  lay  them  in  the  hallowed  earth, 

Within  our  own  countrie. 

LIV 

‘And  be  thou  strong  of  heart,  Lord  King, 

For  this  I  tell  thee  sure, 

The  sod  that  drank  the  Douglas’  blood 
Shall  never  bear  the  Moor !  ’ 

LV 

The  King  he  lighted  from  his  horse, 

He  flung  his  brand  away, 

And  took  the  Douglas  by  the  hand, 

So  stately  as  he  lay.  220 

LVI 

‘  God  give  thee  rest,  thou  valiant  soul ! 

That  fought  so  well  for  Spain  ; 

Ill  rather  half  my  land  were  gone, 

So  thou  wert  here  again  T 

LVII 

We  lifted  thence  the  good  Lord  James, 

And  the  priceless  heart  he  bore ; 

And  heavily  we  steered  our  ship 
Towards  the  Scottish  shore. 

209  unto]  into  ^  BlacJcwoocV  226  lifted  .  .  .  Janios]  boi"0 
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LVIII 

No  welcome  greeted  our  return, 

Nor  clang  of  martial  tread,  ^5° 

But  all  were  dumb  and  bushed  as  death, 

Before  the  mighty  dead. 

LIX 

We  laid  our  chief  in  Douglas  Kirk, 

The  heart  in  fair  Melrose  ; 

And  woeful  men  were  we  that  day — 

Q-od  grant  their  souls  repose! 


THE  BURIAL-MARCH  OF  DUNDEE 

It  is  very  much  to  be  regretted  that  no  competent  person 
has  as  yet  undertaken  the  task  of  compiling  a  full  and 
authentic  biography  of  Lord  Yiscount  Dundee.  His  memory 
has  consequently  been  left  at  the  mercy  of  writers  who 
have  espoused  the  opposite  political  creed  and  the  pen  of 
romance  has  been  freely  employed  to  portray  as  a  bloody 
assassin  one  of  the  most  accomplished  men  and  gallant 
soldiers  of  his  age. 

In  order  to  do  justice  to  Claverhouse,  we  must  regard 
him  in  connection  with  the  age  and  country  in  which  he 
lived."  The  religious  differences  of  Scotland  were  then  at 
their  greatest  height ;  and  there  is  hardly  any  act  of  atrocity 
and  rebellion  which  had  not  been  committed  by  the  in¬ 
surgents.  The  royal  authority  was  openly  and  ^publicly 
disowned  in  the  western  districts :  the  Archbishop  of 
St.  Andrews,  after  more  than  one  hairbreadth  escape,  had 
been^  waylaid  and  barbarously  murdered  by  an  armed  gang 
of  fanatics  on  Magus  Muir;  and  his  daughter  was  wounded 
and  maltreated  while  interceding  for  the  old  man’s  life. 
The  country  was  infested  by  banditti,  who  took  every  possible 
opportunity  of  shooting  down  and  massacring  any  of  the 
straggling  soldiery :  the  clergy  were  attacked  and  driven 
from  their  houses  ;  so  that,  throughout  a  considerable  portion 
of  Scotland,  there  was  no  security  either  for  iDioperty  or  for 

233  our  chief]  the  Earl  ‘  Blackwood  ’ 
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life.  It  was  lately^  the  fashion  to  praise  and  magnify  the 
Covenanters  as  the  most  innocent  and  persecated  of  men ; 
but  those  who  are  so  ready  with  their  sympathy,  rarely  take 
the  pains  to  satisfy  themselves,  by  reference  to  the  annals 
of  the  time,  of  the  true  character  and  motives  ^  of  those  men 
wiiom  they  blindly  venerate  as”  martyrs.  They  forget,  in 
their  zeal  for  religious  freedom,  that  even  the  purest  and 
holiest  of  causes  may  be  sullied  and  disgraced  by  the  deeds 
of  its  upholders,  and  that  a  wild  and  frantic  profession  of 
faith  is  not  always  a  test  of  genuine  piety.  It  is  not  in  the 
slightest  degree  necessary  to  discuss  whether  the  royal 
prerogative  was  at  that  time  arbitrarily  used,  or  whether  the 
religious  freedom  of  the  nation  was  unduly  curtailed.  Both 
points  may  be,  and  indeed  are,  admitted  — for  it  is  impossible 
altogether  ^  to  vindicate  the  policy  of  the  measures  adopted 
by  the  two  last  monarchs  of  the  house  of  Stuart ;  but  neither 
admission  will  clear  the  Covenanters  from  the  stain  of 
deliberate  cruelty. 

After  the  battle  of  Philiphaugh,  the  royalist  prisoners 
were  butchered  in  cold  blood,  under  the  superintendence 
of  a  clerical  emissary,  who  stood  by  rubbing  his  hands,  and 
exclaiming— ‘ The  wark  gangs  bonnily  on!’  Were  I  to 
transcribe,  from  the  pamphlets  before  me,  the  list  of  the 
murders  which  were  perpetrated  hy  the  country  people  on 
the  soldiery,  officers,  and  gentlemen  of  loyal  principles, 
during  the  reign  of  Charles  II,  I  believe  that  no  camlid 
person  would  he  surprised  at  the  severe  retaliation  which 
was  made.  It  must  be  remembered  that  the  country  was 
then  under  military  law,  and  that  the  strictest  ^  orders  had 
been  issued  by  the  Government  to  the  officers  in  comnwind 
of  the  troops,  to  use  every  means  ixi  their  power  for  the 
effectual  repression  of  the  disturbances.  The  necessity  of 
such  orders  will  become  apparent,  when  we  reflect  that, 
besides  the  open  actions  at  Aird’s  Moss  and  D'rumclog,  the 
city  of  Glasgow  was  attacked,  and  the  royal  forces  compelled 
for  a  time  to  fall  back  upon  Stirling. 

Under  such  circumstances,  it  is  no  wonder  if  the  soldiery 
were  severe  in  their  reprisals.  Innocent  blood  may  no  doubt 
have  been  shed,  and  in  some'  cases  even  wantonly  ;  for  when 
rebellion  has  grown  into  civil  war,  and  the  ordinary  course 
of  the  law  is  put  in  abeyance,  it  is  always  impossible  to 
restrain  military  licence.  But  it  is  most  unfair  to  lay  the 
whole  odium  of  such  acts  upon  those  who  were  in  command, 
and  to  dishonour  the  fair  name  of  gentlemen,  by  attributing 
to  them  personally  the  commission  of  deeds  of  which  they 
were  absolutely  ignorant.  To  this  day  the  peasantry  of  the 
western  districts  of  Scotland  entertain  the  idea  that  Claver- 

^  was  lately]  is  now  18i9  \  1849  ^  ^  and  motives  nof  in  1849  \ 
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house  was  a  sort  of  fiend  in  liuman  shape,  tall,  muscular, 
and  hideous  in  aspect,  secured  by  infernal  spells  from  the 
chance  of  perishing  by  any  ordinary  weapon,  and  mounted 
on  ^  a  huge  black  horse,  the  especial  gift  of  Beelzebub  !  On 
this  charger  it  is  supposed  that  he  could  ride  up  precipices 
as  easily  as  he  could  traverse  the  level  ground —that  he  was 
constantly  accompanied  by  a  body  of  desperadoes,  vulgarly 
known  by  such  euphonious  titles  as  ‘Hell’s  Tam’  and  ‘the 
De’il’s  Jock,’  and  that  his  whole  time  was  occupied,  day  and 
night,  in  hunting  Covenanters  upon  the  hills  !  Almost  every 
rebel  who  was  taken  in  arms  and  shot,  is  supposed  to  have 
met  his  death  from  the  individual  pistol  of  Claverhouse  ;  and 
the  tales  which,  from  time  to  time,  have  been  written  by 
such  ingenious  piersons  as  the  late  Mr.  Galt  and  the  Ettrick 
Shepherd,  have  quietly  been  assumed  as  facts,  and  added  to 
the  store  of  our  traditionary  knowledge.  It  is  in  vain  to 
hint  that  the  chief  commanders  of  the  forces  in  Scotland 
could  have  found  little  leisure,  even  had  they  possessed  the 
taste,  for  pursuing  single  insurgents.  Such  suggestions  are 
an  insult  to  martyrology ;  and  many  a^ parish  of  the  ivest 
would  be  indignant  were  it  averred  that  the  tenant  of  its 
grey  stone  had  suffered  by  a  meaner  hand. 

When  we  look  at  the  portrait  of  Claverhouse,  and  survey 
the  calm,  melancholy,  and  beautiful  features  of  the  devoted 
soldier,  it  appears  almost  incredible  that  he  should  have 
provoked  so  much  calumny  and^  misrepresentation.  But 
when— discarding  modern  historians,  -who  in  too  many  in¬ 
stances  do  not  seem  to  entertain  the  slightest  scruple  in 
dealing  with  the  memoiy  of  the  dead® — we  turn  to  the 
writings  of  his  contemporaries,  who  knew  the  man,  his 
character  appears  in  a  very  different  light.  They  describe 
him  as  one  who  was  stainless  in  his  honour,  pure  in  his  faith, 
wise  ill  council,  resolute  in  action,  and  utterly  free  from  that 
selfishness  which  disgraced  many  of  ^  the  Scottish  statesmen 
of  the  time.  No  one  dares  question  his  loyalty,  for  he  sealed 
that  confession  with  his  blood;  and  it  is  universally  admitted, 
that  with  him  fell  the  last  hopes  of  the  reinstatement  of  the 
house  of  Stuart. 

I  may  perhaps  be  permitted  here,  in  the  absence  of  a  better 
chronicler,  to  mention  a  few  particnlai's  of  his  life,  which, ^ 
I  believe,  are  comparatively  unknown.  John  Grabame  of 
Claverhouse  was  a  cadet  of  the  family  of  Fintrie,  connected 
by  intermarriage  with  the  blood-royal  of  Scotland.  After 
completing  his  studies  at  the  University  of  St.  Andrews,  he 
entered,  as  was  the  national  custom  for  gentlemen  of  good 

1  on]  upon  1S49-  ^  have  provoked  . .  .  calumny  and] 
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birth  and  limited  means,  into  foreign  service ;  served  some 
time  in  France  as  a  volunteer,  and  afterwards  went  to 
Holland.  He  very  soon  received  a  commission,  as  a  cornet 
in  a  regiment  of  horse-guards,  from  the  Prince  of  Orange, 
nephew  of  Charles  II  and  James  VII,  and  who  afterwards 
married  the  Princess  Mary.  His  manner  at  that  time  is  thus 
described: — ‘He  was  then  ane  esquire,  under  the  title  of 
John  Grahame  of  Claverhouse  ;  but  the  vivacity  of  his  parts, 
and  the  delicacy  and  justice  of  his  understanding  and  judg¬ 
ment,  joined  with  a  certain  vigour  of  mind  and  activity  of 
body,  distinguished  him  in  such  a  manner  from  all  others  of 
his  rank,  that  though  he  lived  in  a  superior  character,  yet 
he  acquired  the  love  and  esteem  of  all  his  equak,  as  well  as  of 
those  who  had  the  advantage  of  him  in  dignity  and  estate.’ 

By  one  of  those  singular  accidents  which  we  occasionally 
meet  with  in  history,  Grahame,  afterwards  destined  to  become 
his  most  formidable  opponent,  saved  the  life  of  the  Prince 
of  Orange  at  the  battle  of  St.  Neff.  The  Prince’s  horse  had 
been  killed,  and  he  himself  was  in  the  grasp  of  the  enemy, 
when  the  young  cornet  rode  to  Ids  rescue,  freed  him  from 
his  assailants,  and  mounted  him  on  his  own  steed.  For  this 
service  he  received  a  captain’s  commission,  and  the  promise 
of  the  first  regiment  that  should  fall  vacant. 

But,  even  in  early  life,  William  of  Orange  was  not  ffrmous 
for  keeping  his  promises.  Some  years  afterwards  a  vacancy 
in  one  of  the  Scottish  Regiments  in  the  Prince’s  service 
occurred,  and  Claverhouse,  relying  upon  the  previous 
assurance,  preferred  his  claim.  It  was  disregarded,  and  Mr. 
Collier,  afterwards  Earl  of  Portmore,  was  appointed  over 
his  head.  It  would  seem  that  Grahame  had  suspected  some 
foul  play  on  the  part  of  this  gentleman,  for,  shortly  after, 
they  accidentally  met  and  had  an  angry  altercation.  This 
circumstance  having  come  to  the  ears  of  the  Prince,  he  sent 
for  Captain  Grjfhame,  and  administered  a  sharp  rei)idce.  T 
.  give  the  remainder  of  this  incident  in  the  words  of  the  old 
writer,  because  it  must  be  considered  a  very  i-eraarkable  one, 
as  illustrating  the  fiery  spirit  and  dauntless  independence 
of  Claverhouse. 

‘  The  Captain  answered,  that  he  was  indeed  in  the  wrong, 
since  it  was  more  his  Highness’s  business  to  have  resented 
that  quaiTel  than  his;  because  Mr.  Collier  had  less  injured 
him  in  disappointing  him  of  the  regiment,  than  he  had  done 
his  Highness  in  making  him  break  his  word.  “Then,” 
replied  the  Prince  in  an  angry  tone,  “I  make  you  full 
reparation ;  for  I  bestow  on  you  what  is  more  valuable  than 
a  regiment,  wdien  I  give  you  your  right  arm  !  ”  The  Captain 
subjoined,  that  since  his  Highness  had  the  goodness  to  give 
him  his  liberty,  he  resolved  to  employ  himself  elsewhere, 
for  he  would  not  longer  serve  a  Prince  that  had  broken 
his  word. 
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‘  The  Captain,  having  thus  thrown  up  his  commission,  was 
preparing  in  haste  for  his  voyage,  when  a  messenger  arrived 
from  the  Prince,  with  two  hundred  guineas  for  the  horse  on 
which  he  had  saved  his  life.  The  Captain  sent  the  horse, 
but  he^  ordered  the  gold  to  be  distributed  among  the  grooms 
of  the  Prince’s  stables.  It  is  said,  however,  that  his  Highness 
had  the  generosity  to  write  to  the  King  and  the  Biihe, 
recommending  him  as  a  fine  gentleman  and  a  brave  officer, 
fit  for  any  office,  civil  or  military.’  ® 

On  his  arrival  in  Britain  he  was  well  received  by  the 
Court,  and  immediately  appointed  to  a  high  military 
command  in  Scotland.  It  would  be  beyond  the  scope  of 
the  p)resent  paper  to  enter  minutely  into  the  details  of^  his 
service  during  the  stormy  period  when  Scotland  was  certainly 
misgoverned,  and  when  there  was  little  unity,  but  much 
disorder  in  the  land.  In  whatever  point  of  view  we  regard 
the  history  of  those  times,  the  aspect  is  a  mournful  one 
indeed.  Church  and  State  never  was  a  popular  _  cry  in 
Scotland;  and  the  peculiar  religious  tendencies  which  had 
been  exhibited  by  a  large  portion  of  the  nation,  at  the  time 
of  the  Reformation,  rendered  the^  return  of  tranquillity 
hopeless,  until  the  hierarchy  was  displaced,  and  a  humbler 
form  of  church  government,  more  suited  to  the  feelings  of 
the  people,  substituted  in  its  stead. 

Three  years  after  the  accession  of  James  YII,  Claverhouse 
was  raised  to  the  peerage,  by  the  title  of  Lord  Yiscount  of 
Dundee.  He  was  major-general  and  second  in  command  ot 
the  royal  forces,  when  the  Prince  of  Orange  landed;  and 
he^  earnestly  entreated  King  James  to  be  allowed  to  march 
against  him,  offering  to  stake  his  head  on  the  successlul 
result  of  the  enterprise.  There  can  be®  little  doubt, 
the  great  popularity  of  Lord  Dundee  with  the  army,  that, 
had  such  consent  been  given,  Y7illiam  would  have  found 
more  than  a  match  in  his  old  officer ;  but  the  King  seemed 
absolutely  infatuated,  and  refused  to  allow  a  drop  of  Wood 
to  be  shed  in  his  quarrel,  though  the  great  bulk  of  the 
population  of  England  were  clearly  and  enthusiastically  in 
his  favour.  A  modern  poet,®  the  Honourable  George  Sydney 
Smythe,  has  welU  illustrated  this  event  in  the  following 
spirited  lines  ^ : — 

Then  out  spake  gallant  Claverhouse,  and  his  soul  thrilled 
wild  and  high,  ^ 

•  '  And  he  showed  the  King  his  subjects,  and  he  prayed  mm  not 


to  fly. 

he  not  in  1849'^  ^  Footnote  in  1849 1S53,  1868  :  Memoirs 

of  the  Lord  Viscount  of  Dundee.  London:  1714.  ® 
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Oil,  never  yet  was  captain  so  dauntless  as  Dundee — 

He  has  sworn  to  chase  the  Hollander  back  to  his  Ziiyder-Zeo  ! 

But  though  James  quitted  his  kingdom,  the  stern  loyalty 
of  Dundee  was  nothing  moved.  Alone  and  without  escort 
he  traversed  England,  and  presented  himself  at  the  Conven¬ 
tion  of  Estates,  then  assembled  at  Edinburgh  for  the 
purpose  of  receiving  the  message  from  the  Prince  of  Orange. 
The  meeting  was  a  very  strange  one.  Many  of  the  nobility 
and  former  members  of  the  Scottish  Parliament  had^ 
absolutely  declined  attending  it, — some  on  the  ground  that 
it  was  not  a  legal  assembly,  having  been  summoned  by  the 
Prince  of  Orange;  and  others  because,  in  such  a  total 
disruption  of  order,  they  judged  it  safest  to  abstain  from 
taking  any  prominent  part.  This  gave  an  immense  ascen¬ 
dancy  to  the  Revolution  party,  who  further  proceeded  to 
strengthen  their  position  by  inviting  to  Edinburgh  large 
bodies  of  the  armed  population  of  the  west.  After  defend¬ 
ing  for  several  days  the  cause  of  his  master,  with  as  much 
eloquence  as  vigour,  Dundee,  finding  that  the  majority  of 
the  Convention  were  resolved  to  offer  the  crown  of  Scotland 
to  the  Prince,  and  having  moreover  received  sure  information 
that  some  of  the  wild  frantic^  Whigs,  with  Daniel  Ker  of 
Kersland  at  their  head,  had  formed  a  plot  for  his  assassina¬ 
tion,  quitted  Edinburgh  with  about  fifty  horsemen,  and, 
after  a  short  interview— celebrated  by  Sir  Walter  Scott  in 
one  of  his  grandest  ballads— with  the  Duke  of  Gordon  at  the 
Castle  rock,  directed  his  steps  towards  the  north.  After 
a  short  stay  at  his  house  of  Diidhope,"  during  which  he 
received,  by  order  of  the  Council,  who  were  thorouglily 
alarmed  at  his  absence,  a  summons  through  a  Lyon-lierald 
to  return  to  Edinburgh  under  pain  of  high  treason,  he.  i)iiss(Ml 
into  the  Gordon  country,  where  he  was  joined  by  tlu^  Ea,rl 
of  Dunfermline  with  a  small  party  of  about  sixty  horse. 
His  retreat  was  timeous,  for  General  Mackay,  who  commanded 
for  the  Prince  of  Orange,  had  despatched  a  strong  force, 
with  instructions  to  make  him  prisoner.  From  this  Lime, 
until  the  day  of  his  death,  he  allowed  himself  no  re))os(*. 
Imitating  the  example,  and  inheriting  the  enthusiasm  of  his 
great  predecessor  Montrose,  he  invoked  the  loyalty  of  the 
clans  to  assist  him  in  the  struggle  for  legitimacy,— and  he 
did  not  appeal  to  them  in  vain.  His  name  was  a  spcdl  to 
rouse  the  ardent  spirits  of  the  mountaineers;  and  not  the 
Great  Marquis  himself,  in  the  height  of  his  renown,  was 
more  sincerely  welcomed  and  more  fondly  loved  than  ‘Ian 
'  dhu  nan  Cath,’— dark  John  of  the  Battles, —-the  name  by 
which  Lord  Dundee  is  still  remembered  in  Highland  song. 
In  the  mean  time  the  Convention,  terrified  at  their  danger, 

^  had  not  in  1849  \  1849^  '■*  franticl  fanaticisms^,  1849  1S5S 
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and  dreading  a  Highland  inroad,  had  despatched  Mackay, 
a  military  officer  of  great  experience,  mth.  a  considerable 
body  of  troops,  to  quell  the  threatened  insurrection.  He  was 
encountered  by  Dundee,  and  compelled  to  evacuate  the  high 
country  and  fall  back  upon  the  Lowlands,  where  he  subse¬ 
quently  received  reinforcements,  and  again  marched  north¬ 
ward.  The  Highland  host  was  assembled  at  Blair,  though 
not  in  great  force,  when  the  news  of  Mackay’s  advance 
arrived ;  and  a  council  of  the  chiefs  and  officers  was 
summoned,  to  determine  whether  it  would  be  most  advisable 
to  fall  back  upon  the  glens  and  wild  fastnesses  of  the  High¬ 
lands,  or  to  meet  the  enemy  at  once,  though  with  a  far 
inferior  force.^ 

Most  of  the  old  officers,  who  had  been  trained  in  the 
foreign  wars,  were  of  the  former  opinion— ‘  alleging  that  it 
was  neither  prudent  nor  cautious  to  risk  an  engagement 
against  an  army  of  disciplined  men,  that  exceeded  theirs  in 
number  by  more  than  a  half.’  But  both  G-lengarry  and 
Locheill,  to  the  great  satisfaction  of  the  General,  maintained 
the  contrary  view,  and  argued  that  neither  hunger  nor 
fatigue  were  so  likely  to  depress  the  Highlanders  as  a 
retreat  when  the  enemy  was  in  view.  The  account  of  the 
discussion  is  so  interesting,  and  so  characteristic  of  Dundee, 
that  I  shall  take  leave  to  quote  its  termination  in  the  words 
of  Drummond  of  Balhaldy : — 

‘An  advice  so  hardy  and  resolute  could  not  miss  to  please 
the  generous  Dundee.  His  looks  seemed  to  heighten  with 
an  air  of  delight  and  satisfaction  all  the  while  Locheill  was 
speaking.  He  told  his  council  that  they  had  heard  his 
sentiments  from  the  mouth  of  a  person  who  had  formed  his 
judgment  upon  infallible  proofs  drawn  from  a  long  ex¬ 
perience,  and  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  the  persons 
and  subject  he  spoke  of.  Not  one  in  the  company  offering  to 
contradict  their  general,  it  was  unanimously  agreed  to  fight. 

‘When  the  news  of  this  vigorous  resolution  spread  through 
the  army,  nothing  was  heard  but  acclamations  of  joy,  which 
exceedingly  pleased  their  gallant  general ;  but  before  the 
council  broke  up,  Locheill  begged  to  be  heard  for  a  few 
words.  “  My  Lord,”  said  he,  “I  have  just  now  declared,  in 
presence  of  this  honourable  company,  that  I  was  resolved  to 
give  an  implicit  obedience  to  all  your  Lordship’s  commands: 
but  I  humbly  beg  leave,  in  name  of  these  gentlemen,  to  give 
the  word  of  command  for  this  one  time.  It  is  the  voice  of 
your  council,  and  their  orders  are  that  you  do  not  engage 
personally.  Your  Lordship’s  business  is  to  have  an  eye  on 
all  parts,  and  to  issue  out  your  commands  as  you  shall  think 
proper ;  it  is  ours  to  execute  them  with  promptitude  and 
courage.  On  your  Lordship  depends  the  fate,  not  only  of 

1  far  inferior  force]  force  far  inferior  to  his  X849  ^ 
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wliich  gave  Mackay  a  furtker  advantage.  Tlie  right  of 
Dundee’s  army  was  formed  of  the  M‘Lean,  Glengarrv  ,  and 
Clanranald  regiments,  along  with  some  Irish  levies.  In  the 
centre  was  Dundee  himself,  at  the  head  of  a  small  and  ill- 
equipped  body  of  cavalry,  composed  ot  Lowland  gentlemen 
and  their  followers,  and  about  forty  of  his  old  troopers. 
The  Camerons  and  Skyemen,  under  the  command  of  Locheill 
and  Sir  Donald  Macdonald  of  Sleat,  were^^  stationed  on  the 
left.  During  the  time  occupied  hy  these  dispositions,  a  brisk 
cannonade  was  opened  by  Mackay’s  artillery,  which  niaterialiy 
increased  the  impatience  of  the  Highlanders  to  come  to 
close  quarters.  At  last  the  word  was  given  to  advance,  and 
the  whole  line  rushed  forward  with  the  terrific  impetuosity 
peculiar  to  a  charge  of  the  clans.  They  received  the  fire  ot 
the  regular  troops  without  flinching^  reserved  their  own 
until  they  were  close  at  hand,  poured  in  a  murderous  vollev. 
and  then,  throwing  away  their  firelocks,  attacked  the  enein} 


with  the  broadsword.  .  -114. 

The  victory  was  almost  instantaneous,  hut  it  was^  bougiit 
at  a  terrible  price.  Through  some  mistake  or  misunder¬ 
standing,  a  portion  of  the  cavalry,  instead  of  following  then 
general,  who  had  charged  directly  for  the  guns,  executed  a 
manoeuvre  which  threw  them  into  disorder;  and  when  last 
seen  in  the  battle,  Dundee,  accompanied  only  by  the  Lari  ot 
Dunfermline  and  about  sixteen  gentlemen,  was  entering 
into  the  cloud  of  smoke,  standing  up  in  his  stirrups,  and 
waving  to  the  others  to  come  on.  It  was  in  this  attitiKie 
that  he  appears  to  have  received  his  deatn-wound.  Un 
returning  from  the  the  Highlanders  found  him 

dying  on  the  field.  .  .  ,  .  , 

It  would  be  difficult  to  point  out  another  instance  in  wiiieii 
the  maintenance  of  a  great  cause  depended  solely  upon  the 
life  of  a  single  man.  Whilst  Dundee  survived,  Scotland  a 
least  was  not  lost  to  the  Stuarts,  for,  shortly  hetore  the 
battle,  he  had  received  assurance  that  the  greater  part  ot 
the  organised  troops  in  the  north  were  devoted  to  his  person 
and  ready  to  join  him ;  and  the  victory  of  Killiecrankie would 
have  been  followed  by  a  general  rising  of  the  loyal  gentle¬ 
men  in  the  Lowlands.  But  with  his  fall  the  enterprisewas  over. 

I  hope  I  shall  not  be  accused  of  exaggerating  the  im¬ 
portance  of  this  battle,  which,  according  to  the  writer  I  have 
already  quoted,  was  best  proved  by  the  consternation  in  0 
which  the  opposite  party  were  thrown  at  the  first  news  or 
Mackay’s  defeat.  ‘The  Duke  of  Hamilton  commissioner 
for  the  parliament  which  then  sat  at  Edinburgh,  and  the 
rest  of  the  ministry,  were  struck  with  such  a  panic,  that 
some  of  them  were  for  retiring  into  Eng  and,  others  into 
the  western  shires  of  Scotland,  where  all  the  people,  almost 
to  a  man,  befriended  them ;  nor  knew  they  'whethei  to 
abandon  the  government,  or  to  stay  a  few  days  until  they 
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saw  what  use  my  Lord  Dundee  would  make  of  his  victory. 
They  knew  the  rapidity  of  his  motions,  and  were  convinced 
that  he  would  allow  them  no  time  to  deliberate.  ^  pn  this 
account  it  was  debated,  whether  such  of  the  nobility  and 
gentry  as  were  confined  for  adhering  to  their  old  master, 
"should  be  immediately  set  at  liberty  or  more  closely  shut 
up ;  and  though  the  last  was  determined  on,  yet  the  greatest 
revolutionists  among  them  made  private  and  frecj[uent  visits 
to  these  prisoners,  excusing  what  was  past,  from  a  fatal 
necessity  of  the  times,  which  obliged  them  to  give  a  seeming 
compliance,  but  protesting  that  they  always  wished  well  to 
King  James,  as  they  should  soon  have  occasion  to  show  when 
my  Lord  Dundee  advanced.’ 

‘The  next  morning  after  the  battle,’  says  Drummond, 
‘the  Highland  army  had  more  the  air  of  the  shattered 
remains  of  broken  troops  than  of  conquerors ;  for  here  it 
was  literally  true  that 

The  vanquished  triumphed,  and  the  victors  mourned. 

The  death  of  their  brave  general,  and  the  loss  of  so  many  of 
their  friends,  were  inexhaustible  fountains  of  grief  and 
sorrow.  They  closed  the  last  scene  of  this  mournful  tragedy 
in  obsequies  of  their  Jaiiiented  general,  and  of  the^  other 
gentlemen  who  fell  with  him,  and  interred  them  in  the 
church  of  Blair  of  Atholl  with  a  real  funeral  solemnity, 
there  not  being  present  one  single  person  who  did  not 
participate  in  the  general  affliction.’ 

I  close  this  notice  of  a  great  soldier  and  devoted  loyalist,  by 
transcribing  the  beautiful  epitaph  composed  by  Dr.  Pitcairn: 

Ultime  Scotorum,  potiiit  quo  sospito  solo 
Libertas  patriae  salva,  fuissc  tuao  : 

Te  moxiente,  novos  acccpifc  Scotia  cives, 

Accepitque  novos,  to  inorimite,  doos. 

Ilia  tibi  superesse  negate  :  tu  non  poteS“  illi : 

Ergo  Caledoniao  nomen  inane  vale  : 

Tuque  vale,  gentis  priscae  fortissime  ductor, 

Optime  Scotorum  atque  ultimo — Grame,  vale  ! 

^  tibi .  .  .  negat  1S67]  nequifc  .  . .  tibi  ea7iier  edit, ions  ^  potes 
1849  \  1S67\  potis  1849^,  1S53,  1868  ^  Optimo.  .  .  atque  1867] 
Ultime  .  .  .  ac  earlier  editions 

[The  1867  version  of  this  epigram  (although  subsequent  to  the 
date  of  Aytoim’s  death)  is  given  hero  because  its  fifth  line  agrees 
with  the  version  in  Selecta  Poemata  Arcldhaldi  Piicarnii,  1727  and 
with  Scott’s  quotation  of  it  in  his  edition  of  Dryden,  1808  (vol. 
xi,  p.  114).  The  last  line,  however,  both  in  1727  and  1808  reads  : 

Ultime  Scotorum,  atque  ultime  Grame,  vale  ! 

Scott,  annotating  Dryden's  translation  {q.v,  Oxford  Dryden, 
p.  181)  writes:  ‘Some  editions  of  this  celebrated  ©pitapb,  whicli 
seem  to  have  been  followed  by  Dryden,  read  the  last  lino  thus : 

‘Ultimo  Scotorum  atque  optime,  Grame,  Vale.’] 
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I 

Sound  the  fife,  and  cry  the  slogan— 

Let  the  pibroch  shake  the  air 
With  its  wild  triumphal  music, 

Worthy  of  the  freight  we  bear. 

Let  the  ancient  hills  of  Scotland 
Hear  once  more  the  battle-song 
Swell  within  their  glens  and  Talleys 
As  the  clansmen  march  along ! 

Never  from  the  field  of  combat, 

Never  from  the  deadly  fray, 

Was  a  nobler  trophy  carried 
Than  we  bring  with  us  to-day— 

Never,  since  the  valiant  Douglas 
On  his  dauntless  bosom  bore 
Good  King  Eobert’s  heart— the  priceless— 
To  our  dear  Eedeemer’s  shore ! 

Lo  I  we  bring  with  us  the  hero— 

Lo !  we  bring  the  conquering  Greome, 
Crowned  as  best  beseems  a  victor 
From  the  altar  of  his  fame ; 

Fresh  and  bleeding  from  the  battle 
Whence  his  spirit  took  its  flight. 

Midst  the  crashing  charge  of  squadrons, 
And  the  thunder  of  the  figlit  I 
Strike,  I  say,  the  notes  of  triumph, 

As  -we  inarch  o’er  moor  and  lea  I 
Is  there  any  here  will  venture 
To  bewaif  our  dead  Dundee? 

Let  the  widows  of  the  traitors 
Weep  until  their  eyes  are  dun! 

Wail  ye  may  full  well  for  Scothmd— 

Let  none  dare  to  mourn  for  him  I 
See !  above  his  glorious  body 
Lies  the  royal  banner’s  lold-- 
See !  his  valiant  blood  is  mm^lecl— 
With  its  crimson  and  its  gold— 

See  how  calm  he  looks,  and  stately, 

Like  a  warrior  on  his  shield. 

Waiting  till  the  flusk  of  morning 
Breaks  along  the  hattle-field ! 
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See — Oh  ne^er  more,  my  comrades, 

Shall  we  see  that  falcon  eye 
Redden  with  its  inward  lightning, 

As  the  hour  of  fight  drew  nigh! 

Never  shall  we  hear  the  voice  that, 

Clearer  than  the  trumpet’s  call, 

Bade  us  strike  for  King  and  Country, 

Bade  us  win  the  field,  or  fall ! 

II 

On  the  heights  of  Killieerankie 

Yester-morn  our  army  lay  :  50 

Slowly  rose  the  mist  in  columns 
From  the  river’s  broken  way ; 

Hoarsely  roared  the  swollen  torrent, 

And  the  Pass  was  wrapt  in  gloom. 

When  the  clansmen  rose  togetlier 
From  their  lair  amidst  the  broom. 

Then  we  belted  on  our  tipdans, 

And  our  bonnets  down  we  drew, 

And  we  felt  our  broadswords’  edges, 

And  we  proved  them  to  be  true  ;  60 

And  we  prayed  the  prayer  of  soldiers, 

And  we  cried  the  gatiiering-cry, 

And  we  clashed  the  haiids  o^  kinsmen, 

And  we  swore  to  do  or  die! 

Then  our  leader  rode  before  us 
On  his  war-horse  black  as  night  — 

Well  the  Cameronian  rebels 

Knew  that  charger  in  the  figlit  !~- 
And  a  cry  of  exiirtation 
From  the  bearded  warriors  rose ;  70 

For  we  loved  the  house  of  Claver’se, 

And  we  thought  of  good  Montrose. 

But  he  raised  his  hand  for  silence— 

‘  Soldiers !  I  have  sworn  a  vow : 

Ere  the  evening  star  shall  glisten 
On  Schehallion’s  lofty  brow, 

Either  we  shall  rest  in  triumph, 

Or  another  of  the  Gfriemes 
Shall  have  died  in  battle-harness 

For  his  Country  and  King  James !  80 

Think  upon  the  Royal  Martyr— 

Think  of  what  his  race  endure — 

Think  of  him  whom  butchers  murdered 
On  the  field  of  Magus  Muir 

43]  Eedden]  Kindle  ‘  Blackwood^  il]  Thia  division  is 
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By  Ms  sacred  blood  I  charge  ye. 

By  the  ruined  hearth  and  shrine — 

By  the  blighted  hopes  of  Scotland, 

By  your  injuries  and  mine;— - 
Strike’  this  day  as  if  the  anvil 
Lay  beneath  your  blows  the  while,  9® 

Be  they  covenanting  traitors, 

Or  the  brood  of  false  ArgAde! 

Strike !  and  drive  the  trenibiing  rebels 
Backwards  o’er  the  stormy  Forth  ; 

Let  them  tell  their  pale  Convention 
How  they  fared  within  the  Eorth. 

Let  them  tell  that  Highland  honour 
Is  not  to  be  bought  nor  sold, 

That  we  scorn  their  prince’s  anger 

As  we  loathe  his  foreign  gold.  loo 

Strike!  and  when^the  fight  is  over, 

If  ye  look  in  vain  for  me, 

"Where  the  dead  are  lying  thickest, 

Search  for  him  that  was  Dundee  I 


III 

Loudly  then  the  hills  re-echoed 
With  oiu*  answ^er  to  his  call, 

But  a  deeper  echo  sounded 
In  the  bosoms  of  us  all. 

For  the  lands  of  wide  Breadalbaiie, 

Not  a  man  who  heard  him  speak  no 

Would  that  day  have  left  the  battle. 

Burning  eye  and  flushing  cheek 
Told  the  clansmen’s  fierce  emotion, 

And  they  harder  diew^  their  breath ; 

For  their  souls  were  strong  within  tnem. 
Stronger  than  the  grasp  of  death. 

Soon  we  heard  a  challenge-trumpet 
Sounding  in  the  Pass  belowy 
And  the  distant  tramp  of  horses. 

And  the  voices  of  the  foe 
Down  w©  crouched  amid  the  bracken. 

Till  the  Lowland  ranks  drew  near, 

Panting  like  the  hounds  in  summer, 

When  they  scent  the  stately  deer. 

From  the  dark  defile  emerging, 

Next  we  saw  the  squadrons  come, 

Leslie’s  foot  and  Leven’s  troopers 
Marching  to  the  tuck  of  drum ; 

104  that]  who  ^ Blackwood^  ^  ill]  This  and  the  succeeding 
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Through,  the  scattered  wood  of  birches. 

O’er  the  broken  ground  and  heath,  130 

Wound  the  long  battalion  slowly. 

Till  they  gained  the  plain  beneath ; 

Then  wo  bounded  from  our  covert. — 

Judge  how  looked  the  Saxons  then, 

When  they  saw  the  rugged  mountain 
Start  to  life  with  armSd  men! 

Like  a  tempest  down  the  ridges 
Swept  the  hurricane  of  steel, 

Rose  the  slogan  of  Macdonald — 

Flashed  the  broadsword  of  Locheill!  140 
Vainly  sped  the  withering  volley 
’Mongst  the  foremost  ol  our  band— 

On  we  poured  until  we  met  them, 

Foot  to  foot,  and  hand  to  hand, 

Horse  and  man  went  down  like  drift-wood 
When  the  floods  are  black  at  Yule, 

And  their  carcasses  are  whirling 
In  the  G-arry’s  deepest  pool.  ] 

Horse  and  man  went  down  before  us  — 

Living  foe  there  tarried  none  150 

On  the  field  of  Killiecrankie, 

When  that  stubborn  fight  was  done! 

IV 

And  the  evening  star  was  shining 
On  Schehallion’s  distant  head, 

When  we  wiped  our  bloody  broadswords, 

And  returned  to  count  the  dead. 

There  we  found  him  gashed  and  gory 
Stretched  upon  the  cumbered  plaiii, 

As  he  told  us  where  to  seek  him, 

In  the  thickest  of  the  slain.  160 

And  a  smile  was  on^  his  visage, 

For  within  his  dying  ear 
Pealed  the  Joyful  note  of  triumph, 

And  the  clansmen’s  clamorous  cheer : 

So,  amidst  the  battle’s  thunder, 

Shot,  and  steel,  and  scorching  flame, 

In  the  glory  of  his  manhood 
Passed  the  spirit  of  the  G  neme ! 

Y 

Open  wide  the  vaults  of  Atholl, 

Where  the  bones  of  heroes  rest—  170 

Open  wide  .the  hallowed  portals 
To  receive  another  guest! 

132  plain]  field  ‘  Blaclavood\  1849'^  140  Locheill] 
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Last  of  Scots,  and  last  of  freemen — 

Last  of  all  that  dauntless  race, 

Who  would  rather  die  unsullied 
Than  outlive  the  land’s  disgrace! 

0  thou  lion-hearted  warrior! 

Eeck  not  of  the  after-tinae  : 

Honour  may  be  deemed  dishonour. 

Loyalty  be  called  a  crime.  iSo 

Sleep  in  peace  with  kindred  ashes 
Of  the  noble  and  the  true. 

Hands  that  never  failed  their  count  13% 

Hearts  that  never  baseness  kne'w. 

Sleep  !— and  till  the  latest  trumpet 
Wakes  the  dead  from  earth  and  sea, 

Scotland  shall  not  boast  a  braA^er 
Chieftain  than  our  own  Dundee ! 


THE  WIDOW  OF  GLENCOE 

[Blackivood's  Magazine,  December  1S471 


The  Massacre  of  Glencoe  is  an  event  which  neither  can 
nor  ought  to  be  forgotten.  It  was  a  deed  of  the  worst 
treason  and  cruelty — a  barbarous  infraction  of  all  laws, 
human  and  divine  ;  and  it  ^  exhibits  in  their  foulest  perfidy 
the  true  characters  of  the  authors  and  abettors  of  the 
Devolution.^ 

After  the  battle  of  Killiecrankie  the  cause  of  the  beottisii 
royalists  declined,  rather  from  the  want  of  a  competent 
leader  than  from  any  disinclination  on  the  part  of  a  large^ 
section  of  the  nobility  and  gentry^  to  vindicate  the  right  of 
King  James.  No  person  of  adequate  talents  or  authority 
Avas  found  to  supply  the  place  of  the  great  and  gallant  Lord 
Dundee :  for  ^  General  Cannon,  who  succeeded  in  command, 
wms  not  only  deficient  in  miiitaiy  skill,  but  did  not  possess 
the  confidence,  nor  understand  the  character  of  the  Highland 
chiefs,  who,  with  their  clansmen,  constituted  by  far  the  most 
important  section  of  the  army.  Accordingly  no  enterprise 
of  any  importance  Avas  attempted  5  and  the  disastrous  issue 
of  the  battle  of  the  Boyne  led  to  a  negotiation  whinh 
terminated  in  the  entire  disbanding  of  the  royal  forces.  By 


1  a  deed  .  .  .  and  it]  one  of  the  earliest  fruits  of  the  so-called 
fflorious  Eevolution  Settlement,  and  ‘  Mackwood  ’  2  tEe 

authors  .  .  .  Eevolution]  its  authors  ‘  Blackwood '  ^  a  large 

gentry]  the  people  ‘  Blackwood^  *  Dundee  :  forj  Dundee, 
of  wliom  it  was  truly  written, — 

Te  moriente,  novos  accepit  Scotia  cives,  ^ 

Accepitque  novos,  te  moriente,  dcos.  ^Blackwood 
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this  treaty,  which  was  expressly  sanctioned  by  William  of 
Oranoe,  a  full  and  unreserved  indemnity  and  pardon  was 
oranted  to  all  of  the  Highlanders  who  had  taken  arms,  with 
a  proviso  that  they  should  first  subscribe  the  oath  of  allegiance 
to  William  and  Mary,  before  the  1st  of  January  1692,  in 
presence  of  the  Lords  of  the  Scottish  Council,  ‘or  of  the 
sheriffs  or  their  deputies  of  the  respective  shires  wherein 
they  lived.’  The  letter  of  William  addressed  to  the  Privy 
Council,  and  ordering  proclamation  to  be  made  to  the  above 
effect,  contained  also  the  following  significant  passage 
‘That  ye  communicate  our  pleasure  to  the  Governor  of 
Inveiiochy,  and  other  commanders,  that  they  be  exact  and 
diligent  in  their  several  posts;  but  that  they  show  no  more 
zeal  against  the  Highlanders  after  their  submission,  than  they 
ham  ever  clone  formerly  tahen  these  toere  In  open  rebellion: 

This  enigmatical  sentence,  which  in  reality  was  intended, 
as  the  sequ°el  will  show,  to  be  interpreted  in  the  most  cruel 
manner,  appears  to  have  caused  some  perplexity  ^  in  the 
Council,  as  that  body  deemed  it  necessary  to  apply  for  more 
distinct  and  specific  instructions,  which,  however,  were  not 
then  issued.  It  had  been  especially  stipulated  by  the  chiefs, 
as  an  indispensable  preliminary  to  their  treaty,  that  they 
should  have  leave  to  communicate  with  King  James,  tdien 
residing  at  Sfc  Germains,  for  the  purpose^of  obtaining  his 
permission  and  warrant  previous  to^  submitting  themselves 
to  the  existing  government.  That  article  had.  been  sanctioned 
by  William  before  the  proclamation  was  issued,  and  a  special 
messenger  was  despatched  to  France  for  that  purpoae.^ 

In  the  mean  time,  troops  were  gradually  and  cautiously 
advanced  to  the  confines  of  the  Highlands,  and, ^  in  some 
instances,  actually  quartered  on  the  inhabitants.  ^  The  con¬ 
dition  of  the  country  was  perfectly  tranqiiil.  N o  disturbances 
whatever  occurred  in  the  north  or  west  of  Scotland ;  Locheill 
and  the  other  chiefs  were  awaiting  the  communication  fropi 
St  Germains,  and  held  themselves  bound  in  honour  to  remain 
iuEictive;  whilst  the  remainder  of  the  royalist  forces  (lor 
whom  separate  terms  had  been  made)  were  left  unmolested 

at  Dunkeld.  ^  i  ,  n  4.  n 

But  rumours,  which  are  too  clearly  traceable  to  the 
emissaries  of  the  new  Government,  asserting  the  preparation 
made  for  an  immediate  landing  of  King  James  at  the  hea.d 
of  a  large  body  of  the  French,  were  industriously  circulated, 
and  by  many  were  implicitly  believed.  The  infamous  policy 
which  dictated  such  a  course  is  now  apparent.  ITie  term  of 
the  amnesty  or  truce  granted  by  the  proclamation  expired^ 
with  the  year  1691,  and  all  who  had  not  taken  the  oath  of 
allegiance  before  that  term  were  to  he  proceeded  against 
with  the  utmost  severity.  The  proclamation  was  issued 
upon  the  29th  of  August :  consequently,  only  four  months 
were  allowed  for  the  complete  submission  of  the  Highlands. 
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Not  one  of  the  chiefs  suhscribecl  until  the  mandate  from 
King  James  arrived.  That  document,  which  is  dated  from 
St  Grermains  on  the  12th  of  December  1691,  reached  Dunkeld 
eleven  days  afterwards,  and,  consequently,  but  a  very  short 
time  before  the  indemnity  expired.  The  bearer,  Major 
Menzies,  was  so  fatigued  that  he  could  proceed  no  farther  on 
his  journey,  hut  forwarded  the  mandate  by  an  express  to  the 
commander  of  the  royal  forces,  who  was  then  at  Glengarry. 
It  was  therefore  impossible  that  the  document  could  be 
circulated  through  the  Highlands  within  the  prescribed 
period.  Locheill,  says  Drummond  of  Balhaldy,  did  not 
receive  his  copy  till  about  thirty  hours  before  the  time  was 
outj  and  appeared  before  the  sheriff  at  Inverara,  where  he 
took  the  oaths  upon  the  very  day  on  which  the  indemnity 
expired. 

That  a  general  massacre  throughout  the  Highlands  was 
contemplated  by  the  Whig  Government  is  a  fact  established 
by  overwhelming  evidence.  In  the  course  of  the  subsequent 
investigation^  before  the  Scots  Parliament,  letters  were 
produced  from  Sir  John  Dairy mple,  then  Master  of  Stair, 
one  of  the  secretaries  of  state  in  attendance  upon  the  Court, 
which  too  clearly  indicate  the  intentions  of  William.  In 
one  of  these,  dated  1st  December  1691^— a  month,  be  it 
observed,  before  the  amnesty  expired — and  addressed^  to 
Lieutenant-Colonel  Hamilton,  there  are  the^  following- 
words:— ‘The  winter  is  the  only  season  in  which  we  are 
sure  the  Highlanders  cannot  escape  us,  nor  carnj  their  wives, 
bairns,  and  cattle  to  the  mountains.’  And  in  another  letter, 
wnutten  only  two  days  afterwards,  he  says,  ‘  It  is  the  only 
time  that  they  cannot  escape  you,  for  human  constitution 
cannot  endure  to  be  long  out  of  houses.  This  is  the  proper 
season  to  maule  them  in  the  cold  long  nights.'^  And  in  J anuary 
thereafter,  he  informed  Sir  Thomas  Livingston  that  the 
design  was  ‘to  destroy  entirely  the  country  of  Lochaber, 
LoclieilTs  lands,  Keppoch’s,  Glengarry’s,  Appin,  and  Glencoe. 
I  assure  you,’  he  continues,  ‘  your  power  shall  be  full  enough, 
and  1  hope  the  soldiers  will  not  troiihle  the  Government  with 
prisoners' 

Locheill  was  more  fortunate  than  others  of  his  friends 
and  neighbours.  According  to  Drummond, — *  Major  Menzies, 
who,  upon  his  arrival,  had  observed  the  whole  forces  of  the 
kingdom  ready  to  invade  the  Highlands,  as  he  wrote  to 
General  Buchan,  foreseeing  the  unhappy  consequences,  not 
only  begged  that  general  to  send  expresses  to  all  parts  with 
orders  immediately  to  submit,  but  also  wrote  to  Sir  Thomas 
Livingston,  praying  him  to  supplicate  the  Council  for  a 
prorogation  of  the  time,  in  regard  that  he  was  so  excessively 

1  investigationj  investigations  ‘Blackwood’  -  1691  ^ Black- 
wood  \  1867]  1694  a  ^nistake  in  1849  \  1849  1833,  1863 
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fatigued,  that  he  was  obliged  to  stop  some  days  to  repose 
alirtle;'and  that  though  he  should  send  expresses,  yet  it 
was  impossible  they  could  reach  the  distant  parts  in  such 
time  as  to  allow  the  several  persons  concerned  the  benetit  of 
the  indemnity  within  the  space  limited  ;  besides,  that  some 
persons  having  put  the  Highlanders  in  a  bad  temper,  he  was 
confident  to  persuade  them  to  submit,  if  a  further  tirne  were 
allowed.  Sir  Thomas  presented  this  letter  to  the  Coun(3il 
on  the  5th  of  January  1692,  but  they  refused  to^give  any 
answer,  and  ordered  him  to  transmit  the  same  to  Court/ 

The  reply  of  William  of  Orange  was  a  letter,  countersigned 
by  Talrymple,  in  which,  upon  the  recital  that  ‘several  of 
the  chieftains  and  many  of  their  clans  have  not  taken  the 
benefit  of  our  gracious  indemnity,’  he  gave  orders  for  a 
general  massacre.  ‘To  that  end,  we  have  given  Sir  Thomas 
Jjivingston  orders  to  employ  our  troops  (wliich  we  have 
already  conveniently  posted)  to  cut  off  these  obstinate  rebels 
hy  all  manner  of  hostilifij ;  and  we  do  require  you  to  give 
him  your  assistance  and  concurrence  in  all  other  things  that 
may  conduce  to  that  service ;  and  because  these  rebels,  to 
avoid  our  forces,  may  draw  themselves,  iJieirfmnUks,  goods, 
or  cattle,  to  lurk  or  be  concealed  among  their  neighbours: 
therefore  we  require  and  authorise  you  to  emit  a  ])ro(Jamar 
tion,  to  be  published  at  the  market-crosses  of  these  or  ilie 
adjacent  shires  where  the  rebels  resid(;,  tlisclmrging  upon 
the  highest  penalties  the  law  allows,  a.ny  r<‘S(‘t,  corres¬ 
pondence,  or  intercommuning  with  thes(‘,  nibiJs.’  J’lils 
monstrous  mandate,  which  was  in  fact  d(ia,th-waiTrant 
of  many  thousand  innocent  people,  no  distinel.ioii  Inung 
made  of  age  or  sex,  would,  in  all  human  ])i’()ba, bilily,  bav(‘ 
been  put  into  execution,  but  for  the  rmuonstram'.e  of  oiui 
high-minded  nobleman.  Lord  Carmarthen,  aJliwwards  I)uk(‘, 
of  Leeds,  accidentally  became  aware  of  the  proposiul  massacia*, 
and  personally  remonstrated  with  the  mouarch  against 
a  measure  which  he  denounced  as  at  once  c.rucl  iuul  im¬ 
politic.  After  much  discussion,  William,  iulluenced  rntluM* 
by  an  apprehension  that  so  savage  and  sweej)Iug  an  act 
mfoht  prove  fatal  to  his  new  authority,  ilia.u  by  any  com¬ 
punction  or  impulse  of  humanity,  agreed  to  recall  tlu^  gemu-al 
order,  and  to  limit  himself,  in  the  first  iustaaice,  to  a  single 
deed  of  butchery,  by  way  of  testing  the  tnnipcu’  of  Uui  naJion. 
Some  difficulty  seems  to  have  arisen  in  the  seb'ctiou  of  (he 
fittest  victim.  Both  Keppoch  and  Gloncoii  wcnj  iraiiUMl, 
hut  the  personal  rancour  of  Secretary  Dalrymple  < bunded 
the  doom  of  the  latter.  The  secretary  wrote  thus  i--'  A  rgy  ic, 
tells  me  that  Glencoe  hath  not  taken  the  oath,  at  whirk  / 
rejoice'^'.  It  is  a  great  work  of  charity  to  b(i  exaet  i  n  rootiii  g  ou  t 
that  damnable  set.’  The  final  instructions  regarding  Ghnu^oe, 
which  were  issued  on  16th  January  1692,  are  as  follows; 

^  First  iiaUmzGd  in  ISijS 
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William  R. — As  for  M‘Ian  of  Giencoe  and  that  tribe,  if  tliev 
can  be  well  distinguished  from  the  rest  of  the  Highlanders,  it 
will  be  proper  for  public  justice  to  extirpate  that  set  of  thieves. 

This  letter  is  remarkable  as  being  signed  and  countersigned 
by  William  alone,  contrary  to  the  usual  practice.  The 
secretary  was  no  doubt  desirous  to  screen  himself  from  after 
responsibility,^  and  was  besides^  aware  that  the  royal  sio-- 
na^ture  would  insure  a  rigorous  execution  of  the  sentence. 

Macdonald,  or,  as  he  was  more  commonly  designed,  MTan 
of  Glencoe,  was  the  head  of  a  considerable  sept  or  branch  of 
the  ^ great  ClamCoila,  and  was  lineally  descended  from  the 
ancient  Lords  of  the  Isles,  and  from  the  royal  fainilT  of 
Scotland— the  common  ancestor  of  the  Macdonalds  havino- 
espoused  a  daughter  of  Robert  II.  He  was,  according  to 
a  contemporary  testimony,  ‘a  person  of  great  integrity, 
honour,  good_  nature,  and  courage  ;  and  his  loyalty  to  Ms 
old  master,  King  James,  was  such,  that  he  continued  in  arms 
from  Dundee’s  first  appearing  in  the  Highlands,  till  the 
fatal  treaty  that  brought  on  his  ruin.’  In  common  with  the 
other ^ chiefs,  he  had  omitted  taking  the  benefit  of  the  in¬ 
demnity  until  he  received  the  sanction  of  King  James :  but 
the  copy  of  that  document  wMch  was  forwarded  to  him, 
unfortunately  arrived  too  late.  The  weather  was  so  ex¬ 
cessively^  stormy  at  the  time  that  there  was  no  possibility  of 
penetrating  from  Glencoe  to  Inverara,  the  place  where  the 
sheriff  resided,  before  the  expiry  of  the  stated  period ;  and 
kPIan  accordingly  adopted  the  only  practicable  mode  of 
signifying  his  submission,  by  making  his  way  with  great 
difficulty  to^  Fort-William,  then  called  Inverlocby,'^  and 
tendering  his  signature  to  the  military  Governor  there. 
That  officer  was  not  authorised  to  receive  it,  but,  at  the 
earnest  entreaty  of  the  chief,  he  gave  him  a  certificate  of  his 
appearance  and  tender;  and  on  New-Year’s  day  1692,  Mian 
reached  Inverara,  where  he  produced  that  paper  as  evidence 
of  his  intentions,  and  prevailed  upon  the  sheriff,  Sir  James 
Campbell  of  Ardkinglass,  to  administer  the  oaths  required. 
After  that  ceremony,  which  was  immediately^  intimated  to 
the  Privy  Council,  had  been  performed,  the  unfortunate 
gentleman  returned  home,  in  the  full  conviction  that  he  had 
thereby  made  peace  with  Government  for  himself  and  for 
his  clan.  But  Ms  doom  was  already  sealed. 

A  company  of  the  Earl  of  Argyle’s  regiment  had  been 
previously  quartered  ^  at  ^  Glencoe.  These  men,  though 
Campbells,  and  hereditarily  obnoxious  to  the  Macdonalds, 
Camerons,  and  other  of  the  loyal  clans,  were  yet  countrymen 
and  were  kindly  and  hospitably  received.  Their  captain^ 
Robert  Campbell  of  Glenlyon,  was  connected  with  the  family 

^  besides]  further  ^  Black LCOod\  1849'^,  1849^ 
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of  Glencoe  tbroiigli  the  marriage  of  a  niece,  and  was  resident 
under  the  roof  of  the  chief.  And  yet  this  was  the  very  troop 
selected  for  the  horrid  service. 

Special  instructions  were  sent  to  the  major  of  the  regiment 
one  Duncanson,  then  quartered  at  Ballachulish — a  morose 
brutal,  and  savage  man-- who  accordingly  wrote  to  Campbell 
of  Glenlyon  in  the  following  terms  : — 

^  Ballacitolts,  12  Feh.  1602. 

SiK, — You  are  hereby  ordered  to  fall  upon  tlie  rebels,  the 
M'Donalds  of  Glencoe,  and  putt  all  to  tlie  sword  under  seventy. 
You  are  to  have  special  care  that  the  old  fox  and  his  sons  doe 
upon  no  account  escape  your  hands.  You  are  to  secure  all  the 
avenues,  that  no  man  escape.  This  you  are  to  put  in  (‘xeciition 
att  five  o’clock  in  the  morning  precisely,  and  by  that  tinu',  or 
very  shortly  after  it,  I’ll  strive  to  be  att  you  wiili  a  stron.^er 
party.  If  I  doe  not  come  to  you  att  five,  you  aiai  uol,  to  (arry 
for  me,  but  to  hill  on.  This  is  by  the  king’s  sj)ca'ia.ll  commaud, 
for  the  good  and  safety  of  the  country,  that  tlu‘s(^  miscia'anls  he 
cutt  off  root  and  branch.  See  that  this  bo  putt  in  ('x<^c,ution 
without  feud  or  favour,  else  you  may  expect  to  bo  trc.-ibsl  a,s 
not  true  to  the  king’s  government,  nor  a  man  fitt  to  carry  a,  <;oin,- 
mission  in  the  king’s  service.  Expecting  you  will  not  faill  in 
the  fulfilling  hereof  as  you  love  yourself,  I  subscribe^  these 
with  iny  hand. 

^  Kobert  Duncanson. 

*  For  their  Majesfifs  service. 

^  To  Captain  Robert  Campbell  of  GlenhjonC 

This  order  was  hut  too  ^  literally  obeyed.  At  the  ap¬ 
pointed  hour,  when  the  whole  inliabitants'of  the  glen  wivi  e 
asleep,  the  work  of  murder  began.  M‘Ian  was  oru'  of  tlie 
first  who  fell.  Drummond’s  narrative  fills  uj)  the  remainder 
0 f  t h  e  dread  ful  st o  ry . 

‘  They  then  served  all  within  the  fa,OTily  in  the  saaiui 
manner,  without  distinction  of  age  or  person.  In  a,  wonl 
for  the  horror  of  that  execrable  butchery  nuist  give  jinin  i.o 
the  reader—they  left  none  alive  but  a  young  child,  who, 
being  frightened  with  the  noise  of  the  guns,  ;uul  the  dismal 
shrieks  and  cries  of  its  dying  parents,  whom  Ihey  w(‘re 
a-murdering,  got  hold  of  Captain  Caraiiludl’s  knot's,  a,n(l 
wrapt  itself  within  his  cloak  ;  by  which,  ehamcing  {,o  move 
compassion,  the  captain  inclined  to  have  saved  it,  Init  omi 
Drummond,  an  officer,  arriving  aliout  f.lu'  hrt'ak  of  day  with 
more  troops,  commanded  it  to  be  shot  by  a  file  of  mus- 
qneteers.  Nothing  could  be  more  shocking  a, ml  horribh^ 
than  the  prospect  of  these  houses  bestrewed  with  mangled 
bodies  of  the  dead,  covered  with  blood,  ami  rt'souiuling  with, 
the  groans  of  wretches  in  the  last  agonies  of  life. 

1  subscribe]  subscrive  USlacIavood'  2 
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‘  Two  sons  of  Glencoe’s  were  tlie  only  persons  tFat  escaped 
in  that  quarter  of  the  country ;  for,  growing  jealous  of  some 
ill  designs  from  the  behaviour  of  the  soldiers,  they  stole 
from  their  beds  a  few  minutes  before  the  tragedy  began, 
and,  chancing  to  overhear  two  of  them  discoursing  plainly 
of  the  matter,  they  endeavoured  to  have  advertised  their 
father  ;  but,  finding  that  impracticable,  they  ran  to  the  other 
end  of  the  country  and  alarmed  the  inhabitants.  There  was 
another  accident  that  contributed  much  to  their  safety ; 
for  the  night  was  so  excessively  stormy  and  tempestuous, 
that  four  hundred  soldiers,  who  were  appointed  to  murder 
these  people,  were  stopped  in  their  march  from  Inverlochy, 
and  could  not  get  up  till  they  had  time  to  save  themselves. 
To  cover  the  deformity  of  so  dreadful  a  sight,  the  soldiers 
burned  all  the  houses  to  the  ground,  after  having  rifled 
them,  carried  away  nine  hundred  cows,  two  hundred  horses, 
numberless  herds  of  sheep  and  goats,  and  everything  else 
that  belonged  to  these  miserable  people.  Lamentable  was 
the  case  of  the  women  and  children  that  escaped  the 
butchery :  the  mountains  were  covered  with  a  deep_  snow, 
the  rivers  impassable,  storm  and  tempest  filled  the  air,  and 
added  to  the  horrors  and  darkness  of  the  night,  and  there 
were  no  houses  to  shelter  them  within  many  miles.’  ^ 

Such  was  the  awful  massacre  of  Glencoe,  an  event  which 
has  left  an  indelible  and  execrable  stain  upon  the  memory  of 
William  of  Orange.  The  records  of  Indian  warfare  can 
hardly  afford  a  parallel  instance  of  atrocity ;  and  this  deed, 
coupled  with  his  deliberate  treachery  in  the  Darien  schemer 
whereby  Scotland  was  for  a  time  ahsolutelj  ruined,  is 
sufficient  to  account  for  the  little  estimation  in  which  the 
name  of  the  ‘great  Whig  deliverer’  is  still  regarded  in  the 
valleys  of  the  North. 
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I 

Do  not  lift  him  from  the  bracken, 

Leave  him  lying  where  lie  feU — 

Better  bier  3^e  cannot  fashion : 

None  beseems  him  half  so  well 
As  the  bare  and  broken  heather, 

And  the  hard  and  trampled  sod, 

Whence  his  angrj"  soul  ascended 
To  the  judgment-seat  of  God  I 

^  Memoirs  of  Sir  Bwen  Cameron  of  Locheill  [Author’s  foot-note] 
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Winding-sheet  we  cannot  give  him— 
Seek  no  mantle  for  the  dead, 

Save  the  cold  and  spotless  covering 
Showered  from  heaven  upon  his  head* 
Leave  his  broadsword  as  we  found  it, 
Bent  and  broken  with  the  blow. 

Which,  before  he  died,  avenged  him 
On  the  foremost  of  the  foe. 

Leave  the  blood  upon  his  bosom — 

Wash  not  olf  that  sacred  stain ; 

Let  it  stiffen  on  the  tartan, 

Let  his  wounds  unclosed  remain, 

Till  the  day  when  he 'shall  show"  them 
At  the  throne  of  God  on  high, 

When  the  murderer  and  the  murdered 
Meet  before  their  Judge’s  eye! 

II 

ye  should  not  weep,  my  cliildren  ! 
Leave  it  to  the  faint  and  weak ; 

Sobs  are  but  a  woman’s  weapon— 

Tears  befit  a  maiden’s  cheek. 

Weep  not,  children  of  Macdonald  ! 

Weep  not  thou,  his  orphan  heir— 

Not  in  shame,  but  stainless  hoiiour, 

Lies  thy  slaughtered  father  there. 

Weep  not— but\vhen  years  are  over, 

And  thine  arm  is  strong  and  sure, 

And  thy  foot  is  swift  and  steady 
On  the  mountain  and  the  iniiir— 

Let  thy  heart  be  hard  as  iron,  ^ 

And  thy  wrath  as  fierce  as  lire, 

Till  the  hour  when  vengeance  cometh 
For  the  race  that  slew  thy  sire ! 

•  Till  in  deep  and  dark  Glenlyon 
Kise  a  louder  sliriek  of  woe, 

Than  at  midnight,  from  their  eyrie, 
Scared  the  eagles  of  Glencoe : 

Louder  than  the  screaxns  that  mingied 
With  the  howling  of  the  blast, 

When  the  murderer’s  steel  W’as  clashing, 
And  the  fires  were  rising  fast ; 

When  thy  noble  father  bounded 
To  the  rescue  of  his  men, 

And  the  slogan  of  our  kindred 
Pealed  throughout  the  startled  glen ! 
When  the  herd  of  frantic  wmmen 

Stumbled  through  the  midnight  snow, 

15  Which]  That  ^  Blackwood  %  1849^,  1849^ 
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With  their  fathers’  houses  blazing, 

And  their  dearest  dead  below ! 

Oh,  the  horror  of  the  tempest, 

As  the  flashing  drift  was  blown. 
Crimsoned  with  the  conflagration, 

And  the  roofs  went  thundering  down ! 
Oh,  the  prayers — ^the  prayers  and  curses 
That  together  winged  their  flight 
Prom  the  maddened  hearts  of  many 
Through  that  long  and  woeful  night! 

Till  the  fires  began  to  dyrindle, 

And  the  shots  grew  faint  and  few, 

And  we  heard  the  foeman’s  challenge 
Only  in  a  far  halloo : 

Till  the  silence  once  more  settled 
O’er  the  gorges  of  the  glen, 

Broken  only  by  the  Cona 
Plunging^through  its  naked  den. 

Slowly  from  the  mountain-summit 
Was  the  drifting  veil  withdrawn, 

And  the  ghastly  yalley  glimmered 
In  the  grey  December  dawn. 

Better  had  the  morning  never 
Dawned  upon  our  dark  despair! 

Black  amidst  the  coninion  wuiiteness 
Eose  the  spectral  ruins  there :  _ 

But  the  sight  of  these  was  nothing 

More  than  wrings  the  wild-dove’s  breast, 
When  she  searches  for  her  offspring 
Eound  the  relics  of  her  nest. 

Por  in  many  a  spot  the  tartan 
Peered  above  the  wintry  heap, 

Marking  where  a  dead  Macdonald 
'  Lay  within  his  frozen  sleep. 

Tremblingly  we  scooped  the^  covering 
Prom  eacli  kindred  victim’s  head, 

And  the  living  lips  were  burning 
On  the  cold  ones  of  the  dead. 

And  I  left  them  with  their  dearest— 
Dearest  charge  had  every  one— 

Left  the  maiden  with  her  lover, 

Left  the  mother  with  her  son. 

I  alone  of  all  was  mateless— 

Par  more  wretched  I  than  the}", 

Por  the  snow  would  not  discover 
Where  my  lord  and  husband  lay. 

But  I  wandered  up  the  valley, 

Till  I  found  Mm  lying  lovr, 

With  a  gash  upon  his  bosom 
Ajid  the  frown  upon  his  brow— 
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Till^I  found  him  lying  murdered, 
Where  lie  wooed  me  long  ago ! 


TYoman’s  weakness  shall  not  shame  me— 
Why  should  I  have  tears  to  shed? 
^ould  I  rain  them  down  like  water, 

O  my  hero !  on  thy  head — 

Could  the  cry  of  lamentation , 

Wake  thee  from  thy  silent  sleep, 

C(mld  it  set  thy  heart  a-th robbing, 

It  were  mine  to  wail  and  weep"! 

But  I  will  not  waste  my  sorrow, 

Lest  the  Campbell  women  say 
That  the  daughters  of  Clanranald 
Are  as  weak  and  frail  as  they. 

I  had  wept  thee  hadst  thou  fallen, 

Bike  our  fathers,  on  thy  shield, 

VV  hen  a  host  of  English  foemen 
Camped  upon  a  Scottish  field— 

^  thee,  hadst  thou  perished 

txTu  ^  ^  loremost  of  his  name, 

W  hen  the  valiant  and  the  noble 
Died  around  the  dauntless  GraBiiie ! 

B^^t  I  will  not  wrong  thee,  husband  ! 

TTTi  unavailing  cries, 

VV  iiilst  thy  cold  and  mangled  body 
\7f-i  X  1  traitor  lies  ; 

counts  the  gold  and  glory 
i hat  this  hideous  night  has  won, 

X  xi^®  is  big  with  triumph 
At  the  murder  he  has  done. 

^ than  mine  shall  glisten, 

Uther  hearts  be  rent  in  twain, 

Ere  the  heathbells  on  thy  hillock 
Wither  in  the  autumn  rain, 
ihen  111  seek  thee  where  thou  sleepest, 
And  111  veil  my  weary  beach 
Jrmying  for  a  place  beside  thee, 

A  1  bi’i<3al  bed  : 

Tr  ^y  Busbancl ! 

iTru  ^Be  tears  remain  to  me, 

When  the  widows  of  the  foemen 
Cry  the  coronach  for  thee ! 

Ill]  There  is  no  hrealc  here  in  1849  ^ 
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In  consequence  of  a  capitulation  ii^th  Government,  the 
legular  troops  "wlio  had  served  under  Lord  Dundee  were 
conveyed  ^  to  France ;  and,  immediately  upon  their  landing, 
the  officers  and  others  had  their  rank  confirmed  according  to 
the  tenor  of  the  commissions  and  characters  which  they  bore 
in  Scotland.  They  were  distributed  throughout  the  different 
garrisons  in  the  north  of  France,  and,  though  nominally  in 
the  service  of  Eing  James,  derived  their  whole  means  of 
subsistence  from  the  bounty  of  the  French  monarch.  So 
long  as  it  appeared  probable  that  another  descent  was 
meditated,  these  ^  gentlemen,  who  were  almost  without  ex¬ 
ception  men  of  considerable  family,  assented  to  this  arrange¬ 
ment  ;  but  the  destruction  of  the  French  fleet  under  Admiral 
rourvilie,  off  La  Hogue,  led  to  a  material  change  in  their 
views.  After  that  naval  engagement  it  became  obvious  that 
the  cause  of  the  fugitive  king  was  in  the  mean  time  desperate, 
and  the  Scottish  officers,  with  no  less  gallantly  than  honour, 
volunteered  a  sacrifice  which,  so  far  as  I  know,  has  hardly 
been  equalled. 

The  old  and  interesting  pamphlet  written  by  one  of  the 
corps, ^  from  which  I  have  extracted  most  of  the  following 
details,  but  which  is  seldom  perused  except  by  the  antiquary, 
states  that — ‘The  Scottish  officers  considering  that,  by  the 
loss  of  the  French  fleet,  King  James’s  restoration  would  be 
retarded  for  some  time,  and  that  they  were  burdensome  to 
the  King  of  France,  being  entertained  in  garrisons  on  whole 
pay,  without  doing  duty,  when  he  had  almost  all  Europe  in 
confederacy  against  him ;  therefore  humbly  entreated  King 
James  to  have  them  reduced  into  a  company  of  private 
sentinels,  and  chose ^  officers  amongst  themselves  to  command 
them  ;  assuring  his  Majesty  that  they  would  serve  in  the 
meanest  circumstances,  and  undergo  the  greatest  hardships 
and  fatigues,  that  reason  could  imagine  or  misfortunes 
inflict,  until  it  pleased  God  to  restore  him.  King  James 
commended  their  generosity  and  loyalty,  but  disapproved 
of  what  they  proposed,  and  told  them  it  Ws  impossible  that 
gentlemen,  who  had  served  in  so  honourable  posts  as  formerly 
they  had  enjoyed,  and  lived  in  so  great  plenty  and  ease, 
could  ever  undergo  the  fatigue  and  hardships  of  private 
sentinels’  duty.  Again,  that  his  own  first  command  was 
a  company  of  officers,  whereof  several  died  ;  others,  wearied 
with  fatigue,  drew  their  discharges ;  till  at  last  it  dwindled 
into  nothing,  and  lie  got  no  reputation  by  the  command ; 
therefore  he  desired  them  to  insist  no  more  on  that  project. 

1  conveyed]  transhipped  1849  ^  ^  these]  those  1849  ^ 

^  An  account  of  Dundee^s  Officers^  after  they  went  to  France,  By  an 
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The  ofBcers  (notwithstanding  his  Majesty’s  desire  to  the 
contrary)  made  several  interests  at  court,  and  harassed  him 
so  much,  that  at  last  he  condescended,’  and  appointed  those 
who  were  to  command  them. 

Shortly  afterwards,  the  new  corps  was  reviewed  for  the 
first  and  last  time  by  tlie  unfortunate  James  in  the  gardens 
of  St  (rermains,  and  the  tears  are  said  to  have  gushed  from 
his  eyes  at  the  sight  of  so  many  brave  men,  reduced,  through 
their  disinterested  and  persevering  loyalty,  to  so  very  humlSle 
a  condition.  *  Gentlemen,’  said  he,  ‘  my  own  misfortunes  are 
not  so  nigh  my  heart  as  yours.  It  grieves  me  beyond  what 
I  can  express,  to  see  so  many  brave  and  worthy  gentlemen, 
who  had  once  the  prospect  of  being  the  chief  officers  in  my 
army,  reduced  to  the  stations  of  private  sentinels.  Nothing 
but  your  loyalty,  and  that  of  a  few  of  my  subjects  in  BritaiiT, 
who  are  forced  from  their  allegiance  by  the  Prince  of  Orange, 
and  who,  I  know,  will  be  ready  on  all  occasions  to  serve  me 
and  my  distressed  family,  could  make  me  willing  to  live. 
The  sense  of  what  all  of  you  have  done  and  undergone  for 
your  loyalty,^  hath  made  so  deep  an  impression  upon  my 
heart,  that,  if  it  ever  please  God  to  restore  me,  it  is  im¬ 
possible  I  can  be  forgetful  of  your  services  and  sufferings. 
Neither  can  there  be  any  posts  in  the  armies  of  my  dominions 
but  what  you  have  just  pretensions  to.  As  for  my  son,  your 
Prince,  he  is  of  your  own  blood,  a  child  capable  of  any 
impression,  and,  as  his  education  will  be  from  you,  it  is  not 
supposable  that  he  can  forget  your  merits.  At  your  own 
desires  you  are  now  going  a  long  march  far  distant  from  me. 
i  ear  God  and  love  one  another.  Write  your  wants  parti¬ 
cularly  to  me,  and  depend  upon  it  always  to  find  me  your 
parent  and  King.’  The  scene  bore  a  strong  resemblance  to 
one  which  many  years  afterwards  occurred  at  Fontainebleau, 
iiie  company  listened  to  his  words  with  deep  emotion, 
pthered  round  him,  as  if  half  repentant  of  their  own  desire 
to  go;  and  so  parted,  for  ever  on  this  earth,  the  dethroned 
monarch  and  his  exiled  subjects. 

The  number  of  this  company  of  officers  was  about  one 
hundred  and  twenty:  their  destination  was  Perpignan  in 
Koussillon,  close  upon  the  frontier  of  Spain,  where  they  were 
to  join  the  army  under  the  command  of  the  Mareschal  de 
Noailles.  Their  power  of  endurance,  though  often  most 
severely  tested  m  an  unwholesome  climate,  seems  to  have 
been  no  less  remarkable  than  their  gallantry,  which  upon 
many  occasions  called  forth  the  warm  acknowledgment  of 
the  h  reneh  commanders.  ‘  Le  genttlhomwe,’  said  one  of  the 
pnpals,  in  acknowledgment  of  their  readiness  at  a  peculiarly 
I7  “bment,  ^est  toujours  gentilhomme,  etse  niontre  tou  jours 

le  danger'-,,  eulogy  as  applicable  to 
in  later  days  to  La  Tour  d’Auvergne,  styled 
the  first  grenadier  of  France.  At  Perpignan  they  we 
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joined  by  two  other  Scottish  companies,  and  the  three  seem 
to  have  continued  to  serve  together  for  several  campaigns. 
As  a  proof  of  the  estimation  in  which  they  were  held,  I 
sh^l  merely  extract  a  short  account  of  the  taking  of  Rosas 
in  Catalonia,  before  referring  to  the  exploit  which  forms  the 
subject  of  the  following  ballad.  ‘  On  the  27th  of  May,  the 
company  of  officers,  and  other  Scottish  companies,  were 
joined  by  two  companies  of  Irish,  to  make  up  a  battalion  in 
oraer  to  mount  the  trenches;  and  the  major  part  of  the 
officeis  listed  themselves  in  the  company  of  grenadiers, 
under  the  command  of  the  brave  Major  Rutherford,  who,  on 
his  way  to  the  trenches,  in  sight  of  Mareschal  de  Noailles 
and  his  court,  marched  with  his  company  on  the  side  of  the 
trench,  which  exposed  him  to  the  fire  of  a  bastion,  where 
there  were  two  culverins  and  several  other  guns  planted; 
hkewise  to  the  fire  of  two  curtins  lined  with  small-shot. 
Colonel  Brown,  following  with  the  battalion,  was  obliged, 
in  honour,  to  march  the  same  way  Major  Rutherford  had 
done  ;  the  danger  whereof  the  Mareschal  immediately  per¬ 
ceiving,  ordered  one  of  his  aides-de-camp  to  command 
Rutherford  to  march  under  cover  of  the  trench,  which  he 
did ;  and  it  he  had  but  delayed  six  minutes,  the  grenadiers 
and  battalion  had  been  cut  to  pieces.  Rutherford,  with  his 
grenadiers,  marched  to*  a  trench  near  the  town,  and  the 
battalion  to  a  trench  on  the  rear  and  flank  of  the  grenadiers, 
who  fired  so  incessantly  on  the  besieged,  that  they  thought 
(the  breach  ^  being  practicable)  they  were  going  to  make 
their  attacks,  immediately  beat  a  chamade,  and  were  willing 
to  give  up  the  town  upon  reasonable  terms :  but  the 
Mareschal’s  demands  were  so  exorbitant  that  the  Governor 
could  not  agree  to  them.  Then  firing  began  on  both  sides 
to  be  very  hot;  and  they  in  the  town,  seeing  how  the 
grenadiers  lay,  killed  eight  of  them.  When  the  Governor 
surrendered  the  town,  he  inquired  of  the  Mareschal  what 
countrymen  these  grenadiers  were ;  and  assured  him.  it  was 
on  their  account  he  delivered  up  the  tovm,  because  they 
fired  so  hotly  that  he  believed  they  were  resolved  to  attack 
the  breach.  He  answered,  smiling,  *  Ces  sont  mes  ew/aws’ — 
They  are  my  children.  Again ;  ‘  They  are  the  King  of  Great 
Britain’s  Scottish  officers,  who,  to  show  their  willingness  to 
share  of  his  miseries,  have  reduced  themselves  to  the  cariying 
of  arms,  and  chosen  to  serve  under  niy  command.’  The  next 
day,  when  the  Mareschal  rode  along  the  front  of  the  camp, 
he  halted  at  the  company  of  the  officers’  piquet,  and  they 
all  surrounded  him.  Then,  with  his  hat  in  his  hand,  he 
thanked  them  for  their  good  services  in  the  trenches,  and 
freely  acknowledged  it  was  their  conduct  and  courage  which 
compelled  the  Governor  to  give  up  the  town ;  and  assured 
them  he  would  acquaint  his  master  with  the  same,  which  he 
^  breach]  trench  lSi9  18i9  ^ 
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did ;  for  when  his  son  arrived  with  the  news  at  Versailles 
the  King,  having  read  the  letter,  immediately  took  coach  to 
St  G-ermains,  and  when  he  had  shown  King  James  the  letter, 
he  thanked  him  for  the  services  his  subjects  had  done  in 
taking  Rosas  in  Catalonia;  who,  with  concern,  replied,  they 
were  the  stock  of  his  British  officers,  and  that  he  was ’sorry 
he  could  not  make  better  provision  for  them/ 

And  a  miserable  provision  it  was !  They  were  gradually 
compelled  to  part  with  every  remnant  of  the  property  which 
they  had  secured  from  the  ruins  of  their  fortunes ;  so  that 
when  they  arrived,  after  various  adventures,  at  Scelestadt,  in 
Alsace,  they  were  literally  without  the  common  means  of 
subsistence.  Famine  and  the  sword  had  by  this  time  thinned 
their  ranks,  but  had  not  diminished  their  spirit,  as  the 
following  narrative  of  their  last  exploit  will  show:-™- 

General  Stirk,  who  commanded  for 
the  Germans,  appeared  with  16,000  men  on  the  other  side  of 
the  Rhine,  which  obliged  the  Marquis  de  Sell  to  draw  out  all 
the  garrisons  in  Alsace,  who  made  up  about  4,000  men  :  and 
he  encamped  on  the  other  side  of  the  Rhine,  over  against 
beneral  Stirk,  to  prevent  his  passing  the  Rhine  and  carryino* 
a  bnd^ge  over  into  an  island  in  the  middle  of  it,  which  the 
i  rench  foresaw  would  be  of  great  prejudice  to  them.  For 
the  enemy’s  guns,  placed  on  that  island,  would  extremely 
gall  their  camp,  which  they  could  not  hinder  for  the  deepness 
of  the  water,  and  their  wanting  of  boats — for  which  the 
Marquis  quickly  sent ;  but  arriving  too  late,  the  Germans 
nacl  carried  a  bridge  over  into  the  island,  where  they  had 
posted  above  five  hundred  men,  who,  by  order  of  their 
engineers,  intrpohed  themselves ;  which  the  company  of 
othcers  perceiving:,  who  always  grasped  after  honour,  and 
scorned  all  thoughts  of  danger,  resolved  to  wade  the  river 
and  attimk;  the  Germans  in  the  island;  and  for  that  effect’ 
aesired  Captain  John  Foster,  who  then  commanded  them  to 
Marquis  that  they  might  have  liberty  to  attack 
the  Germans  in  the  island ;  who  told  Captain  Poster,  when 
the  boats  came  up,  they  should  be  the  first  that  attacked 
ioster  courteously  thanked  the  Marquis,  and  told  him  they 
would  wade  into  the  island,  who  shrunk  tip  his  shoulders 

desired  them  to  do  what  they 
pleased._  Whereupon  the  officers,  with  the  other  two  Scottish 
eoinpanies,  made  themselves  ready;  and,  having  secured 
their  arms  round  their  necks,  waded  into  the  river  hand-in- 
hand,  according  to  the  Highland  fashion,’  with  the  water 
5  having  crossed  the  heavy 

stream,  fell  upon  the  Germans  m  their  intrenchment.  These 
were  presently  thrown  into  confusion,  and  retreated,  breaking 
down  their  own  bridges,  whilst  many  of  them  were  drowned 
This_  movement  having  been  made  in  the  dusk  of  the 
evening,  partook  of  the  character  of  a  surprise;  but  it 
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appears  to  me  a  very  remarkable  one,  as  baving  been 
etiected  under  suck  circumstances,  in  the  dead  of  wintei-. 
and  in  the  face  of  an  enemy  who  possessed  the  advantages 
Doth  ot  position  and  of  num^ical  superiority.  The  author 
adds When  the  Marquis  de  Sell  heard 
-p  ^^^^^'s^ood  that  the  Germans  were  beat  out 

hrA«.f  «  on  his  face  and 

bieast,  and  declared  publicly,  that  it  was  the  bravest  action 
that  ever  he  saw,  and  that  his  army  had  no  honour  by  it 

fA  ^^arquis  sent  into  the  island 

to  acquaint  the  officers  that  he  would  send  them  both  troon« 
Pjoyisions,  who  thanked  his  Excellency,  and  desired  he 
should  be  iniormed  that  they  wanted  no  troops,  and  could 
not  spare  tinie  to  make  use  of  provisions,  and  only  desired 
spades,  shovels,  and  pickaxes,  wherewith  they  might  intrench 
themselves— which  were  immediately  sent  to  them.  The 
next  morning,  the  Marquis  came  into  the  island,  and  kindly 
embraced  every  officer,  and  thanked  them  for  the  good 
service  they  had  done  his  master,  assuring  them  he  would 
write  a  true  account  of  their  honour  and  bravery  to  the 
Oourt  of  France,  which,  at  the  reading  his  letters,  im- 
mediately  went  to  St  Germains,  and  thanked  King  James 
^^rpi  ^  services  his  subjects  had  done  on  the  Rhine.’ 

ihe  company  kept  possession  of  the  island  for  nearly  six 
weel^,  notwithstanding  repeated  attempts  on  the  part  of 
the^bermans  to  surprise  and  dislodge  them;  but  all  these 
having  been  defeated  by  the  extreme  watchfulness  of  the 
Scots,  General  Stirk  at  length  drew  off  his  army,  and 
i  \  -  consequence  of  this  action,’ says  the  Chronicler, 
that  island  is  called  at  present  Isle  d’Ecosse,  and  will  in 
iiJ^lihood  bear  that  name  until  the  general  conflagration.’ 

iwo^ years  afterwards,  a  treaty  of  peace  was  concluded: 
and  this  gallant  company  of  soldiers,  worthy  of  a  better  fate^ 
was  broken  up  and  dispersed.  At  the  time  when  the  narra¬ 
tive,  ffiom  which  I  have  quoted  so  freely,  was  compiled,  not 
more  than  sixteen  of  Dundee’s  veterans  were  alive.  The 
author  concludes  thus: — ‘And  thus  was  dissolved  one  of 
^e  best  companies  that  ever  marched  under  command ! 
wntlemen,  who,  in  the  midst  of  all  their  pressures  and 
obscurity,  never  forgot  they  were  gentlemen;  and  whom 
the  sweets  of  a  brave,  a  just,  and  honourable  conscience 
lendered  perhaps  more  happy  under  those  sufierings  than 
the  most  prosperous  and  triumphant  in  iniquity,  since  our 
minds  stamp  our  happiness.’ 

Some  years  ago,  while  visiting  the  ancient  Scottish  convent 
at  Ratisbon,  my  attention  was  drawn  to  the  monumental 
inscriptions  on  the  walls  of  the  dormitory,  many  of  which 
bear  leference  to  gentlemen  of  family  and  distinction,  whose 
political  principles  had  involved  them  in  the  troubles  of 
1688,  1715,  and  1745.  Whether  the  cloister  which  now 
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holds  their  dust  had  afforded  them  a  shelter  in  the  latter^ 
years  of  their  misfortunes,  I  know  not ;  but,  for  one  that  is 
so  commemorated,  hundreds  of  the  exiles  must  have  passed 
away  in  obscurity,  buried  in  the  field  on  which  they  tell,  or 
carried  from  the  damp  vaults  of  the  military  hospital  to  the 
trench,  without  any  token  of  remembrance,  or^  any  other 
wish  beyond  that  which  the  minstrels  have  ascribed  to  one 
of  the  greatest  of  our  olden  heroes : — 

Oh  !  bury  me  by  the  bracken  busb, 

Beneath  the  blooming  brier; 

Let  never  living  mortal  ken 
That  a  kindly  Scot  lies  here  I 
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I 

The  Ehine  is  running  deep  and  red, 

The  island  lies  before— 

‘Now  is  there  one  of  all  the  host 
Will  dare  to  venture  o’er? 

For  not  alone  the  river’s  sweep  ^ 

Might  make  a  brave  man  quail : 

The  foe  are  on  the  further  sicle, 

Their  shot  comes  fast  as  hail. 

God  help  us,  if  the  middle  isle 
We  may  not  hope  to  win!  so 

Now  is  there  any  of  the  host 
Will  dare  to  venture  in?’ 

II 

‘The  ford  is  deep,  the  banks  are  steep, 

The  island-shore  lies  wide : 

Nor  man  nor  horse  could  stein  its  force, 

Or  reach  the  further  side. 

See  there  I  ^  amidst  the  willow-houghs 
The  serried  bayonets  gleam ; 

They’ve  flung  their  bridge— they’ve  won  the  isle ; 

The  foe  have  crossed  the  streain !  20 

Their  volley  flashes  sharp  and  strong  »- 
By  all  the  Saints!  I  trow 
There  never  yet  was  soldier  born 
Could  force  that  passage  now !  ’ 

in 

So  spoke  the  bold  French  Marescliai 
With  him  who  led  the  van, 

Whilst  rough  and  red  before  their  view 
The  turbid  river  ran. 

^  latter]  later  1849^ 
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Nor  bridge  nor  boat  had  they  to  cross 

1^®  bank 
German  line. 

"^^<=1  stood  a  swarthy  man 

W^as  leamng  on  his  sword. 

And  a  saddened  smile  lit  up  his  face 
‘Tvf  beard  the  Captain’s  -vrord. 

Th-)n®+Lf  stream  ere  now 

J^an  that  which  rushes  there; 
lye  stemmed  a  heavier  torrent  yet 
never  thought  to  dare. 

It  German  steel  be  sharp  and  keen. 

Is  ours  not  strong  and  true? 

p  t  ganger  in  the  deed, 

I>ut  there  is  honour  too.’ 

rv 

The  old  lord  in  his  saddle  turned, 

<  T^u  be  Said- 

Math  bold  Duguesclin’s  fiery  heart 
wakened  from  the  dead? 
rimu  ait  the  leader  of  the  Scots — 

Now  well  and  sure  I  know, 
ihat  gentle  blood  in  dangerous  hour 
A  eoW  nor  flow, 

And  I  have  seen  ye  in  the  fight 
T that  mortal  may : 

If  honour  is  the  boon  ye  seek. 

It  may  be  won  this  day — 

I^  prize  is  in  the  middle  isle, 

,  bhere  lies  the  adventurous  way. 

And  armies  twain  are  on  the  p W 
The  danng  deed  to  see— 
b'O'w  ^k  thy  gallant  company 
If  they  will  follow  thee !  ’ 

y 

Right  gladsome  looked  the  Captain  then 
u  A  1?  “®*bmg  did  he  say,  ^ 

he  turned  him  to  his  little  band— 

Uii  lew,  I  ween,  were  they! 

relics  of  the  bravest  force 
ihat  ever  fought  in  fray, 
that  company 
But  bore  a  gentle  name, 

JNot  one  whose  fathers  had  not  stood 
In  Scotland  s  fields  of  fame. 


AYTOHK 
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All  they  had  marched  with  ^reat  Dundee 
To  where  he  fought  and  fell, 

And  in  the  deadl}^  battle-strife 
Had  venged  their  leader  well; 

And  they  had  bent  the  knee  to  earth 
When  every  eye  was  dim, 

As  o’er  their  hero’s  buried  corpse 
They  sang  the  funeral  hymn ; 

And  they  had  trod  the  Pass  once  more, 
And  stooped  on  either  side 
Topluck  the  heather  from  the  spot 
Where  he  had  dropped  and  died : 

And  they  had  bound  it  .  next  their  hearts, 
And  ta’en  a  last  farewell 
Of  Scottish  earth  and  Scottish  sky, 

Where  Scotland’s  glory  fell. 

Then  went  they  forth  to  foreign  lands 
Like  bent  and  broken  men, 

Who  leave  their  dearest  hope  behind, 
And  may  not  turn  again. 


VI 

‘The  stream,’  he  said,  ‘is  broad  and  deep. 
And  stubborn  is  the  foe — 

Yon  island-strength  is  guarded  well— 

Say,  brothers,  will  ye  go? 

Prom  home  and  kin  for  many  a  year 
Our  steps  have  wandered  wide, 

And  never  may  our  bones  be  laid 
Our  fathers’  graves  beside. 

No  children  have  we  to  lament, 

No  wives  to  wail  our  fall ; 

The  traitor’s  and  the  spoiler’s  hand 
Have  reft  our  hearths  of  all. 

But  we  have  hearts,  and  we  have  arms, 
As  strong  to  will  and  dare 
As  when  our  ancient  banners  flew 
Within  the  northern  air. 

Come,  brothers!  let  me  ii  me  a  spell 
Shan  rouse  your  souls  jigain. 

And  send  the  old  blood  huinding  free 
Through  pulse,  and  heart,  and  vein. 

Cali  back  the  days  of  b3^gone  years — 

Be  young  and  strong  once  more ; 

Think  yonder  stream,  so  stark  and  red, 

Is  one  we’ve  crossed  before. 
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Eise,  hill  and  glen !  rise,  crag  and  wood ! 

Kise  up  on  either  hand — 

A^in  upon  the  Garry’s  banks. 

On  Scottish  soil  we  standi 
Again^I  see  the  tartans  wave, 

Again  the  trumpets  ring; 

Again  I  hear  our  leader’s  call— 

‘  Upon  them  for  the  Eng  ! 

St_^ea  we  behind  that  glorious  day 
For  roaring  flood  or  Imn  ? 
xhe  soul  of  Graeme  is  with  us  still — 

SSow,  brothers!  will  ye  in?’ 


VII 

pause.  With  one  accord 
1  hey  grasped  each  other’s  hand, 
i^n  plunged  into  the  angry  flood, 
bold  and  dauntless  band, 
ilmh  flew  the  spray  above  their  heads. 

Yet  onward  still  they  bore, 

Midst  cheer,  and  shout,  and  answering  yell. 
Ana  shot,  and  cannon-roar — 

Now,  by  the  Holy  Cross  I  I  swear, 

_  l^ince  earth  and  sea  began, 

Wm  never  such  a  daring  deed 
Essayed  by  mortal  man !  ’ 


VIII  ■ 

Thick  blew  the  smoke  across  the  stream. 
And  faster  flashed  the  flame: 

The  water  plashed  in  hissing  jets 
As  ball  and  bullet  came. 

Yet  onwards  pushed  the  Cavaliers 
All  stern  and  undismayed, 

With  thousand  arm^d  foes  before, 
jAnd  none  behind  to  aid. 

Once,  as  they  neared  the  middle  stream. 
So  strong  the  torrent  swept, 

That  scarce  that  long  and  living  wall 
Their  dangerous  footing  kept. 

Then  rose  a  warning  cry  behind, 

A  joyous  shout  before : 

‘The  current’s  strong— the  wav  is  lon^— 
They’ll  never  reach  the  shore  I 
See,  see!  they  stagger  in  the  midst, 

They  waver  in  their  line ! 

Fire  on  the  madmen !  break  their  ranks. 
And  whehn  them  in  the  Ehine  I  ’ 
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IX 

Hare  you  seen  the^tall  trees  swaying 
When  the  blast  is  sounding  shrill, 

And  the  whirlwind  reels  in  ^  fury 
Down  the  gorges  of  the  hill? 

How  they  toss  meir  mighty  branches, 
Struggling  with  the  tempest’s  shock , 

How  they  keep  their  place  of  vantage. 

Cleaving  firmly  to  the  rock? 

Even  so  the  Scottish  warriors 
Held  their  own  against  the  river:  170 

Though  the  water  hashed  around  them, 

Hot  an  eye  was  seen  to  quiver ; 

Though  the  shot  flew  sharp  and  deadly, 

Hot  a  man  relaxed  his  hold  : 

For  their  hearts  w^ere  big  and  thrilling 
With  the  mighty  thoughts  of  old. 

One  word  was  spoke  among  them. 

And  through  the  ranks  it  spread — 

‘  Eemember  our  dead  Claverhouse !  ’ 

Was  all  the  Captain  said.  180 

Then,  sternly  bending  forward, 

They  vu*estled  on  awhile, 

Until  they  eleai’ed  the  heavy  stream, 

Then  rushed  towards  the  isle. 


X 

The  German  heart  is  stout  and  true, 

The  German  arm  is  strong ; 

The  German  foot  goes  seldom  back 
Where  armfed  foemen  throng. 

But  never  had  they  faced  in  held 
So  stern  a  chai-ge  before. 

And  never  had  they  felt  the  sweep 
Of  Scotland’s  broad  claymore. 

Hot  fiercer  pours  the  avalanche 
Adown  the  steep  incline, 

That  rises  o’er  the  parent-springs 
Of  rough  and  rapid  Ehine— 

Scarce  swifter  shoots  the  bolt  from  heaven 
Than  came  the  Scottish  band 
Eight  up  against  the  guarded  trench, 

And  o’er  it  sword  in  hand. 

In  vain  their  leaders  forward  press — 

They  meet  the  deadly  brand! 


162  sounding]  piping  1849  \  1849  2  178  Struggling]  StriYing 

1849  ^  1849^  182  wrestled]  struggled  1849  \  1849^ 


THE  ISLAND  OF  THE  SCOTS 


69 


XI 

0  lonely  island  of  the  Ehine— 

Where  seed  was  never  sown, 

What  harvest  lay  upon  thy  sands, 

By  those  strong  reapers  thrown? 

What  saw  the  winter  moon  that. night, 

As,  struggling  through  the  rain, 

She  poured  a  wan  and  fitful  light 
On  marsh,  and  stream,  and  plain?  210 

A  dreary  spot  with  corpses  strewn, 

And  oayonets  glistening  round ; 

A  broken  bridge,  a  stranded  boat, 

A  bare  and  battered  mound ; 

And  one  huge  watch-fire’s  kindled  pile, 

That  sent  its  quivering  glare 
To  tell  the  leaders  of  the  host 
The  conquering  Scots  were  there! 


XII 

And  did  they  twine  the  laurel-wreath 
For  those  who  fought  so  well?  220 

And  did  they  honour  those  who  lived, 

And  weep  for  those  who  fell? 

What  meed  of  thanks  was  given  to  them 
Let  aged  annals  telL 

W]^  should  they  bring  the  laurel-wreath — 
Why  crown  the  cup  with  wine? 

It  was  not  Frenchmen’s  blood  that  flowed 
So  freely  on  the  Ehine — 

A  stranger  band  of  beggared  men 
Had  done  the  venturous  deed:  230 

The  glory  was  to  France  alone, 

The  danger  was  their  meed. 

And  what  cared  they  for  idle  thanks 
From  foreign  prince  and  peer  ? 

What  virtue  had  such  honied  words 
The  exiled  heart  to  cheer? 

What  mattered  it  that  men  should  vaunt 
And  loud  and  fondly  swear, 

That  higher  Teat  of  chivalry 
Was  never  wrought  elsewhere?  240 

They  bore  within  their  breasts  the  grief 
That  fame  can  never  heal — 

The  deep,  unutterable  woe 
Which  none  save  exiles  feel. 
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Their  hearts  were  yearning^ for  the  land 
They  ne’er  might  see  again— 

For  Scotland’s  high  and  heathered  liiJls, 
For  mountain,  loch,  and  glen 
For  those  who  haply  lay  at  rest 
Beyond  the  distant  sea, 

Beneath  the  green  and  daisied  turi 
Where  they  would  gladly  be  I 


XIII 

Long  years  went  by.  The  lonely  isle 
In  Rhine’s  impetuous  flood 
Has  ta’en  another  name  from  those 
Who  bought  it  with  their  blood : 

And,  though  the  legend  does  not  live- 
For  legends  lightly  die— 

The  peasant,  as  he  sees  the  stream 
In  winter  rolling  by, 

And  foaming  o’er  its  channel- bed 
Between  him  and  the  spot 
Won  by  the  warriors  of  the  sword, 

Still  calls  that  deep  and  dangerous  ford 
The  Passage  of  the  Scot. 


250 
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CHARLES  EDWARD  AT  VERSAILLES 

Though  the  sceptre  had  departed  from  the  House  of 
tuart,  it  was  reserved  for  one  of  its  last  descendants  to 
rove  to  the  world,  by  his  personal  gallantry  and  noble 
spirit  of  enterprise,  that  he  at  least  had  not  degenerated 
from  his  royal  line  of  ancestors.  The  daring  effort  of 
Charles  Edward  to  recover  the  crown  of  these  kingdoms  for 
his  father,  is  to  us  the  most  remarkable  incident  of  the  last 
century.  It  was  honourable  alike  to  the  Prince  and  to  those 
who  espoused  his  cause ;  and,  even  in  a  political  point  of 
view,  the  outbreak  ought  not  to  be  deplored,  since  its  failure 
put  an  end  for  ever  to  the  dynastical  struggle  which,  for 
more  than  half  a  century,  had  agitated  the  whole  of  Britain; 
since  it  established  ^  the  rule  of  law  and  of  social  order 
throughout  the  mountainous  districts  of  Scotland,  and  blended 
Celt  and  Saxon  into  one  prosperous  and  united  people. 
It  was  better  that  the  antiquated  system  of  clanship  should 
have  expired  in  a  blaze  of  glory,  than  gradually  dwindled 
into  contempt ;  better  that  the  patriarchal  rule  should  at  once 
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liave  "been  extinguislied  by  tbe  dire  catastrophe  of  Colloden, 
than  that  it  should  have  lingered  on,  the  shadow  of  an  old 
tradition.  There  is  nothing  now  to  prevent  ns  from  dwelling 
with  pride  and  admiration  on  the  matchless  devotion^  dis¬ 
played  by  the  Highlanders,  in  1745,  in  behalf  of  the  heir  of 
him  whom  they  acknowledged  as  their  lawful  king.  No 
feeling  can  arise  to  repress  the  interest  and  the  sympathy 
which  is  excited  by  the  perusal  of  the  tale  narrating  the 
sufferings  of  the  princely  wanderer.  That  unbought  loyalty 
and  allegiance  of  the  heart,  which  would  not  depart  from 
its  constancy  until  the  tomb  of  the  Vatican  had  closed  upon 
the  last  of  the  Stuart  line,  has  long  since  been  transferred 
to  the  constitutional  sovereign  of  these  realms ;  and  the 
enthusiastic  welcome  which  has  so  often  greeted  the  ^return 
of  Queen  Victoria  to  her  Highland  home,  owes  its  origin  to 
a  deeper  feeling  than  that  dull  respect  which,  modern 
liberalism  asserts  to  be  the  only  tribute  due  to  the  first 
magistrate  of  the  land. 

The  campaign  of  1745  yields  in  romantic  interest  to  none 
which  is  written  in  history.  A  young  and  inexperienced 
prince,  whose  person  was  utterly  unknown  to  any  of  his 
adherents,  landed  on  the  west  coast  of  Scotland,  not  at  the 
head  of  a  foreign  force,  not  munimented  with  supplies  and 
arms,  but  accompanied  by  a  mere  handful  of  followers,  and 
ignorant  of  the  language  of  the  people  amongst  whom  he 
was  hazarding  his  person.  His  presence  in  Scotland  had  not 
been  urged  hy  the  chiefs  of  the  clans,  most  of  whom  were 
deeply  averse  to  embarking  in  an  enterprise  which  must 
involve  them  in  a  war  with'  so  powerful  an  antagonist  as 
England,  and  which,  if  unsuccessful,  could  only  terminate 
in  the  utter  ruin  of  their  fortunes.  This  was  not  a  cause  in 
which  the  whole  of  Scotland  was  concerned.  Although  it 
was  well  known  that  many  leading  families  in  the  Lowlands 
entertained  Jacobite  opinions,  and  although  a  large 
portion  of  the  common  people  had  not  yet  become  reconciled 
to,  or  satisfied  of  the  advantages  of  the  Union,  by  which 
they  considered  themselves  dishonoured  and  betrayed,  it 
was  hardly  to  be  expected  that,  without  some  fair  guarantee 
for  success,  the  bulk  of  the  Scottish  nation  would  actively 
bestir  themselves  on  the  side  of  the  exiled  family.  Besides 
this,  even  amongst  the  Highlanders  there  was  not  unanimity 
of  opinion.  The  three  northern  clans  of  Sutherland,  Mackay, 
and  Monro,  were  known  to  he  staunch  supporters  of  the 
Government.  It  was  doubtful  wbat  part  might  be  taken  in 
the  struggle  by  those  of  Mackenzie  and  Boss.  The  chiefs  of 
Skye,  who  could  have  brought  a  large  force  of  armed  men 
into  the  field,  had  declined  participating  in  the  attempt. 
The  adhesion  of  Lord  Lovat,  upon  which  ^  the  co-operation 
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of  the  Frasers  might  depend,  could  not  he  calculated  on 
with  certainty ;  and  nothing  hut  hostility  could  he  expected 
from  the  powerful  sept  of  the  Canipbells.  Under  such  cir- 
cumstances,  it  is  little  wonder  if  Cameron  of  ^ocheill,  the 
most  sagacious  of  all  the  chieftains  who  favoured  the  Stuart 
cause,  was  struck  with  consternation  and  alarm  at  the  news 
of  the  Prince’s  landing,  or  that  he  attempted  to  persuade 
him  from  undertaking  an  adventure  so  seemingly  hopeless. 
Mr.  Eobert  Chambers,  in  his  admirable  history  of  that  permd, 
does  not  in  the  least  exaggerate  the  importance  ot  the 
interview  on  the  result  of  which  the  prosecution  of  the  war 
depended.  ^  On  arriving  at  Borrodale,  Locheill  had.  a  pi'^te 
interview  with  the  Prince,  in  which  the  probabilities  of  the 
enterprise  were  anxiously  debated.  Charles  used  evejy 
argument  to  excite  the  loyalty  of  Locheill,  and  the  chief 
exerted  all  his  eloquence  to  persuade  the  Prince  to  withdraw 
till  a  better  opportunity,  Charles  represented  the  present 
as  the  best  possible  opportunity,  seeing  that  the  h  rench 
general  kept  the  British  army  completely  engaged  abroad, 
while  at  home  there  were  no  troops  but  one  or  two  newly- 
raised  regiments.  He  expressed  his  confidence  that  a  small 
body  of  Highlanders  would  be  sufficient  to  gain  a  victory  over 
all  the  force  that  could  now  be  brought  against  him  ;  and  he 
was  equally  sure  that  such  an  advantage  was  all  that  was 
required  to  make  his  friends  at  home  declare  in  his  favour, 
and  cause  those  abroad  to  send  him  assistance.  All  he 
wanted  was  that  the  Highlanders  would  ^  begin  the  war. 
Locheill  still  resisted,  entreating  Charles  to  be  more  tem¬ 
perate,  and  consent  to  remain  concealed  where  he  was,  till 
Ms  friends  should  meet  together  and  concert  what  was  best 
to  be  done.  Charles,  whose  mind  was  wound  up  to  the 
utmost  pitch  of  impatience,  paid  no  regard  to  this  proposal, 
hut  answered  that  he  was  determined  to  put  all  to  the 
hazard.  ‘In  a  few  days’,  said  he,  ‘with  the  few  friends 
I  have,  I  will  raise  the  royal  standard,  and  proclaim  to  the 
people  of  Britain  that  CWles  Stuart  is  come  over  to ^  claim 
the  crown  of  his  ancestors — ^to  win  it,  or  to  perish  in  the 
attempt  I  Locheill — ^who,  my  father  has  often  told  me,  was 
our  firmest  friend— may  stay  at  home,  and  learn  from  the 
newspapers  the  fate  of  his  Prince !  ’  ‘  No  !  ’  said  Locheill, 
stung  by  so  poignant  a  reproach,  and  hurried  away  by  tbe 
enthusiasm  of  the  moment ;  ‘  I  will  share  the  fate  of  my 
Prince,  and  so  shall  every  man  over  whom  nature  or  fortune 
has  given  me  any  power.’  Such  was  tbe  juncture  upon  which 
depended  the  civil  war  of  1745 ;  for  it  is  a  point  agreed,  sap 
Mr.  Home,  who  narrates  this  conversation,  that  if  Locheill 
had  persisted  in  his  refusal  to  take  arms,  no  other  chief 
would  have  joined  the  standard,  and  tbe  spark  of  rebellion 
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mnst  iiave  been  instantly  extinguished. ’  Not  more  than 
twelve  hundred,  men  were  assembled  in  Glenfinnan  on  the 
day  when  the  standard  was  unfurled  by  the  Marquis  of 
Tullibardine  ;  and  at  the  head  of  this  mere  handful  of  fol¬ 
lowers,  Charles  Edward  commenced  the  stupendous  enterprise 
of  reconquering  the  dominions  of  his  fathers. 

With  a  force  which,  at  the  battle  of  Preston,  did  not  double 
the  above  numbers,  the  Prince  descended  upon  the  Lowlands, 
having  baffled  the  attempts  of  General  Cope  to  intercept 
his  march — occupied  the  city  of  Perth,  and  the  town  of 
Dundee,  and  finally,  after  a  faint  show  of  resistance  on  the 
part  of  the  burghers,  took  possession  of  the  ancient  capital 
of  Scotland,  and  once  more  established  a  court  in  the  halls 
of  Holyrood.  His  youth,  his  gallantry,  and  the  grace  and 
beauty  of  his  person,  added  to  a  most  winning  and  affable 
address,  acquired  for  him  the  sympathy  of  many  who,  from 
political  motives,  abstained  from  becoming  his  adherents. 
Possibly  certain  feelings  of  nationality,  which  no  deliberate 
views  of  civil  or  religious  policy  could  altogether  extirpate, 
led  such  men  to  regard,  with  a  sensation  akin  to  pride,  the 
spectacle  of  a  prince  descended  from  the  long  line  of  Scottish 
kings,  again  occupying  his  ancestral  seat,  and  restoring  to 
their  country,  which  had  been  utterly  neglected  by  the  new 
dynasty,  a  portion  of  its  former  state.'  No  doubt  a  sense  of 
pity  for  the  probable  fate  of  one  so  young  and  chivalrous 
was  often  present  to  their  minds,  for  they  had  thorough 
confidence  in  the  intrepidity  of  the  regular  troops,  and  in 
the  capacity  of  their  commander  ;  and  they  never  for 
a  moment  supposed  that  these  could  be  successfully  encoun¬ 
tered  by  a  raw  levy  of  undisciplined  Highlanders,  ill  armed 
and  worse  equipped,  and  without  the  support  of  any  artillery. 

The  issue  of  the  battle  of  Prestonpans  struck  Edinburgh 
with  amazement.  In  point  of  numbers  the  two  armies  were 
nearly  equal,  but  in  everything  else,  save  personal  valour, 
the  royal  troops  had  the  advantage.  And  yet,  in  four 
minutes— ioT  the  battle  is  said  not  to  have  lasted  longer— the 
Highlanders  having  made  only^  one  terrific  and  impetuous 
charge — the  rout  of  the  regulars  was  general.  The  infantry 
was  broken  and  cut  to  pieces ;  the  dragoons,  who  behaved 
shamefully  on  the  occasion,  turned  bridle  and  fled,  without . 
having  once  crossed  swords  with  the  enemy.  Mr.  Chambers 
thus  terminates  his  account  of  the  action :  ‘  The^  general 
result  of  the  battle  of  Preston  may  he  stated  as  having  been 
the  total  overthrow  and  almost  entire  destruction  of  the 
army.  Most  of  the  infantry,  falling  upon  the  park  walls  of 
Preston,  were  there  huddled  together  without  the  power  of 
resistance  into  a  confused  drove,  and  had  either  to  surrender 
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or  be^  cut  to  pieces.  Many,  in  vainly  attempting  to  climb 
over  tbe  walls,  fell  an  easy  prey  to  the  ruthless  claymore. 
Nearly  400,  it  is  said,  were  thus  slain,  700  taken,  while  only 
about  170  in  all  succeeded  in  effecting  their  escape. 

‘The  dragoons,  with  worse  conduct,  were  much  more 
fortunate.  In  falling  back,  they  had  the  good  luck  to  find 
outlets  from  their  respective  positions  by  the  roads  which 
ran  along  the  various  extremities  of  the  park  wall,  and  they 
thus  got  clear  through  the  village  with  little  slaughter; 
after  which,  as  the  Highlanders  had  no  horse  to  pursue  them, 
they  were  safe.  Several  officers,  among  whom  were  Fowkes 
and  Lascelles,  escaped  to  Cockenzie  and  along  Seton  Sands, 
in  a  direction  contrary  to  the  general  flight. 

‘The  unfortunate  Cope  had  attempted,  at  the  first  break 
of  Gardiner’s  dragoons,  to  stop  and  rally  them,  but  was 
borne  headlong,  with  the  confused  bands,  through  the  narrow 
road  to  the  south  of  the  enclosures,  notwithstanding  all  his 
efforts  to  the  contrary.  On  getting  beyond  the  village, 
where  he  was  joined  by  the  retreating  bands  of  the  other 
regiment,  he  made  one  anxious  effort,  with  the  Earls  of 
Loudon  and  Home,  to  form  and  bring  them  hack  to  charge 
the  enemy,  now  disordered  by  the  pursuit;  but  in  vain. 
They  fled  on,  ducking  their  heads  along  their  horses’  necks 
to  escape  the  bullets  which  the  pursuers  occasionally^  sent 
after  them.  By  using  great  exertions,  and  holding  pistols 
to  the  heads  of  the  troopers,  Sir  John  and  a  few  of  his  officers 
induced  a  small  number  of  them  to  halt  in  a  field  near 
St.  Clement’s  Wells,  about  two  miles  from  the  battle-ground. 
But, after  a  momentary  delay,  the  accidental  firing  of  a  pistol 
renewed  the  panic,  and  they  rode  off  once  more  in  great 
disorder.  Sir  John  Cope,  with  a  portion  of  them,  reached 
Channelkirk  at  an  early  hour  in  the  forenoon,  and  there 
halted  to  breakfast,  and  to  write  a  brief  note  to  one  of  the 
state-officers,  relating  the  fate  of  the  day.  He  then  resumed 
his  flight,  and  reached  Coldstream  that  night.  Next  morning 
he  proceeded  to  Berwick,  whose  fortifications  seemed  com¬ 
petent  to  give  the  security  he  required.  He  everywhere 
brought  the  first  tidings  of  his  own  defeat.’ 

This  victory  operated  very  much  in  favour  of  Prince  Charles. 
It  secured  him,  for  a  season,  the  undisputed  possession  of 
Scotland,  and  enabled  numerous  adherents  from  all  parts 
of  the  country  to  raise  such  forces  as  they  could  command, 
and  to  repair  to  his  banner.  His  popularity  in  Edinburgh 
daily  increased,  as  the  qualities  of  his  person  and  mind 
became  known ;  and  such  testimony  as  the  following,  with 
respect  to  his  estimation  by  the  fair  sex  and  the  devotion 
they  exhibited  in  his  cause,  is  not  overcharged :  ‘His  affability 
and  great  personal  grace  wrought  him  high  favour  with  the 
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ladieSj  who,  as  we  learn  from  the  letters  of  President  Forbes, 
became  generally  so  zealous  in  his ^ cause  as  to  have  some 
serious  effect  in  inducing  their  admirers  to  declare  for  the 
Prince.  There  was,  we  know  for  ceiiiaiii,  a  Miss  Lumsden, 
.who  plainly  told  her  lover,  a  young  artist,  named  Egbert 
Strange,  that  he  might  think  no  more  of  her  unless  he  should 
immediately  join  Prince  Charles,  and  thus  actually  prevailed 
upon  him  to  take  up  arms.  It  may  he  added  that  he  survived 
the  enterprise,  escaped  with  great  difficulty,  and  married 
the  lady.  He  was  afterwards  the  best  line-pgraver  of  his 
time,  and  received  the  honour  of  knighthood  from  Ge^orge 
White  ribbons  and  breastknots  became  at  this  lime 
spicuous  articles  of  female  attire  in  private  assemblies.  The 
ladies  also  showed  considerable  zeal  in  contributing  plate 
and  other  articles  for  the  use  of  the  Chevalier  at  the  palace, 
and  in  raising  pecuniary  subsidies  for  him.  Many  a  posset- 
dish  and  snuff-box,  many  a  treasured  necklace  and  repeater, 
many  a  jewel  which  had  adorned  its  successive  ^generations 
of  family  beauties,  was  at  this  time  sold  or  laid  in  pledge,  to 

raise  a  little  money  for  the  service  of  Prince  Charlie. 

As  to  the  motives  and  intended  policy  of  this^  remarkable 
and  unfortunate  young  man,  it  may  be  interesting  to 
the  terms  of  the  proclamation  which  he  issued  on  the^lbtii 
October  1745,  before  commencing  his  march  into  England. 
Let  his  history  he  impartially  read-his  character,  as  spoken 
to  by  those  who  knew  him  best,  fairly  noted -and^i  tlimk 
there  cannot  be  a  doubt  that,  had  he  succeeded  m  h^s  daring 
attempt,  he  would  have  been  true  to  the  letter  of  his  word 
and  fulfilled  a  pledge  which  Britain  never  more  required 
than  at  the  period  when  that  document  was  penned. 

‘Bo  not  the  pulpits  and  congregations  of 
well  as  your  weekly  papers,  ring  with  the  dreadful  ttaeats 
of  popery,  slavery,  tyranny,  and  arbitrary  power  which  are 
now  ready  to  be  imposed  upon  you  by  the  formidable  powers 
of  France  and  Spain  ?  Is  not  my  royal  father  represented 
as  a  bloodthirsty  tyrant,  breathing  out  nothing  but  destmc- 
tion  to  all  who  will  not  immediately  embrace  an  odious 
religion?  Or  have  I  myself  been  better  used?  But  listen 

only  to  the  naked  trutb.  , 

‘I,  witli  my  own  money,  Hred  a  small  vessel.  Ill-supplied 
with  money,  arms,  or  friends,  I  arrived  m  Scotland,  attended 
hy  seven  persons.  I  publish  the  King  my  father  s  declaration 
and  proclaim  his  title,  with  pardon  in  one  hand,  and  in  the 
other  liberty  of  conscience,  and  the  most  solemn  promises  to 
ffi-ant  whatever  a  free  Parliament  shall  propose  for  the 
happiness  of  the  people*.  I  have,  I 

refsra  to  adore  the  goodness  of  Almighty  God,  who  has  in 
so  remarkable  a  manner  protected  me  and  my  small  army 
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tlirougli  the  many  dangers  to  whicli  we  were  at  first  exposed, 
and  who  has  led  me  in  the  way  to  victory,  and  to  the  capital 
of  this  ancient  kingdom,  amidst  the  acclamations  of  "’the 
King  my  father’s  subjects.  Why,  then,  is  so  much  pains 
taken  to  spirit  up  the  minds  of  the  people  against  this  my 
undertaking  ? 

‘  The  reason  is  obvious ;  it  is,  lest  the  real  sense  of  the 
nation’s  present  sufferings  should  blot  out  the  remembrance 
of  past  misfortunes,  and  of  the  outcries  formerly  raised 
against  the  royal  family.  Whatever  miscarriages  might 
have  given  occasion  to  them,  they  have  been  more  than 
atoned  for  since  ;  and  the  nation  has  now  an  opportunity  of 
being  secured  against  the  like  in  future. 

‘  That  our  family  has  suffered  exile  during  these  fifty-seven 
years,  everybody  knows.  Has  the  nation,  during  that  period 
of  time,  been  the  more  happy  and  flourishing  for  it  ?  Have 
you  found  reason  to  love  and  cherish  your  governors  as  the 
fathers  of  the  people  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland?  Has 
a  family,  upon  whom  a  faction  unlawfully  bestowed  the 
diadem  of  a  rightful  prince,  retained  a  due  sense  of  so  great 
a  trust  and  favour?  Have  you  found  more  humanity  and 
condescension  in  those  who  were  not  born  to  a  crown,  than 
in  my  royal  forefathers  ?  Have  their  ears  been  open  to  the 
cries  of  the  people  ?  Have  they  or  do  they  consider  only 
the  interest  of  these  nations  ?  Have  you  reaped  any  other 
benefit  from  them  than  an  immense  load  of  debt  ?  If  I  am 
answered  in  the  affirmative,  why  has  their  government  been 
so  often _ railed  at  in  all  your  public  assemblies  ?  Why  has 
the  nation  been  so  long  crying  out  in  vain  for  redress 
against  the  abuse  of  Parliaments,  upon  account  of  their  long 
duration,  the  multitude  of  placemen,  which  occasions  their 
venality,  the  introduction  of  penal  laws,  and,  in  ^general, 
against  the  miserable  situation  of  the  kingdom  at  home  and 
abroad  ?  All  these,  and  many  more  inconveniences,  must 
now  be  removed,  unless  the  people  of  Great  Britain  be 
already  so  far  corrupted  that  they  will  not  accept  of  freedom 
when  offered  to  them,  seeing  the  King,  on  his  restoration, 
will  refuse  nothing  that  a  free  Parliament  can  ask  for  the 
security  of  the  religion,  laws,  and  liberty  of  his  people. 

‘It  is  now  time  to  conclude;  and  I  shall  do  it  with  this 
reflection :  Civil  wars  are  ever  attended  with  rancour  and 
lil-will,  which  party-rage  never  fails  to  produce  in  the  minds 
ot  those  whom  different  interests,  principles,  or  views,  set  in 
opposition  to  one  another.  I,  therefore,  earnestly  require  it 
01  my  friends  to  give  as  little  loose  as  possible  to  such 
l^ssions:  this  will  prove  the  most  effectual  means  to  prevent 
the  same  in  the  enemies  of  my  royal  cause.  And  this  my 
declaration  will  vindicate  to  all  posterity  the  nobleness  of 
my  undertaking  and  the  generosity  of  my  intentions.’ 

ihere  was  much  truth  in  the  open  charges  preferred  in 
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this  declaration  against  the  existing  Government.  The 
sovereigns  of  the  house  of  Hanover  had  always  shown  a 
marked  predilection  for  their  Continental  possessions,  and 
^d  proportionally  neglected  the  affairs  of  Britain.  Under 
Walpole’s  administration,  the  imperial  Parliament  had 
degenerated  from  an  independent  assembly  to  a  Junta  of 
placemen,  and  the  most  flagitious  system  of  hrihery  was 
openly  practised  and  avowed.  It  was  not  without  reason 
that  Charles  contrasted  the  state  of  the  nation  then,  with 
its  position  when  under  the  rule  of  the  legitimate  family ; 
and  had  there  not  been  a  strong,  though,  I  think,  unreason¬ 
able  suspicion  in  the  minds  of  many,  that  his  success  would 
he_the  prelude  to  a  vigorous  attack  upon  the  established 
religions  of  the  country,  and  that  he  would  be  inclined  to 
follow  out  in  this  respect  the  fatal  policy  of  his  grandfather, 
Charles  would  in  all  probability  have  received  a  more  active 
and  general  ^support  than  was  accorded  to  him.  But  the^ 
zeal  with  which  the  EpiscopaHan  party  in  Scotland  espoused 
his  cause,  naturally  gave  rise  to  the  idea  that  the  attempt  of 
the  Prince  was  of  evil  omen  to  Presbytery;  and  the  settle¬ 
ment  of  the  Church  upon  its  present  footing  was  yet  so 
recent,  that  the  sores  of  the  old  feud  were  still  festering  and 
green.  The  Established  clergy,  therefore,  were,  nearly  to 
a  man,  opposed  to  his  pretensions;  and  one  minister  of 
Edinburgh,  at  the  time  when  the  Highland  host  was  in 
possession  of  the  city,  had  the  courage  to  conclude  his 
prayer  nearly  in  the  following  terms — ‘Bless  the  king; 
Thou  knows  what  king  I  mean— may  his  crown  long  sit 
easy  on  Ms  head.  And  as  to  this  young  man  who  has  come 
among  us  to  seek  an  earthly  crown,  we  beseech  Thee  in 
mercy  to  take  him  to  Thyself  and  give  him  a  crown  of 
glory  1  ’  At  the  same  time  it  is  very  curious  to  observe,  that 
the  most  violent  sect  of  Presbyterians,  who  might  be  con¬ 
sidered  as  the  representatives  of  the  extreme  Cameronian 
principle,  and  who  had  early  seceded  from  the  Church,  and 
bitterly  opposed  the  union  of  the  kingdoms,  were  nofc  indis¬ 
posed,  on  certain  terms,  to  coalesce  with  the  Jacobites.  It 
is  hardly  possible  to  understand  the  motives  which  actuated 
these  men,  who  appear  to  have  regarded  each  successive 
Government  as  equally  obnoxious.  Some  writers  go  the 
length  of  averring  that,  in  1688,  a  negotiation  was  opened 
by  one  ^section  of  the  Covenanters  with  Lord  Dundee,  with 
the  object  of  resistance  to  the  usurpation  of  William  of 
Orange,  and  that  the  project  was  frustrated  only  by  the 
death  of  that  heroic  nobleman.  Sir  Walter  Scott — a  great 
authority — seems  to  have  been  convinced  that  such  was  the 
case  ;  but  in  the  absence  of  direct  proof,  I  can  hardly  credit 
it.  It  is  perfectly  well  known  that  a  conspiracy  was  formed 
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by  a  certain  section  of  the  Cameronian  party  to  assassinate 
Lords  Dundee  and  Dunfermline  whilst  in  attendance  at  the 
meeting  of  Estates;  and  although  the  recognition  of  William 
as  King  might  not  liave  been  palatable  to  others  who  held 
the  same  opinions,  it  would  be  a  strange  thing  if  they  had 
so  suddenly  resolved  to  assist  Dundee  in  his  efforts  for  the 
exiled  family.  But  the  political  changes  in  Scotland,  more 
especially  the  Union,  seem  to  have  inspired  some  of  these 
men  with  a  spirit  of  disaffection  to  the  Government ;  for, 
according  to  Mr.  Chambers,  the  most  rigid  sect  of  Presbyte¬ 
rians  had,  since  the  Revolution,  expressed  a  strong  desire  to 
coalesce  with  the  Jacobites,  with  the  hope,  in  case  the  house 
of  Stuart  were  restored,  to  obtain  what  they  called  a 
covenanted  King.  Of  this  sect  one  thousand  had  assembled 
in  Dumfriesshire  at  the  first  intelligence  of  the  insurrection, 
bearing  arms  and  colours,  and  supposed  to  contemplate  a 
junction  with  the  Chevalier.  But  these  religionists  were 
now  almost  as  violently  distinct  from  the  Established  Church 
of  Scotland  as  ever  they  had  been  from  those  of  England 
and  Rome,  and  had  long  ceased  to  play  a  prominent  part  in 
the  national  disputes.  The  Established  clergy,  and  the 
greater  part  of  their  congregations,  were  averse  to  Charles, 
upon  considerations  perfectly  moderate,  at  the  same  time 
not  easy  to  be  shaken. 

On  commencing  his  march  into  England,  Charles  found 

himself  at  the  head  of  an  ^  army  of  between  five  thousand 
and  SIX  thousand  men,  which  force  was  considered  strong 
enough,  with  the  augmentations  it  might  receive  on  the 
way,  to  effect  the  occupation  of  London.  Had  the  Encrlish 
Jacobites  performed  their  part  with  the  same  zeal  as^  the 
ocots,  it  IS  more  than  probable  that  the  attempt  would  have 
been  crowned  with  success.  As  it  was,  the  Prince  succeeded 
m  reducing  the  strong  fortified  town  of  Carlisle,  and  in 
marching  without  opposition  through  the  heart  of  England, 
as  tar  as  Derby,  within  one  hundred  miles  of  the  metropolis. 
But  here  his  better  genius  deserted  him.  Discord  had  crept 
into  his  councils ;  tor  some  of  the  chiefs  became  seriously 
alarmed  at  finding  that  the  gentry  of  England,  so  far  from 
preparing  to  join  the  expedition,  preferred  “  remaining  at 
home,  inactive  spectators  of  the  contest.  Except  at 
Manchester,  they  had  received  few  or  no  recruitsf  No 
tidmgs  had  reached  them  from  Wales-a  country  supposed 
1^^  the  cause  of  King  James,  whilst  it  was  well 
M  ^  already  in  arms  to  oppose  the 

clans.  Mr  Chambers  gives  us  the  following  details At 
a  council  of  held  on  the  morning  of  the  5th  December, 
Lord  George  Murray  and  th^  other  members  gave  it  as  their 
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unaiiiinous  opinion  that  the  army  ought  to  return  to 
Scotland.  ^  Lord  George  pointed  out  that  they  were  about 
to  be  environed  by  three  armies,  amounting  collectively  to 
about  thirty  thousand  men,  while  their  own  forces  were  not 
above  five  thousand,  if  so  many.  Supposing  an  unsuccessful 
engagement  with  any  of  these  armies,  it  could  not  be 
expected  that  one  man  would  escape,  for  the  militia  would 
beset  every  road.  The  Prince,  if  not  slain  in  the  battle, 
must  fall  into  the  eiiem3^’s  hands ;  the  whole  world  would 
blame  tbem  as  fools  for  running  into  such  a  risk.  Charles 
answered,  that  he  regarded  not  his  own  clanger.  He 
pressed,  with  all  the  force  of  argument,  to  go  forward.  He 
did  not  douht,  he  said,  that  the  justice  of  his  cause  would 
prevail.  He  was  hopeful  that  there  might  be  a  defection  in 
the  enemy’s  army,  and  that  many  would  declare  for  him. 
He  was  so  very  bent  on  putting  all  to  the  risk,  that  the 
Duke  of  Perth  was  for  it,  since  his  Royal  Highness  was.  At 
last  he  proposed  going  to  Wales  instead  of  returning  to 
Carlisle ;  but  every  other  officer  declared  his  opinion  for  a 
retreat.  These  are  nearly  the  words  of  Lord  George  Murray. 
We  are^  elsewhere  told  that  the  Prince  condescended  to  use 
entreaties  to  induce  his  adherents  to  alter  their  resolution. 
“Rather  than  go  back”,  he  said,  “I  would  vrish  to  be  twenty 
feet  under  ground  !  ”  His  chagrin,  when  he  found  his  coun¬ 
cillors  obdurate,  was  beyond  all  bounds.  The  council  broke 
up,  on  the  understanding  that  the  retreat  was  to  commence 
next  morning ;  Lord  George  volunteering  to  take  the  place 
of  honour  in  the  rear,  provided  only  that  he  should  not  be 
troubled  with  the  baggage.’ 

This  resolution  was  received  by  the  army  with  marks  of 
unequivocal  vexation.  Retreat,  in  their  estimation,  was 
little  less  than  overthrow ;  and  it  was  most  galling  to  find 
that,  after  all  their  labours,  hazards,  and  toils,  they  were 
doomed  to  disappointment  at  the  very  moment  when  the 
prize  seemed  ready  for  their  grasp.  That  the  movement 
was  an  injudicious  one  is,  I  think,  obvious.  We  are  told, 
upon  good  authority,  ‘  that  the  very  boldness  of  the  Prince’s 
onward  movement,  especially  taken  into  connection  with 
the  expected  descent  from  Prance,  had  at  length  disposed 
the  English  Jacobites  to  come  out ;  and  many  were  just  on 
the  point  of  declaring  themselves,  and  marching  to  join  Ms 
army,  when  the  retreat  from  Derby  was  determined  on. 
A  Mr.  Barry  arrived  in  Derby  two  days  after  the  Prince  left 
it,  with  a  message  from  Sir  Watkin  William  Wynne^  and 
Lord  Barrymore,  to  assure  him,  in  the  names  of  many  friends 
of  the  cause,  that  they  were  ready  to  join  Mm  in  what 
manner  he  pleased,  either  in  the  capital,  or  every  one  to  rise 
in  his  own  country.^  I  have  likewise  been  assured  that 
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many  of  the  Welsh  gentry  had  actually  left  their  homes,  and 
were  on  the  way  to  join  Charles,  when  intelligence  of  his 
retreat  at  once  sent  them  all  back  peaceably,  convinced  that 
it  was  now  too  late  to  contribute  their  assistance.  These 
men;  from  the  power  they^  had  over  their  tenantry,  could 
have  added  materially  to  his  military  force.  In  fact,  from 
all  that  appears,  we  must  conclude  that  the  insurgents  had 
a  very  considerable  chance  of  success  from  an  onward  move¬ 
ment — also,  no  doubt,  a  chance  of  destruction,  and  yet  not 
worse  than  what  ultimately  befell  many  of  them ;  while 
a  retreat  broke  in  amoment  the  spellwhich  their  gallantry  had 
conjured  up,  and  gave  the  enemy  a  great  advantage  over  them.'' 

One  victory  more  was  accorded  to  Prince  Charles,  before 
his  final  overthrow.  ^  After  successfully  conducting  his  retreat 
to  Scotland,  occupying  Glasgow,  and  strengthening  his  army 
by  the  accession  of  new  recruits,  he  gave  battle  to  the  royal 
forces  under  General  Hawley  at  Falkirk,  and,  as  at  Preston 
drove^  them  from  the  field.  The  parties  were  on  this 
occasion  fairly  matched,  there  being  about  eight  thousand 
men  ^gaged  on  either  side.  The  action  was  short;  and, 
though  not  so  decisive  as  the  former  one,  gave  great  com 
hdence  to  the  insurgents.  It  has  been  thus  picturesquely 
portrayed  by  the  historian  of  the  enterprise : — ‘  Some  in- 
dividuals,  who  beheld  the  battle  from  the  steeple  of  Falkirk, 
used  to  describe  its  ^  main  events  as  occupying  a  surprisingly 
brief  space  of  time.  They  first  saw  the  English  army  enter 
the  misty  and  storm-covered  muir  at  the  top  of  the  hill ;  then 
saw  the  dull  atmosphere  thickened  by  a  fast-rolling  smoke, 
and  heard  the  pealing  sounds  of  the  discharge ;  immediately 
alter,  they  beheld  the  discomfited  troops  burst  wildly  from 
the  cloud  in  which  they  had  been  involved,  and  rush  in 
lar-spread  disorder  over  the  face  of  the  hill.  From  the 
commencement  to- what  they  styled  “  the  hreah  of  the  battle”, 
mere  did  not  intervene  more  than  ten  minutes— so  soon 
may  an  efficient  body  of  men  become,  by  one  transient 
cowardice,  a  feeble  and  contemptible  rabble. 

Ihe  rout  would  have  been  total,  but  for  the  three  out- 
lianking  regiments.  These  not  having  been  opposed  by  any 
ol  the  clans,  having  a  ravine  in  front,  and  deriving  some 
support  from  a  small  body  of  dragoons,  stood  their  ground 
command  of  General  Huske  and  Brigadier  Ohol- 
mondiej.  When  the  Highlanders  went  past  in  pursuit,  they 
received  a  volley  from  this  part  of  the  English  Lmy,  which 
brought  them  to  a  pause,  and  caused  them  to  draw  back  to 
then  former  ground,  their  impression  being  that  some  ambus¬ 
cade  was  intended.  This  saved  the  English  army  from 
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and  the  pickets,  with  some  others  on  the  other  wing,  that 
General  Huske  drew  off  his  party,  which  he  did  in  good  order,’ 

The  seat  of  war  was  now  removed  to  the  North.  The 
month  of  April  1746  found  Prince  Charles  in  possession  of 
Inverness  with  an  army  sorely  dwindled  in  numbers,  and  in 
great  want  of  necessaries  and  provisions.  Many  of  the 
Highlanders  had  retired  for  the  winter  to  their  native  glens, 
and  had  not  yet  rejoined  the  standard.  The  Duke  of 
Cumberland,  who  now  commanded  the  English  army,  with 
a  reputation  not  diminished  by  the  unfortunate  issue  of 
Pontenoy,  was  at  the  head  of  a  large  body  of  tried  and 
disciplined  troops,  in  tbe  best  condition,  and  supported  by 
the  powerful  arm  of  artillery. 

_  He^  effected  the  passage  of  the  Spey,  a  large  and  rapid 
river  which  intersects  the  Highlands,  without  encountering 
an^  opposition,  and  on  the  15th  of  the  month  had  arrived  at 
Nairn,  about  nine  miles  distant  from  the  position  occupied 
by  his  kinsman  and  opponent.  His  superiority  in  point  of 
strength  was  so  great  that  the  boldest  of  the  insurgent  chiefs 
hesitated  as  to  the  policy  of  giving  immediate  battle ;  and 
nothing  but  the  desire  of  covering  Inverness  prevented  the 
council  from  recommending  ^  a  further  retreat  into  the  moun¬ 
tains,  where  they  could  not  have  been  easily  followed,  and 
where  they  were  certain  to  have  met  with  reinforcements. 
As  to  the  Prince,  his  confidence  in  the  prowess  of  the  High- 
l^ders  was  so  unbounded,  that,  even  with  such  odds  against 
him,  he  would  not  listen  to  a  proposal  for  delay. 

There  yet  remained,  says  Mr.  Chambers,  before  playing 
the  great  stake  of  a  pitched  battle,  one  chp;nce  of  success, 
by  the  irregular  mode  of  warfare  to  which  the  army  was 
accustomed;  and  Charles  resolved  to  put  it  to  trial.  This 
was  a  night-attack  upon  the  camp  of  the  Duke  of  Cumberland. 
He  rightly  argued,  that  if  his  men  could  approach  without 
being  discovered,  and  make  a  simultaneous  attack  in  more 
than  one  place,  the  royal  forces,  then  probably  either  en¬ 
gaged  in  drinking,  their  commander’s  health  (the  15th 
happened  to  be  the  anniversary  of  the  Duke’s  birthday,  and 
was  celebrated  as  such  by  his  army),  or  sleeping  off  the 
effects  of  the  debauch,  must  be  completely  surprised  and  cut 
to  pieces,  or  at  least  effectually  routed.  The  time  appointed 
for  setting  out  upon  the  march  was  eight  in  the  evening, 
when  daylight  should  have  completely  disappeared ;  and,  in 
the  mean  time,  great  pains  were  taken  to  conceal  the  secret 
from  the  army. 

This  resolution  was  entered  into  at  three  in  the  afternoon, 
and  orders  were  given  to  collect  the  men  who  had  gone  off 
in  search  of  provisions.  The  officers  dispersed  themselves  to 
Inverness  and  other  places,  and  besought  the  stragglers  to 
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repair  to  the  muir.  But,  under  the  influence  of  hunger, 
they  told  their  commanders  to  shoot  them  if  they  pleased, 
rather  than  compel  them  to  starve  any  longer.  Charles  had 
previously  declared,  with  his  characteristic  fervour,  that 
though  only  a  thousand  of  his  men  should  accompany  him, 
he  would  lead  them  on  to  the  attack ;  and  he  was  not  now 
intimidated  when  he  saw  twice  that  number  ready  to  assist 
in  the  enterprise ;  though  some  of  his  office  rs  would  willingly 
have  made  this  deficiency  of  troops  an  excuse  for  abandoning 
what  they  esteemed  at  best  a  hazardous  expedition.  Having 
given  out  for  watchword  the  name  of  his  father,  he  embraced 
Lord  George  Murray,  who  was  to  command  the  foremost 
column,  and,  putting  himself  at  the  head  of  that  which 
followed,  gave  the  order  to  march. 

The  attempt  proved  peculiarly  unfortunate,  and  from  the 
fatigue  which  it  occasioned  to  the  Highlanders,  contributed 
in  a  great  degree  towards  the  disaster  of  the  following  day. 
The  night  chanced  to  be  uncommonly  dark,  and  as  it  was 
well  known  that  Cumberland  had  stationed  spies  on  the 
principal  roads,  it  became  necessary  to  select  a  devious 
route,  in  order  to  effect  a  surprise.  The  columns,  proceeding 
over  broken  and  in-egular  ground,  soon  became  scattered 
and  dislocated ;  no  exertions  of  the  officers  could  keep  the 
men  together,  so  that  Lord  George  Murray  at  two  o’clock 
found  that  he  was  still  distant  three  miles  from  the  hostile 
camp,  and  that  there  were  no  hopes  of  commencing  the 
attack  before  the  break  of  day,  when  they  would  be  open  to 
the  observation  of  the  enemy.  Under  these  circumstances 
a  retreat  was  commenced ;  and  the  scheme,  which  at  one  time 
seemed  tohold  out  every  probability  of  success,  wasabandoned. 

‘  The  Highlanders  returned,  fatigued  and  disconsolate,  to 
their  former  position,  about  seven  in  the  morning,  when 
they  immediately  addressed  themselves  to  sleep,  or  went 
away  in  search  of  provisions.  So  scarce  was  food  at  this 
critical  juncture,  that  the  Prince  himself,  on  retiring  to 
Culloden  House,  could  obtain  no  better  refreshment  than  a 
little  bread  and  whisky.  He  felt  the  utmost  anxiety  regard¬ 
ing  his  men,  among  whom  the  pangs  of  hunger,  upon  bodies 
exhausted  by  fatigue,  must  have  been  worMng  effects  most 
unpromising  to  his  success;  and  he  gave  orders,  before  seek« 
ing  any  repose,  that  the  whole  country  should  now  be 
mercilessly  ransacked  for  the  means  of  refreshment.  His 
orders  were  not  without  effect.'  Considerable  supplies  were 
procured,  and^ subjected  to  the  cook’s  art  at  Inverness;  but 
the  poor  famished  clansmen  were  destined  never  to  taste 
these  provisions,  the  hour  of  battle  arriving  before  they  were 
-prepared.’ 

About  eleven  in  the  forenoon,  the  troops  of  Cumberland 
were  observed  upon  the  eastern  extremity  of  the  wide  muir 
of  Culloden,  and  preparations  were  instantly  made  for  the 
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comiag  battle.  Tbe  army  bad  been  strengthened  that 
morning  by  the  arrival  of  the  Keppoch  Macdonalds  and  a 
party  of  the  Frasers ;  butj  even  with  these  reinforcements, 
the  whole  available  force  which  the  Prince  could  muster  was 
about  five  thousand  men,  to  oppose  at  fearful  odds  an  enemy 
twice  as  numerous,  and  heavily  supported  by  artiilerv. 
Fortune  on  this  day  seemed  to  have  deserted  the  Prince 
altogether.  In  drawing  out  the  line  of  battle,  a  most 
unlucky  arrangement  was  made  by  O’Sullivan,  who  acted  as 
adjutant,  whereby  the  Macdonald  regiments  were  removed 
from  the  right  wing— the  place  which  the  great  Clan  Coilad 
has  been  privileged  to  hold  in  Scottish  array  ever  since  the 
auspicious  battle  of  Bannockburn.  To  those  who  are  not 
acquainted  with  the  peculiar  temper  and  spirit  of  the  High¬ 
landers,  and  their  punctilio  upon  points  of  honour  and  prece¬ 
dence,  the  question  of  arrangement  will  naturally  appear 
a  matter  of  little  importance.  But  it  was  not  so  felt  by  the 
Macdonalds,  who  considered  their  change  of  position  as  a 
positive  degradation,  and  who  further  looked  upon  it  as  an 
evil  omen^to  the  success  of  the  battle.  The  results  of  this 
mistake  will  be  noticed  ^  immediately. 

Just  before^  the  commencement  of  the  action,  the  weather, 
'which  had  hitherto  been  fair  and  sunny,  became  overcast, 
and  a  heavy  blast  of  rain  and  sleet  beat  directly  in  the  faces 
of  the  Highlanders.  The  English  artillery  then  began  to 
play  upon  them,  and,  being  admirably  served,  every  discbarge 
told  with  fearful  effect  upon  the  ranks.  The  chief  object  of 
either^ party  at  the  battle  of  Culloden  seems  to  have  been  to 
force  its  opponent  to  leave  his  position,  and  to  commence 
the  attack.  Cumberland,  finding  that  Ms  artillery  was 
doing  such  execution,  had  no  occasion  to  move;  and  Charles 
appears^  to  have  committed  a  great  error  in  abandoning  a 
mode  of  warfare  which  was  peculiarly  suited  for  his  troops, 
and  which  on  two  previous  occasions  had  proved  eminently 
successful.  Had  he  at  once  ordered  a  general  charge,  and 
attempted  to  silence  the  guns,  the  issue  of  the  day  might 
have  been  otherwise ;  but  his  unfortunate  star  prevailed. 

*  It  was  not  says  Mr.  Chambers,  ‘  till  the  cannonade  had 
continued  nearly  half  an  hour,  and  the  Highlanders  had 
seen  many  of  their  kindred  stretched  upon  the  heath,  that 
Charles  at  last  gave  way  to  the  necessity  of  ordering  a 
charge.  The  aide-de-camp  intrusted  to  carry  Ms  message  to 
the  lieutenant-general— a  youth  of  the  name  of  Maclachlan 
-ywas  killed  by  a  cannon-ball  before  he  reached  the  first 
line ;  hut  the  general  sentiment  of  the  army,  as  reported  to 
Lord  George  Murray,  supplied  the  want,  and  that  general 
took  it  ^  upon  him  to  order  an  attack  without  Charles’s 
permission  having  been  communicated. 
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‘Lord  G-eorge  had  scarcely  determined  upon  ordering 
a  general  movement,  when  the  Macintoshes,  a  brave  and 
devoted  clan,  though  not  before  engaged  in  action,  unable 
any  longer  to  brook  the  unavenged  slaughter  made  by  the 
cannon,  broke  from  the  centre  of  the  line,  and  rushed  for¬ 
ward  through  smoke  and  snow  to  mingle  with  the  enemy„ 
The  Athole  men,  Camerons,  Stuarts,  Frasers,  and  Macleans, 
also  went  on ;  Lord  George  Murray  heading  them  with  that 
rash  bravery  befitting  the  commander  of  such  forces.  Thus, 
in  the  course  of  one  or  two  minutes,  the  charge  was  general 
along  the  whole  line,  except  at  the  left  extremity,  where 
the  Macdonalds,  dissatisfied  with  their  position,  hesitated  to 
engage. 

‘  The  action  and  event  of  the  onset  were,  throughout,  quite 
as  dreadful  as  the  mental  emotion  which  urged  it.  Notwith¬ 
standing  that  the  three  files  of  the  front  line  of  English 
poured  forth  their  incessant  fire  of  musketry— notwith¬ 
standing  that  the  cannon,  now  loaded  with  grape-shot,  swept 
the  field  as  with  a  hail-storm — notwithstanding  the  flank 
fire  of  Wolfe’s  regiment-onward,  onward  went  the  headlong 
Highlanders,  flinging  themselves  into,  rather  than  rushing 
upon,  the  lines  of  the  enemy,  which,  indeed,  they  did  not 
see  for  smoke,  till  involved  among  the  weapons.  All  that 
courage,  all  that  despair  could  do,  was  done.  It  was  a  moment 
of  dreadful  and  agonising  suspense,  but  only  a  moment 
—for  the  whirlwind  does  not  reap  the  forest  with  greater 
rapidity  than  the  Highlanders  cleared  the  lin6.  Nevertheless 
almost  every  man  in  their  front  rank,  chief  and  gentleman, 
fell  before  the  deadly  weapons  which  they  had  braved :  and 
although  the  enemy  gave  way,  it  was  not  till  every  bayonet 
was  bent  and  bloody  with  the  strife. 

‘When  the  first  line  had  thus  been  swept  aside,  the 
assailants  continued  their  impetuous  advance  till  they  came 
near  the  second,  when,  being  almost  annihilated  by  a  profuse 
and  well-directed  fire,  the  shattered  remains  of  what  had 
been  before  a  numerous  and  confident  force  began  to  give 
way._  Still  a  few  rushed  on,  resolved  rather  to  die  than 
forfeit  their  well-acquired  and  dearly-estimated  honour. 
They  rushed  on ;  but  not  a  man  ever  came  in  contact  with 
the  enemy.  The  last  survivor  perished  as  he  reached  the 
points  of  the  bayonets.’ 

Some  idea  of  the  determination  displayed  by  the  High¬ 
landers  in  this  terrific  charge  may  be  gathered  from  the 
fact  that,  in  one  part  of  the  field,  their  bodies  were  after¬ 
wards  found  in  layers  of  three  and  four  deep.  The  slaughter 
was  fearful,  for,  out  of  the  five  regiments  which  charged  the 
English,  almost  all  the  leaders  and  men  in  the  front  rank 
were  killed.  Sp  shaken  was  the  English  line,  that,  had  the 
Macdonald  regiments,  well  known  to  yield  in  valour  to  none 
of  the  clans,  come  up,  the  fortune  of  the  day  might  have  been 
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“t  SScoi.St  ^“1“-'  “1 

upon  their  name,  they  bore  the  fire  of  the 

without  fiinching,  and  gave  wav  to  tLir  .7 

the  heather  withiheir  sCrdl  ^In  vain  tWi® 

of  clanship  prevailed.  ‘My  God!’  cried  w77/“ 
Keppoch,  ‘  has  it  come  to  thisfthat  the  chill-e^  of  mw  'k^ 

have  forsaken  me  I  and  he  rnslipd  farwnvri  ^  i 

k,nd  th,  d„oK»  ot  JSuSS;  *5 

With  bullets.  ’  pierced 


with  bullets, 


The  Lowland  and  foreign  troops  which  formerl  flio  =,  i 

'S  =  b'Stle Se  »°' 

kU iSdbi  wtS”* ■>’“  ““  '‘»S«a“o«  ttb? 


his  immediate  body-guard.  ^  irom  it  by 

Such  was  the  last  battle,  tb a  result  nf 

been  fought  on  British  soil  Those  who  werl'd^elS^ha^" 
acquired  as  much  glory  from  it  as  the  conquero^-and  e^J® 
more,  for  never  was  a  conmipst  «!nllia/q  i  ^ 

deliberate  cruelty  as  were  peipetrated^upJn^thA 
of  the  battle  of  Culloden.  it  is  not,  Wver  tht 
the  present  paper  to  recount  these  or  oliject  of 

history  andi  hairbreadth  escapes  of  thePrince  wMstS*'® 
mg  on  the  mainland  and  through  the  Hebrides  f 

a  reward  of  thirty  thousand  pounds  (an  immense  sS“^r 
the  period)  was  set  upon  his  head-although  hfr  secJlTi 
known  to  hundreds  of  persons  in  eveiw  waif  of  Hfc  t  a* 
to  the  beggar  and  the  outlaw-not  o^eXmS’to  bp®7®“ 
him.  Not  one  of  all  his  followers,  in  the  midst  of  the  ^ 
which  overtook  them,  regretted  having  drawn  th?sw?rd®^ 
his  cause,  or  would  not  again  have  gladly  imnerllWI  tt  “ 
lives  for  the  sake  of  their  beloved  Chevalie?^  ‘ 
says  Lord  Mahon,  ‘but  not  with  him  Srted  1,^  ’ 

brance  from  the  Highlanders.  For  years^^d  years  dU  M* 
name  continue  enshrined  in  their  hearts  and  f^rniw^o 
their  tongues,  their  plaintive  ditties  resounding  with  hk 
exploits  and  mvitang  bis  return  Ao-ain  ®  ^ 
they  declare  themselves  ready  to  risk  life  frrtane’for 
his  cause  ;  and  even  maternal  fondness-the  stron^o.?  “ 

the  honours  due  to  one  who,  though  unfortunate,  3  2^ 
hibited  a  heroism  rarely  equalled  and  never  sn,7;.  j 
gradually  he  was  neglected  and  slighted,  as  one  of  a  CSd 
and  unhappy  race,  whom  no  human  exertion  could 
elevate  to. their  former  seat  of  power;  and  finally,  when  1^ 
^and]orlS49i  ^ 
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presence  in  France  became  an  obstacle  to  the  conclusion  of 
peace,  he  was  violently  arrested  and  conveyed  out  of  the 
kinedom  There  can  be  little  doubt  that  continued  mis¬ 
fortune  and  disappointment  had  begun  very  early  to  impair 
his  noble  mind.  For  long  periods  he  was  a  wandeier,  lost 
sif'ht  of  by  his  friends,  and  even  by  his  father  and  brother. 
There  are  fragments  of  his  writing  extant  which  show  how 
poi-nantly  he  felt  the  cruelty  of  his  fortune  ‘De  vivre  et 
pas°vivi-e  est  beauooup  plus  que  de  inounr.  And  again, 
writing  to  his  father's  secretary,  eight  years  after  Culloden 
lie  says:  ‘I  am  grieved  that  our  master  should  tlimk  that 
my  silence  was  either  neglect  or  want  of  duty ;  in 

reality,  my  situation  is  such  that  I  have  nothing  to  sa}’’  but 
imprecations  against  the  fatality  of  being  born  in  such 
a  detestable  age.’  An  unhappy  and  uncongenial  mamap 
tended  still  more  to  embitter  his  existence ;  and  if  at  last  he 
yielded  to  frailties  which  inevitably  ensure  degradation,  it 
must  beremembered  that  his  lothadheenone  to  which  fewmen 
have  ever  been  exposed,  and  the  magnitude  of  his  suiiermgs 
may  fairly  be  admitted  as  some  palliation  for  bis  weakness. 

To  the  last,  his  heart  was  with  Scotland.  The  following 
anecdote  was  related  by  his  brother.  Cardinal  York,  to 
Bishop  Walker,  the  late  Primus  of  the  Episcopal  Church  of 
Scotland ‘  Mr.  Greathead,  a  personal  fnmd  of  Mr.  Eox, 
succeeded,  when  at  Rome  in  1782  or  1783,  m  obtaining  an 
interview  with  Charles  Edward ;  and,  being  alone  with  him 
for  some  time,  studiously  led  the  conversation  to  his  enter¬ 
prise  in  Scotland,  and  to  the  occurrences  which  succeeded 
the  failure  of  that  attempt.  The  Prince  inanifested  some 
reluctance  to  enter  upon  these  topics,  appearing  at  the  same 
time  to  undergo  so  much  mental  suffering,  that  his  guest 
reo-retted  the  freedom  he  had  used  in  calling  up  the  remem¬ 
brance  of  his  misfortunes.  At  length,  however,  the  Prince 
seemed  to  shake  off  the  load  which  oppressed  him  ;  ej© 
brightened,  his  face  assumed  unwonted^  animation,  and  he 
entered  upon  the  narrative  of  his  Scottish  campaigns  with 
a  distinct  but  somewhat  vehement  energy  ot  manner 
recounted  his  marches,  his  battles,  bis  victories,  his  retreats, 
and  his  defeats — detailed  his  hairbreadth  escapes  in.  me 
Western  Isles,  the  inviolable  and  devoted  attachment  of  his 
Highland  friends,  and  at  length  proceeded  to  allude  to  the 
terrible  penalties  with  which  the  chiefs  among  them  had 
been  visited.  But  here  the  tide  of  emotion  rose  too  high  to 
allow  him  to  go  on — his  voice  faltered,  his  eyes  became 
fixed,  and  he  fell  convulsed  on  the  floor.  The  noise  brought 
into  his  room  his  daughter,  the  Duchess  of  Albany,  who 
happened  to  be  in  an  adjoining  apartment.  Sir  ”,  she  ex¬ 
claimed, ‘what  is  this?  You  have  been  speaking  to  my 
father  about  Scotland  and  the  Highlanders  !  No  one  dares 
to  mention  those  subjects  in  his  presence.”  ’ 
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He  died  on  tlie  SOth  of  January  1788,  in  tlie  arms  of  tlie 
Master  of  Nairn.  The  monoment  erected  to  him,  his  father, 
and  brother,  in  St.  Peter’s,  by  desire  of  George  IV,  was  per¬ 
haps  the  most  graceful  tribute  ever  paid  by  royalty  to  mis¬ 
fortune— Regio  CINERI  PlETAS  PtEGIA, 


CHARLES  EDWARD  AT  VERSAILLES 

ON  THE  ANNIVERSARY  OF  CULLODEN 

[_Blacknmd's  Magazine,  July  1843^] 

Take  away  that  star  and  garter— 

Hide  them  from  my  aching  sight! 

Neither  king  nor  prince  shall  tempt  me 
From  my  lonely  room  this  night. 

Fitting  for  the  throneless  exEe 
Is  the  atmosphere  of  pall, 

And  the  gusty  winds  that  shiyer 
’Neath  the  tapestry  on  the  wall; 

When  the  taper  faintly  dwindles 
Like  the  pulse  within  the  ,  vein, 

That  to  gay  and  merry  measure 
Ne’er  may  hope  to  bound  again. 

Let  the  shadows  gather  round  me 
While  T  sit  in  silence  here, 

Broken-hearted,  as  an  orphan^ 

Watching  by  his  father’s  hier. 

Let  me  hold  my  still  communion 
Far  from  every  earthly  sound — 

Bay  of  penance — day  of  passion — 

Ever,  as  the  year  comes  round :  20 

Fatal  day  I  whereon  the  latest 
Bie  was  cast  for  me  and  mine — 

Cruel  day,  that  quelled  the  fortunes 
Of  the  hapless  Stuart  Mne! 

Phantom-like,  as  in  a  mirror. 

Rise  the  griesly  scenes  of  Death— 

There  before  me  in  its  wildness, . 

Stretches  bare  Culloden’s  heath: 

There  the  broken  clans  are  scattered, 

G-aunt  as  wmlves,  and  famine-eyed,  30 

Hunger  gnawing  at  their  vitals, 

Hope  abandoned,  all  but  pride— 

1  Neither  the  prose  preface  nor  the  notes  appeared  in  ‘  Blackwood  \ 

2  aching]  loathing  ^  Blackwood* 
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pride—and  that  supreme  devotion 
Which  the  Southron  never  kneWj 
And  the  hatred,  deeply  rankling, 

’0-ainst  the  Hanoverian  crew. 

Oh.  my  God  1  are  these  the  remnants, 

These  the  weeks  of  the  array, 

That  around  the  royal  standard 
Gathered  on  the  glorious  day,  40 

When,  in  deep  Glenfinnan’s  valley, 

Thousands  on  their  bended  knees 
Saw  once  more  that  stately  ensign 
Waving  in  the  northern  breeze ! 

When  the  noble  Tullibardine 
Stood  beneath  its  weltering  fold, 

With  the  Euddy  Lion  ramping 
In  its  field  of  tressured  gold ! 

When  the  mighty  heart  of  Scotland, 

All  too  big  to  slumber  more,  50 

Burst  in  wrath  and  exultation 
Like  a  huge  volcano h  roar  1 
There  they  stand,  the  battered  columns, 
Underneath  the  murky  sky, 

In  the  hush  of  desperation, 

Not  to  conquer,  but  to  die. 

Hark  1  the  bagpipe’s  fitful  wailing : 

Not  the  pibroch  loud  and  shrill, 

That,  with  hope  of  bloody  banquet, 

Lured^  the  ravens  from  the  hill—  60 

both  low  and  solemn, 

Pit  for  ears  of  dying  men, 

Marshalled  for  their  latest  battle, 

Never  more  to  fight  again. 

Madness— madness !  Why  this  shrinking? 

Were  we  less  inured  to  war 
W^en  our  reapers  swept  the  harvest 
Prom  the  field  of  red  Dunbar? 

horse,  and  blow  the  trumpet! 

Call  the  riders  of  Pi tz- James  :  70 

Let  Lord  Lewis  head  the  column ! 

Valiant  chiefs  of  mighty  names— 

Trusty  Keppoch !  stout  Glengarry  I 
Gallant  Gordon !  wise  Locheilll 
Bid  the  clansmen  hold  together, 

Past  and  fell,  and  firm  as  steel. 


41  Glenfinnan’s]  Glenfinnart’s  ‘  43  ©nsienl 
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so  gloomr— 

Wnat  avails  a  saddened  brow‘d 

need  it  sorely, 

JNever  iialf  so  mucb  as  now, 

"^TT  ^  tbousand  troopers, 

wfntf  -D  ®  thousand  more !' 

R^le  Perth,  I  he^  them  coming! 
r  u‘  English  cannons’  roar. 

11  a-vrtul  sounds  that  volley. 

Wal  iT?£.+ Vn ^1®  and  rain! 

was  not  tnat  the  Highland  sloaran‘> 

^et  me  hear  that  shout  again"! 

eyes  to  witness 

How  the  deaerate  battle  goes! 
Cumberland  !  I  would  not  flar  thee, 

Q^V?i  Camerons  see  their  foes- 

bound,  I  say  the  charge  at  venture— 

Ijs  not  naked  steel  we  fear: 

Pei'isti  in  the  mdee 
liian  be  shot  like  driven  deer! 

®  begins  to  scatter  I 
A  asunder, 

And  the  cloudy  bastion  crumbles 

deafening  thunder. 
iJ^re  I  see  the  scarlet  gleaming  I 
JNow,  Macdonald,— now  or  never!— 

IS  me  the  clans  are  broken! 
f  ather,  thou  art  lost  for  ever  I 
Cinef  and  vassal,  lord  and  yeoman, 

Ihere  they  he  in  heaps  together, 
deadly  volley, 

A  T?  ^i<^<^<i.npon  the  heather; 

iina  the  Hanoverian  horsemen, 
riding  to  and  fro, 

iJeal  their  murderous  strokes  at  random. - 

Ah,  my  God!  where  am  I  now? 
li^ll  that  baleful  vision  never 
Vanish  from  my  aching  sight? 

M^t  those  scenes  and  sounds  of  terror 
Haunt  me  still  by  day  and  night? 

hath  no  oblivion 
i?or  the  noblest  chance  it  gave, 
sp-ve  in  its  latest  refuge — 
oeek  it  only  in  the  grave ! 

Love  niay^die,  and  hatred  slumber. 

A.na  their  memory  will  decay, 

"Watered  garden  recks  not 
Ot  the  drought  of  yesterday  j 
-99  bastion]  battery  ^  Blackxaood^ 
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But  the  dream  of  power  once  broken, 
What  shall  give  repose  again  ?  _ 

What  shall  charm  the  serpent-furies 
Coiled  around  the  maddening  torn 
What  kind  draught  can  nature  ^otter 
Strong  enongli  to  lull  tnoir  sting . 

Better  to  he  born  a  peasant 
Than  to  live  an  exiled  king ; 

Oh,  these  years  of  bitter  anguish  I— 

What  is  life^to  such  as  me, 

With  my  very  heart  as  palsied 
As  a  wasted  cripple’s  knee  ! 
Suppliant-like  for  alms  dependmg 
On  a  false  and  foreign  court; 

Jostled  by  the  flouting  nobles, 

Half  their  pity,  half  their  sport, 

Forced  to  hold  a  place  in  pageant 
Like  a  royal  prize  of  war. 

Walking  with  dejected  features 
Close  behind  his  victor’s  car ; 

Styled  an  equal— deemed  a  servant— 

Fed  with  hopes  of  future  gain : 

Worse  by  far  is  fancied  freedom  _  ^ 

Than  the  captive’s  clanking  chain ! 
Could  I  change  this  gilded  bondage 
Even  for  the  dusky  tower. 

Whence  King  James  beheld  his  lady 
Sitting  in  the  castle  bower ; 

Birds  around  her  sweetly  singing. 
Fluttering  on  the  kindled  spray, 

And  the  comely  garden  glowing 
In  the  light  of  rosy  May. 

Love  descended  to  the  window- 
XjOVB  removed  tlie  bolt  and  bar  ■ 

Love  was  warder  to  the  lovers 
From  the  dawn  to  even-star. 

Wherefore,  Love !  didst  thou  betray  me  t 
Where  is  now  the  tender  glance— 
Where  the  meaning  looks  once  lavished 
By  the  dark-eyed  Maid  of  France? 
Where  the  words  of  hope  she  whispered, 
When  around  my  neck  she  threw 
That  same  scarf  of  broidered  tissue, 

Bade  me  wear  it  and  be  true — 

Bade  me  send  it  as  a  token 
When  my  banner  waved  once  more 
On  the  castled  Keep  of  London, 

Where  my  fathers’  waved  before? 
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Aii,d  I  went  and  did  not  conquer — 

But  I  brought  it  back  again — 

Brought  it  back  from  storm  and  battle— 

Brought  it  back  without  a  stain ; 

And  once  more  I  knelt  before  herj 
And  I  laid  it  at  her  feet, 

Sa^ng,  ‘Wilt  thou  own  it,  Princess? 

There  at  least  is  no  defeat !  ’  tSo 

Scornfully  she  looked  upon  me 
With  a  measured  eye  and  cold — 

Scornfully  she  viewed  the  token, 

Though  ^er  fingers  wiuught  the  gold ; 

And  she  answered,  faintly  flushing, 

‘Hast  thou  kept  it,  then,  so  long? 

Worthy  matter  for  a,,  minstrel 
To  be  told  in  knmhtly  song! 

Worthy  of  a  bold  Provencal, 

Pacing  o’er  the  peaceful  plain,  190 

Singing^of  his  lady’s  favour, 

Boasting  of  her  silken  chain — 

Yet  scarce  worthy  of  a  warrior 
Sent  to  wrestle  for  a  crown ! 

Is  this  all  that  thou  hast  brought  me 
Prom  thy  fields  of  high  renown  ? 

Is  this  all  the  trophy  carried 
From  the  lands  where  thou  hast  been? 

It  was  broidered  by  a  Princess — 

Ganst  thou  give  it  to  a  Queen?  -00 

Woman’s  love  is  wiit  in  water ! 

Woman’s  faith  is  traced  on  sand ! — 

Backwards — backwards  let  me  wander 
To  the  noble  northern  land : 

Let  me  feel  the  breezes  blowing 
'  Fresh  along  the  mountain-side  ! 

Let  me  see  the  purple  heather, 

Let  me  hear  the  thundering  tide, 

Be  it  hoarse  as  Corrievreckan 
Spouting  when  the  storm  is  high —  210 

Grive  me  but  one  hour  of  Scotland — 

Let  me  see  it  ere  I  die ! 

Oh  !  my  heart  is  sick  and  heavy — 

Southern  gales  are  not  for  me ; 

Though  the  glens  are  white  wdth  winter, 

Place  me  there  and  set  me  free. 

Give  me  back  my  trusty  comrades— 

Give  me  back  my  Highland  maid— 

176  without  a  stain]  without  stain  ,  *  Blackwood  ’  misprint 
190  o’er]  througli  *  Blackwood  1849  1849  ®  196  fields] 
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Kowliere  beats  the  heart  so  kindly 
As  beneath  the  tai-tan  plaid !  320 

Flora  I  when  thou  wert  beside  me, 

In  the  wilds  of  far  Kin  tail — 

When  the  cavern  gave  us  shelter^ 

From  the  blinding  sleet  and  hail— 

When  we  lurked  within  the  thicket, 

And,  beneath  the  waning  moon, 

Saw  the  sentry’s  bayonet  glimmer, 

Heard  him  chant  his  listless  tune — 

When  the  howling  storm  overtook  us, 

Drifting  down  the  island’s  lee,  230 

And  our  crazy  bark  was  whirling 
Like  a  nutshell  on  the  sea — 

When  the  nights  were  dark  and  dreary, 

And  amidst  the  fern  we  lay, 

Faint  and  foodless,  sore  with  travel, 

Waiting  for  the  streaks  of  day; 

When  thou  wert  an  angel  to  me, 

Watching  my  exhausted  sleep— 

Never  didst  thou  hear  me  murmur — 

Couldst  thou  see  how  now  I  weep!  240 

Bitter  tears  and  sobs  of  anguish, 

Unavailing  though  they  be. 

Oh !  the  brave — the  brave  and  noble— 

That  have  died  in  vain  foi:  me! 

KOTES  TO  'CHARLES  EDWARD  AT  VERSAILLES ^ 

Could  I  change  this  gilded  bondage 
Even  for  the  dusky  tower^ 

Whence  King  James  beheld  his  lady 
Sitting  in  the  castle  bower, — Lines  149-62. 

James  I  of  Scotland,  one  of  the  most  accomplished  kings 
that  ever  sat  upon  a  throne,  is  the  person  here  indicated.  His 
history  is  a  very  strange  and  romantic  one.  He  was  son  of 
Robert  III,  and  immediate  younger  brother  of  that  unhappy 
Duke  of  Rothesay  who  was  murdered  at  Falkland.  His  father, 
apprehensive  of  the  designs  and  treachery  of  Albany,  had 
determined  to  remove  him,  when  a  mere  boy,  for  a  season 
from  Scotland ;  and  as  France  was  then  considered  the  best 
school  for  the  education  of  one  so  important  from  his  high 
position,  it  was  resolved  to  send  him  thither,  under  the  care  of 
the  Earl  of  Orkney,  and  Fleming  of  Cumbernauld.  He  accoi*d- 
ingly  embarked  at  North  Berwick,  with  little  escort — as  there 
was  a  truce  for  the  time  between  England  and  Scotland,  and 
they  were  under  no  apprehension  of  meeting  with  any  vessels, 
save  those  of  the  former  nation.  Notwithstanding  this,  the 
ship  which  carried  the  Prince  was  captured  by  an  armed 
2S6  Waiting]  longing  ‘Blackwood^  (where  the  poem  is  printed 
in  long  lines)  244  That]  who  ‘  Blackwood  ^ 
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merchantman,  and  carried  to  London,  where  Henry  IV,^  the 
•osnrping  Bolingbroke,  utterly  regardless  of  treaties,  committed 
him  and  his  attendants  to  the  Tower. 

^  In  vain  %  says  Mr.  Tytler,  ^  did  the  guardians  of  the  young 
Prince  remonstrate  against  this  cruelty,  or  present  to  Henry 
a  letter  from  the  King  his  father,  which,  with  much  simplicity, 
recommended  him  to  the  kindness  of  the  English  monarch, 
should  he  find  it  necessary  to  land  in  his  dominions.  In  vain 
did  they  represent  that  the  mission  to  Prance  was  perfectly 
pacific,  and  its  only  object  the  education  of  the  Prince  at  the 
French  Court.  Henry  merely  answered  by  a  poor  witticism^ 
declaring  that  he  himself  knew  the  French  language  itnHffer- 
ently  well,  and  that  his  father  could  not  have  sent  him  to 
a  better  master.  So  flagrant  a  breach  of  the  law  of  nations,  as 
the  seizure  and  imprisonment  of  the  heir-apparent,  during  the 
time  of  truce,  would  have  called  for  the  most  violent  remon¬ 
strances  from  any  government  except  that  of  Albany.  But  to 
this  usurper  of  the  supreme  power,  the  capture  of  the  Prince 
was  the  most  grateful  event  which  could  have  happened ;  and 
to  detain  him  in  captivity  became,  from  this  moment,  one  of 
the  principal  objects  of  his  future  life  ;  we  are  not  to  wonder, 
then,  that  the  conduct  of  Henry  not  only  drew  forth  no  in¬ 
dignation  from  the  governor,  but  was  not  even  follo%ved  by  any 
request  that  the  Prince  should  be  set  at  liberty. 

‘The  aged  King,  already  w-orn  out  by  infirmity,  and  now 
broken  by  disappointment  and  sorrow,  did  not  long  survive  the 
captivity  of  his  son.  It  is  said  the  melancholy  news  were 
brought  him  as  he  was  sitting  down  to  supper  in  his  palace  of 
Rothesay  in  Bute,  and  that  the  effect  was  such  upon  his  affec¬ 
tionate  but  feeble  spirit,  that  he  drooped  from  that  day  forward, 
refused  all  sustenance,  and  died  soon  after  of  a  broken  heart.^ 

James  was  finally  incarcerated  in  Windsor  Castle,  where  he 
endured  an  imprisonment  of  nineteen  years.  Henry though 
he  had  not  hesitated  to  commit  a  heinous  breach  of  faith,  was 
not  so  cruel  as  to  neglect  the  education  of  his  captive.  The 
young  King  was  supplied  with  the  best  masters,  and  gradually 
became  an  adept  in  all  the  accomplishments  of  the  age.  H© 
is  a  singular  exception  from  the  rule  which  maintains  that 
monarchs  are  indifferent  authors.  As  a  poet,  he  is  entitled  to 
a  very  high  rank  indeed — being,  I  think,  in  point  of  sweetness 
and  melody  of  verse,  not  much  inferior  to  Chaucer.  From  the 
window  of  his  chamber  in  the  Tower,  he  had  often  seen  a  young 
lady,  of  great  beauty  and  grace,  walking  in  the  garden;  and 
the  admiration  which  at  once  possessed  him  soon  ripened  into 
love.  This  was  Lady  Jane  Beaufort,  daughter  of  the  Earl  of 
Somerset,  niece  of  Henry  IV,  and  who  afterwards  became 
his  queen.  How  he  loved  and  how  he  wooed  her  is  told  in  Ms 
own  beautiful  poem  of  ‘  The  King’s  Quhair  of  which  the 
following  are  a  few  stanzas 

How  there  was  made,  fast  by  the  towris  wall, 

A  gai-den  fair;  and  in  the  corners  set 
An  arbour  green,  with  wandis  long  and  small 
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Bailed  about,  and  so  with  trees  set 

Was  all  the  place,  and  hawthorn  hedges  knet^ 

That  lyf  was  none  walking  there  fortjye, 

That  might  vpithin  scarce  any  wight  espy. 

So  thick  the  bough  is  and  the  leavis  greene 
Beshaded  all  the  alleys  that  there  were, 

And  mids  of  every  arbour  might  be  seen 
The  Sharpe,  greene,  sweete  juniper, 

G-rowing  so  fair,  with  branches  here  and  there, 

That,  as  it  seemed  to  a  lyf  without, 

The  boughis  spread  the  arbour  all  about. 

And  on  the  smalle  greene  twistis  sat 
The  little  sweete  nightingale,  and  sung 
So  loud  and  clear  the  hyinnis  consecrat 
Of  lovis  use,  now  soft,  now  loud  among, 

That  all  the  gardens  and  the  wallis  rung 
Eight  of  their  song. 

And  therewith  cast  I  down  mine  eyes  again, 

Whereat  ^  I  saw,  walking  under  the  tower, 

Full  secretly,  now  comen  hei*e  to  plain, 

The  fairest  or  the  freshest  younge  flower 
That  e’er  I  saw,  methought,  before  that  hour; 

For  which  sudden  abate,  anon  astart 
The  blood  of  all  my  body  to  my  heart. 

And  though  I  stood  abasit  for  a  lite, 

Ko  wonder  was;  for  why?  my  wittis  all 
Were  so  o’ercome  with  pleasance  and  delight— 

Only  through  letting  of  my  eyen  fall — 

That  suddenly  my  heart  became  her  thrall 
For  ever  of  free  will,  for  of  menace 
There  was  no  token  in  her  sweete  face 

Wherefm'e,  Love  I  didst  thou  betray  me  ? 

Where  is  now  the  tender  glance — 

Where  the  meaning  looks  once  lavished 
By  the  dark-eyed  Maid  of  France? — Lines  lGl-4. 

There  appears  to  be  no  doubt  that  Prince  Charles  was  deeply 
attached  to  one  of  the  princesses  of  the  royal  family  of  France. 
In  the  interesting  collection  called  Jacobite  Memoirs^  compiled 
by  Mr.  Chambers  from  the  voluminous  MSS.  of  Bishop  Forbes, 
we  find  the  following  passage  from  the  narrative  of  Donald 
Macleod,  who  acted  as  a  guide  to  the  wanderer  whilst  traversing 
the  Hebrides ‘  When  Donald  was  asked,  if  ever  the  Prince 
used  to  give  any  particular  toast,  when  they  were  taking  a  cup 
of  cold  water,  or  the  like  ;  he  said  that  the  Prince  very  often 
drank  to  the  Black  Eye — by  which,  said  Donald,  he  meant  the 
second  daughter  of  France,  and  I  never  heard  him  name  any  ■ 
particular  health  but  that  alone.  When  he  spoke  of  that  lady 
—which  he  did  frequently— he  appeared  to  be  more  than 
ordinarily  well  pleased.’ 

^  Whereat]  Where  as  lSi9  ^ ,  18i9  ^ 
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The  ^  gentle  Locheill  ’  may  be  considered  as  tbe  pattern 
of  a  Higliland  Cliief.  Others  who  joined^  the  insniTection 
may  have  been  actuated  by  motives  of  personal  ambitioiij 
and  by  a  desire  for  aggrandisement ;  but  no  such  charge  can 
be  made  against  the  generous  and  devoted  Cameron.  He 
was,  as  we  have  already  seen,  the  first  who  attempted  to 
dissuade  the  Prince  from  embarking  in  an  enterprise  which 
he  conscientiously  believed  to  be  desperate ;  but,  having  failed 
in  doing  so,  he  nobly  stood  firm  to  the  cause  which  his 
conscience  vindicated  as  just,  and  cheerfully  imperilled  his 
life,  and  sacrificed  his  fortune,  for  the  sake  ^  of  Ms  master. 
There  was  no  one,  even  among  those  who  espoused  the  other 
side,  in  Scotland,  who  did  not  commiserate  the  misfortunes 
of  this  truly  excellent  man,  whose  humanity  was  not  less 
conspicuous  than  his  valour  throughout  the  civil  war,  and 
who  died  in  exile  of  a  broken  heart. 

Perhaps  the  best  type  of  the  Lowland  Cavalier  of  that 
period  may  be  found  in  the  person  of  Alexander  Forbes, 
Lord  Pitsligo,  a  nobleman  whose  conscientious  views  impelled 
him  to  take  a  different  side  from  that  adopted  by  the  greater 
part  of  his  house  and  name.  Lord  Forbes,  the  head  of  this 
very  ancient  and  honourable  family,  was  one  of  the  first 
Scottish  noblemen  who  declared  for  King  William.  Lord 
Pitsligo,  on  the  contrary,  who  had® been  educated  abroad, 
and  early  introduced  to  the  circle  at  St.  Germains,  conceived 
a  deep  personal  attachment  to  the  members  of  the  exiled 
line.  He  was  anything  but  an  enthusiast,  as  Ms  philo¬ 
sophical  and  religious  writings,  well  worthy  of  a  perusal, 
will  show.  He  was  the  intimate  friend  of  Penelon,  and 
throughout  his  whole  life  was  remarkable  rather  for  his 
piety  and  virtue  than  for  keenness  in  political  dispute. 

After  his  return  from  France,  Lord  Pitsligo  took  his  seat  in 
the  Scottish  Parliament,  and  his  parliamentary  career  has 
thus  been  characterised  by  a  former  writer.'^  ‘  Here  it  is  no 
discredit  either  to  his  head  or  heart  to  say,  that,  obliged  to 
become  a  member  of  one  of  the  contending  factions  of  the 
time,  he  adopted.,  that  which  had  for  its  object  the  in¬ 
dependence  of  Scotland,  and  restoration  of  the  ancient  race 
of  monarchs.  The  advantages  which  were  in  future  totalise 
from  the  great  measure  of  a  national  union  were  so  hidden 
by  the  mists  of  prejudice,  that  it  cannot  be  wondered  at  if 
Lord  Pitsligo,  like  many  a  high-spirited  man,  saw  nothing 
hut  disgrace  in  a  measure  forced  on  by  such  corrupt  means, 
^  joined]  headed  1849  1849'^  ^  for  the  sake]  at  the  bid¬ 
ding  1849  1849 ®  who  had]  having  1849 1849^  ^  See 

Blackwood’s  Magazine  for  May  1S29— Article,  *  Lord  Pitsligo*. 
[Author’s  foot-note] 
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and  calling  in  its  commencement  for  snch  mortifying  national 
sacrifices.  Tiie  English  nation,  indeed,  with  a  narrow,  yet 
not  unnatural  view  of  their  own  interest,  took  such  pains  to 
encumber  and  restrict  the  Scottish  commercial  privileges, 
that  it  was  not  till  the  best  part  of  a  century  after  the  event 
that  the  inestimable  fruits  of  the  treaty  began  to  be  felt  and 
known.  This  distant  period  Lord  Pitsligo  could  not  foresee. 
He  beheld  his  countrymen,  like  the  Israelites  of  yore,  led 
into  the  desert ;  but  his  merely  human  eye  could  not  foresee 
that,  after  the  extinction  of  a  whole  race— after  a  longer 
pilgrimage  than  that  of  the  followers  of  Moses — the  Scottish 
people  should  at  length  arrive  at  that  promised  land,  of 
which  the  favourers  of  the  Union  held  forth  so  gay  a  prospect. 

*  Looking  upon  the  Act  of  Settlement  of  the  Crown,  and 
the  Act  of  Abjuration,  as  unlawful,  Lord  Pitsligo  retired  to 
his  house  in  the  country,  and  threw  up  attendance  on  Parlia¬ 
ment.  Upon  the  death  of  Queen  Anne,  he  joined  himself  in 
arms  with  a  general  insurrection  of  the  Highlanders  and 
Jacobites,  headed  by  his  friend  and  relative  the  Earl  of  Mar. 

‘Mar,  a  versatile  statesman  and  an  able  intriguer,  had 
consulted  his  ambition  rather  than  his  talents  when  he 
assumed  the  command  of  such  an  enterprise.  He  sank 
beneath  the  far  superior  genius  of  the  Duke  of  Argyle ;  and, 
after  the  undecisive  battle  of  Sheriffmuir,  the  confederacy 
which  he  had  formed,  but  was  unable  to  direct,  dissolved 
like  a  snowball,  and  the  nobles  concerned  in  it  were  fain  to 
fly  abroad.  This  exile  was  Lord  Pitsligo 's  fate  for  five  or  six 
years.  Part  of  the  time  he  spent  at  the  Court,  if  it  can  be 
called  so,  of  the  old  Chevalier  de  Saint  George,  where  existed 
all  the  potty  feuds,  chicanery,  and  crooked  intrigues  which 
subsist  in  a  real  scene  of  the  same  character,  although  the 
objects  of  the  ambition  which  prompts  such  acts  had  no 
existence.  Men  seemed  to  play  at  being  courtiers  in  that 
illusory  Court,  as  children  play  at  being  soldiers.’ 

It  would  appear  that  Lord  Pitsligo  was  not  attainted  for 
his  share  in  Mar’s  rebellion.  He  returned  to  Scotland  in 
1720,  and  resided  at  his  castle  in  Aberdeenshire,  not  mingling 
in  public  affairs,  but  gaining,  through  his  charity,  kindness, 
and  benevolence,  the  respect  and  aflection  of  all  around  him. 
H©  was  sixty- seven  years  of  age  when  Charles  Edward  landed 
in  Scotland.  The  district  in  which  the  estates  of  Lord  Pitsligo 
lay  was  essentially  Jacobite,  and  the  young  cavaliers  only 
waited  for  a  fitting  leader  to  take  up  arms  in  the  cause. 
According  to  Mr.  Home,  his  example  was  decisive  of  the 
movement  of  his  neighbours :  ‘  So  when  he  who  was  so  wise 
and  prudent  declared  his  purpose  of  joining  Charles,  most  of 
the  gentlemen  in  that  part  of  the  country  who  favoured  the 
Pretender’s  cause,  put  themselves  under  his  command,  think¬ 
ing  they  could  not  follow  a  better  or  safer  guide  than  Lord 
Pitsligo.’  His  Lordship’s  own  account  of  the  motives  which 
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m-ged  Mm  on  is  peculiar:— ‘I  was  grown  a  little  old,  and 
the  of  ridicule  stuck  to  me  pretty  mueli.  I  have  men- 
uoned  the  weightier  considerations  of  a  familv,  which  would 
mate  the  censure  still  the  greater,  and  set  thi  more  tongues 
a-going.  gut  we  are  pushed  on,  I  know  not  how':  I  thouo-ht 
weighed— and  I  weighed  again.  If  there  was  any  en- 
thusiasm  in  it,  it  was  of  the  coldest  kind ;  and  there  was  as 
little  remorse  when  the  affair  miscarried,  as  there  was 
eagerness  at  the  beginning.’ 

^  already  quoted  goes  on  to  say— 
io  those  iriends^ who  recalled  his  misfortunes  of  ITIS,  he 
repiied  gaily,  ^  Did  you  ever  know  me  absent  at  the  second 
aay  ot  a  wedding?”  meaning,  I  suppose,  that  having  once 
contracted  an  engagement,  he  did  not  feel  entitled  to  quit  it 
^4rT^  contest  subsisted.  Being  invited  by  the  gentlemen 
ot  the  district  to  put  himself  at  their  head,  and  having 
surmounted^  his  own  desires,  he  had  made  a  farewell  visit  at 
a  neighbour  s  house,  where  a  little  boy,  a  child  of  the  family, 
brought  out  a  stool  to  assist  the  old  nobleman  in  remounting 
his  horse.  ‘  My  little  fellow,”  said  Lord  Pitsligo,  ^‘this  is  the 
severest  rebuke  I  have  yet  received,  for  presumino-  to  go  on 
such  an  expedition.”  ©  & 

‘The  die ^ was  however  cast,  and  Lord  Pitsligo  went  to 
Tu  ^  friends  at  the  rendezvous  they  had  appointed  in 
Aberdeen.  They  formed  a  body  of  well-armed  cavaliw, 
gentlemen  and  their  servants,  to  the  number  of  a  hundred 
men.  When  they  were  drawn  up  in  readiness  to  commence 
the  expedition,  the  venerable  nobleman  their  leader  moved 
to  their  front, ^lifted  his  hat,  and,  looking  up  to  heaven, 
pronounced,  with  a  solemn  voice,  the  awful  appeal, — “  0 
Lord,  Thou  knowest  that  our  cause  is  just !  ”  then  added  the 
signal  for  departure— “  March,  gentlemen  !” 

‘Lord  Pitsligo,  with  Ms  followers,  found  Charles  at 
Edinburgh,  on  8th  October  1745,  a  few  days  after  the 
Highlanders^  victory  at  Preston.  Their  arrival  was  hailed 
with  enthusiasm,  not  only  on  account  of  the  timely  rein¬ 
forcements  but  more  especially  from  the  high  character  of 
their  leader.  Hamilton  of  Bangour,  in  an  animated  and 
eloquent  eulogium  upon  Pitsligo,  states  that  nothing  could 
have  fallen  out  more  fortunately  for  the  Prince  than  his 
joining  them  did— for  it  seemed  as  if  religion,  virtue,  and 
justice  were  entering  his  cain,p,  under  the  appearance  of 
this  venerable  old  man ;  and  what  would  have  given  sanction 
to  a  cause  of  the  most  dubious  right,  could  not  fail  to  render 
sacred  the  very  best.* 

Although  so  far  advanced  in  years,  he  remained  in  arms 
during  the  whole  campaign,  and  was  treated  with  almost 
filial  tenderness  by  the  Prince.  After  Cullodep,  he  became, 

^  reinforcementsl  reinforcement  1849^ 
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like  many  others \  a  fugitive  and  an  outlaw;  but  he® 
succeeded,  like  the  Baron  of  Bradwardine,  in  finding  a 
shelter  upon  the  skirts  of  his  own  estate.  Disguised  as  a 
mendicant,  his  secret  was  faithfully  kept  by  the  tenantry ; 
and  although  it  was  more  than  surmised  by  the  soldiers  that 
he  was  lurking  somewhere  in  the  neighbourhood,  they  never 
were  able  to  detect  him.  On  one  occasion  he  actually 
guided  a  party  to  a  cave  on  the  sea-shore,  amidst  the  rough 
rocks  of  Buchan,  where  it  was  rumoured  that  he  was  lying 
in  concealment;  and  on  another,  when  overtaken  by  his 
asthma,  and  utterly  unable  to  escape  from  an  approaching 
patrol  of  soldiers,  he  sat  down  by  the  wayside,  and  acted  his 
assumed  character  so  well,  that  a  good-natured  fellow  not 
only  gave  him  alms,  hut  condoled  with  him  on  the  violence 
of  his  complaint. 

For  ten  years  he  remained  concealed,  but  in  the  mean 
time  both  title  and  estate  were  forfeited  by  attainder.  His 
last  escape  was  so  very  remarkable,  that  I  may  be  pardoned 
for  giving  it  in  the  language  of  the  author  of  his  Memoirs. 

‘  In  March  1756,  and  of  course  long  after  all  apprehension 
of  a  search  had  ceased,  information  having  been  given  to 
the  commanding  officer  at  Fraserburgh  that  Lord  Pitsligo 
was  at  that  moment  at  the  house  of  Auchiries,  it  was  acted 
upon  with  so  much  promptness  and  secrecy  that  the  search 
must  have  proved  successful  but  for  a  very  singular  occur¬ 
rence.  Mrs.  Sophia  Donaldson,  a  lady  who  lived  much  with 
the  family,  repeatedly  dreamt,  on  that  particular  night,  that 
the  house  was  surrounded  by  soldiers.  Her  mind  became  so 
haunted  with  the  idea,  that  she  g-ot  out  of  bed,  and  "was 
walking  through  the  room  in  hopes  of  giving  a  different 
current  to  her  thoughts  before  she  lay  down  again ;  when, 
day  beginning  to  dawn,  she  accidentally  looked  out  at  the 
window  as  she  passed  it  in  traversing  the  room,  and  was 
astonished  at  actually  observing  the  figures  of  soldiers 
among  some  trees  near  the  house.  So  completely  had  all 
idea  of  a  search  been  by  that  time  laid  asleep,  that  she 
supposed  they  had  come  to  steal  poultry— Jacobite  poulti7- 
yards  affording  a  safe  object  of  pillage  for  the  English 
soldiers  in  those  days.  Mrs.  Sophia  was  proceeding  to  rouse 
the  servants,  when  her  sister  having  awaked,  and  inquiring 
what  was  the  matter,  and  being  told  of  soldiers  near  the 
house,  exclaimed  in  great  alarm,  that  she  feared  they 
wanted  something  more  than  hens.  She  begged  Mrs.  Sophia 
to  look  out  at  a  window  on  the  other  side  of  the  house,  when 
not  only  were  soldiers  seen  in  that  direction,  hut  also  an 
officer  giving  instructions  by  signal,  and  frequently  putting 
his  fingers  to  his  lips,  as  if  enjoining  silence.  There  was 
now  no  time  to  he  lost  in  rousing  the  family,  and  all  the 
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haste  that  could  be  made  was  scarcely  sufficient  to  hurry  the 
venerable  man  from  Ms  bed  into  a  small  recessj  beMnd  the 
wainscot  of  an  adjoining  room,  which  was  concealed  by  a 
bedj  in  which  a  lady,  Miss  Gordon  of  Towie,  who  was  there 
on  a  visit,  lay,  before  the  soldiers  obtained  admission,  A 
most  minute  search  took  place.  The  room  in  which  Lord 
Pitsligo  was  concealed  did  not  escape.  Miss  Gordon's  bed 
was  carefully  examined,  and  she  was  obliged  to  suffer  the 
rude  scrutiny  of  one  of  the  party,  by  feeling  her  chin,  to 
ascertain  that  it  was  not  a  man  in  a  lady’s  night-dress. 
Before  the  soldiers  had  finished  their  examination  in  this 
room,  the  confinement  and  anxiety  increased  Lord  Pitsligo’s 
asthma  so  much,  and  his  breathing  became  so  loud,  that  it 
cost  Miss  Gordon,  lying  in  bed,  much  and  violent  coughing, 
which  she  counterfeited,  in  order  to  prevent  the  high 
breathings  behind  the  wainscot  from  being  heard.  It  may 
be  easily  conceived  what  agony  she  would  suffer,  lest,  by 
overdoing  her  ^  part,  she  should  increase  suspicion,  and  in 
lacu  lead  to  a  discovery.  The  ruse  was  fortunately  successful. 
On  the  search  through  the  house  being  given  over,  Lord 
Pitsligo  was  hastily  taken  from  his  confined  situation,  and 
again  replaced  in  bed ;  and  as  soon  as  he  was  able  to  speak, 
his  accustomed  kindness  of  heart  made  him.  say  to  his 
servant — ‘‘James,  go  and  see  that  these  poor  fellows  get 
some  breakfast,  and  a  drink  of  warm  ale,  for  this  is  a  cold 
morning ;  they  are  only  doing  their  duty,  and  cannot  bear 
me  any  iil-will.”  When  the  family  were  felicitating  each 
other  on  his  escape,  he  pleasantly  observed, — “A  poor  prize, 
had  they  obtained  it— an  old  dying  man ! 

This  was  the  last  attempt  made  on  the  part  of  Government 
to  seize  on  the  persons  of  any  of  the  surviving  insurgents. 
Three  years  before,  Br.  Archibald  Cameron,  a  brother  of 
Locheiil,  having  clandestinely  revisited  Scotland,  was 
arrested,  tried,  and  executed  for  high  treason  at  Tyburn. 
The  Government  was  generally  blamed  for  this  act  of 
severity,  which  was  considered  rather  to  have  been  dictated 
by  revenge  than  required  for  the  public  safety.  It  is,  how¬ 
ever,  probable  that  they  might  have  had  secret  information 
of  certain  negotiations  which  were  still  conducted  in  the 
Highlands  by  the  agents  of  the  Stuart  family,  and  that  they 
considered  it  necessary,  by  one  terrible  example,  to  overawe 
the  insurrectionary  spirit.  This  I  believe  to  have  been  the 
real  motive  of  an  execution  which  otherwise  could  not  have 
been  palliated ;  and,  in  the  case  of  Lord  Pitsligo,  it  is_quite 
possible  that  the  zeal  of  a  partisan  may  have  led  him  to 
take  a  step  which  would  not  have  been  approved  of  by  the 
'  Ministry.  After  the  lapse  of  so  many  years,  and  after  so 
many  scenes  of  judicial  bloodshed,  the  nation  would  have 
turned  in  disgust  from  the  spectacle  of  an  old  man,  whose 
private  life  was  not  only  blameless,  but  exemplary,  dragged 
E  2 
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to  tlie  sca-ffold,  and  forced  to  lay  down  his  head  in  expiation 
of  a  doubtful  crime ;  and  this  view  derives  corroboration 
from  the  fact  that,  shortly  afterwards,  Lord  Pitslig-o  was 
tacitly  permitted  to  return  to  the  society  of  his  friends, 
without  further  notice  or  persecution. 

Dr.  King,  the  Principal  of  St.  Mary’s  Hall,  Oxford,  has 
borne  the  following  testimony  to  the  character  of  Lord 
Pitsligo^: — 'Whoever  is  so  happy,  either  from  his  natural 
disposition,  or  his  good  judgment,  constantly  to  observe 
St,  Paul’s  precept,  ‘‘to  speak  evil  of  no  one,”  will  certainly 
acquire  the  love  and  esteem  of  the  whole  community  of 
which  he  is  a  member.  But  such  a  man  is  the  rara  avis  in 
tet'ris;  and,  among  all  my  acquaintance,  I  have  known  only 
one  person  to  whom  I  can  with  truth  assign  this  character. 
The  person  I  mean  is  the  present  Lord  Pitsligo  of  Scotland. 
I  not  only  never  heard  this  gentleman  speak  an  ill  word  of 
any  man  living,  hut  I  always  observed  him  ready  to  defend 
any  other  person  who  was  ill  spoken  of  in  his  company.  If 
the  person  accused  were  of  his  acquaintance,  my  Lord 
Pitsligo  would  always  find  something  good  to  say  of  him  as 
a  counterpoise.  If  he  were  a  stranger,  and  quite  unknown 
to  him,  my  Lord  would  urge  in  his  defence  the  general 
corruption  of  manners,  and  the  frailties  and  infirmities  of 
human  nature. 

*  It  is  no  wonder  that  such  an  excellent  man,  who,  besides, 
is  a  polite  scholar,  and  has  many  other  great  and  good 
qualities,  should  be  universally  admired  and  beloved — inso¬ 
much,  that  I  persuade  myself  he  has  not  one  enemy  in  the 
world.  At  least,  to  this  general  esteem  and  affection  for 
Ms  person,  his  preservation  must  be  owing;  for  since  his 
attainder  he  has  never  removed  far  from  his  own  house, 
protected  by  men  of  different  principles,  and  unsought  for 
and  unmolested  by  G-overnment.’  To  which  eulogy  it  might 
be  added,  by  those  who  have  the  good  fortune  to  know  his 
representatives,  that  the  virtues  here  acknowledged  seem 
hereditary  in  the  family  of  Pitsligo. 

The  venerable  old  nobleman  was  permitted  to  remain 
without  molestation  at  the  residence  of  his  son,  during  the 
latter  years  of  an  eMstence  protract^M  to  the  extreme  Verge 
of  human  life.  And  so,  says  the  author  of  his  Memoirs,  ‘  In 
this  happy  frame  of  mind,— calm  and  full  of  hope, -the 
saintly  man  continued  to  the  last,  with  his  reason  unclouded, 
able  to  study  his  favourite  volume,  enjoying  the  comforts  of 
friendship,  and  delighting  in  the  consolations  of  religion, 
till  he  gently  “  fell  asleep  in  Jesus  He  died  on  the  21st  of 
December  1762,  in  the  eighty- fifth  year  of  his  age;  and  to 
his^  surviving  friends  the  recollection  of  the  misfortunes 
which  had  accompanied  him  through  his  long  life  was  pain¬ 
fully  awakened  even  in  the  closing  scene  of  his  mortal 
career— as  his  son  had  the  mortification  to  he  indebted  to 
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a  stranger,  now  the  proprietor  of  Ms  ancient  inheritance  by 
purchase  from  the  Crown,  for  permission  to  lay  Ms  father’s 
honoured  remains  in  the  vault  which  contained  the  ashes  of 
his  family  for  many  generations.’ 

Such  a  character  as  this  is  well  worthy  of  remembrance, 
and  Lord^Pitsligo  has  just  title  to  be  called  the  last  of  the 
old  Scottish  cavaliers.  I  trust  that,  in  adapting  the  words 
of  the  following  little  ballad  to  a  well-known  English  air, 
I  have  committed  no  unpardonable  larceny. 


THE  OLD  SCOTTISH  GAYALIER 

\_Blackwood^ s  Magazine,  August  1844^] 

I 

Come  listen  to  another  song, 

Should  make  your  heart  beat  Mghj 
Bring  crimson  to  your  forehead, 

And  the  lustre  to  your  eye ; — 

It  is  a  song  of  olden  time, 

Of  days  long  since  gone  by, 

And  of  a  Baron  stout '  md  bold 
As  e’er  wore  sword  on  thigii! 

Like  a  braye  old  Scottish  cayalier. 

All  of  the  olden  time!  lo 

II 

He  kept  his  castle  in  the  north, 

Hard  by  the  thundering  Spey : 

And  a  thousand  yassals  dwelt  around, 

AU  of  his  kindred  they. 

And  not  a  man  of  all  t£at  clan 
Had  ever  ceased  to  pray 
For  the  Royal  race  they^  loyed  so  well, 

Though  exiled  far  aw^ 

Ei*om  the  steadfast  Scottish  cayaliers. 

All  of  the  olden  time!  20 

III 

His  father  drew  the  righteous  sword 
For  Scotland  and  her  claims, 

Among  the  loyal  gentlemen 
And  cMefs  of  ancient  names, 

3.  The  prose  introduction  did  not  appear  m  ^  Blackwood*, 
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Who  swore  to  fight  or  fall  beneath 
The  standard  of  King _  James, 

And  died  at  Killiecrankie  Pass, 

With  the  glory  of  the  Graemes ; 
Like  a  true  old  Scottish  cavalier 
All  of  the  olden  time ! 


IV 

He  never  owned  the  foreign  rule, 

No  master  he  obeyed, ' 

But  kept  his  clan  in  peace  at  home, 
From  foray  and  from  raid ; 

And  when  they  asked  him  for  Ins  oath, 
He  touched  his  ^glittering  blade, 

And  pointed  to  his  bonnet  blue, 

That  bore  the  white  cockade: 

Like  a  leal  old  Scottish  cavalier, 

Ail  of  the  olden  time  I 


V 

At  length  the  news  ran  through  the  land--- 
The  Peince  had  come  again ! 

That  night  the  fiery  cross  was  sped 
O’er  mountain  and  through  glen ; 

And  our  old  Baron  rose  in  might, 

Like  a  lion  from  his  den,  ^ 

And  rode  away  across  the  hills 
To  Charlie  and  his  men, 

With  the  valiant  Scottish  cavaliers, 

All  of  the  olden  time ! 


VI 

He  was  the  first  that  bent  the  knee 
Wlien  the  Staedaed  waved  abroad, 
He  was  the  first  that  charged  the  foe 
On  Preston’s  bloody  sod ; 

And  ever,  in  the  van  of  fight, 

The  foremost  still  he  trod, 

Until  on  bleak  Culloden’s  heath, 

He  gave  his  soul  to  God, 

Like  a  good  old  Scottish  cavalier, 
All  of  the  olden  time ! 


VII 

Oh  1  never  shall  we  know  again 
A  heart  so  stout  and  true— 

The  olden  times  have  passed  away, 
And  weary  are  the  new: 
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The  fair  White  Rose  has  faded 
Prom  the  garden  where  it  grew, 

And  no  fond  tears  save  those  of  heaven, 
The  glorious  bed  bedew 
Of  the  last  old  Scottish  cavalier, 

All  of  the  olden  time! 

67  save]  but  ‘  Blackicood 
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BLIND  OLD  MILTON 

\_Blacki€ood's  Magazine^  December  1841] 

Place  me  once  more,  my  daughter,  where  the  sun 
May  shine  upon  my  old  and  time-worn  head, 

For  the  last  time,  perchance.  My  race  is  run ; 

And  soon  amidst  the  ever-silent  dead 
I  must  repose,  it  may  be,  half  forgot. 

Yes!  I  have  broke  the  hard  and  bitter  bread 
For  many  a  year,  with  those  who  trembled  not 
To  buckle  on  their  armour  for  the  fight, 

And  set  themselves  against  the  tyrant’s  lot; 

And  I  have  never  bowed  me  to  his  ^  might,  ic 

Mor  knelt  before  him— for  I  bear  witbin^ 

My  heart  the  sternest  consciousness  of  right, 

And  that  perpetual  hate  of  gilded  sin 

Which  made  me  what  I  am ;  and  though  the  stain 

Of  poverty  be  on  me,  yet  I  win 

More  honour  hy  it  than  the  blinded  train 

Who  hug  their  willing  servitude,  and  bow 

Unto  the  weakest  and  the  most  profane. 

Therefore,  with  unencumbered  soul  I  go 

Before  the  footstool  of  ni}^  Maker,  where  20 

I  hope  to  stand  as  undebased  as  now ! 

Child  I  is  the  sun  abroad  ?  I  feel  my  hair 
Borne  up  and  wafted  by  the  gentle  wind, 

I  feel  the  odours  that  perfume  the  air, 

And  hear  the  rustling  of  the  leaves  behind. 

Within  my  heart  I  picture  them,  and  then 
I  almost  can  forget  that  I  am  blind, 

And  old,  and  hated  by  my  fellow-men. 

Yet  would  I  fain  once  more  behold  the  grace 
Of  nature  ere^  I  die,  and  gaze  again  30 

Upon  her  living  and  rejoicing  face — 

Fain  would  I  see  thy  countenance,  my  child, 

My  comforter !  I  feel  thy  dear  embrace— 

I  hear  thy  voice,  so  musical  and  mild, 

The  patient  sole  interpreter,  by  whom 
So  many  years  of  sadness  are  beguiled ; 

For  it  hath  made  my  small  and  scanty  room 
Peopled  with  glowing  visions  of  the  past. 

But  I  mil  calmly  bend  me  to  my  doom. 

And  wait  the  hour  which  is  approaching  fast,  40 
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When  triple  light  shall  stream  upon  mine  eyes. 

And  heayen  itself  be  opened  up  at  last 
To  him  who  dared  foretell  its  mysteries.^ 

I  have  had  visions  in  this  drear  eclipse 
Of  outward  consciousness,  and  elomb  the  skies. 
Striving  to  utter  with  my  earthly  lips 
What  tile  diviner  soul  had  half  divined, 

Even  as  the  Saint  in  his  Apocalypse 

Who  saw  the  inmost  glory,  where  enshrined 

Sat  He  who  fashioned  glory.  This  hath  driven  50 

All  outward  strife  and  tumult  irom  my  mind, 

And  humbled  me,  until  1  have  forgiven 
■My  bitter  enemies,  and  only  seek 
To  find  the  straight  and  narrow  path  to  heaven. 

Yet  I  am  weak— oh !  how  entirely  weak, 

For  one  who  may  not  love  nor  suffer  more ! 
Sometimes  unbidden  tears  will  wet  my  cheek, 

And  my  heait  hound  as  keenly  as  of  yore, 

Eesponsive  to  a  voice,  now  hushed  to  rest, 

Which  made  the  beautiful  Italian  shore,  60 

In  all  its  pomp  of  summer  vineyards  drest, 

An  Eden  and  a  Paradise  to  me. 

Do  the  sweet  breezes  from  the  balmy  west 
Still  murmur  through  thy  groves,  Parthenope, 

In  search  of  odours  from  the  orange  bowers  ? 

Still,  on  thy  slopes  of  verdure,  does  the  bee 
Cull  her  rare  honey  from  the  virgin  flowers  ? 

And  Philomel  her  plaintive  chant  prolong 
’Neath  skies  more  calm  and  more  serene  than  ours, 
Making  the  summer  one  perpetual  song?  ^  lo 
Art  thou  the  ^  same  as  when  in  manhood’s  pride 
I  walked  in  joy  thy  grassy  meads  among, 

With  that  fair  youthfol  vision  by  my  side. 

In  whose  bright  eyes  I  looked — and  not  in  vain? 

O  my  adorfed  angel !  0  my  bride  I  ^  * 

Despite  of  years,  and  woe,  and  want,  and  pain, 

My  soul  yearns  back  towards  thee,  and  I  seem 
To  wander  with  thee,  hand  in  hand,  again, 

By  the  bright  margin  of  that  flowing  stream. 

I  liear  again  thy  voice,  more  silver-sweet  So 

Than  fancied  music  floating  in  a  dream, 

Possess  my  being ;  from  afar  I  greet 
The  waving  of  tny  garments  in  the  glade, 

And  the  Mght  rustling  of  thy  fairy  feet — 

What  time  as  one  half  eager,  half  afraid, 

Love’s  burning  secret  faltered  on  my  tongue, 

And  tremulous  looks  and  broken  words  betrayed 

61  In]  Witli  ‘  Blackivood  ’ 
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The  secret  of  the  heart  from  whence  they  sprung. 

Ah  me !  the  earth  that  rendered  thee  to  heaven 
Gave  up  an  angel  beautiful  and  jmung,  ^  90 

Spotless  and  pure  as  snow  when"  freshly  driven ; 

A  bright  Aurora  for  the  starry  sphere 
Where  all  is  love,  and  even  life  forgiven. 

Bride  of  inimortal  beauty — ever  dear  I 
Dost  thou  await  me  in  thy  blest  abode ! 

While  I,  Tithonus-like,  must  linger  here, 

Arid  count  each  step  along  the  rugged  road; 

A  phantom,  tottering  to  a  long-made  ^ave, 

And  eager  to  lay  down  my  weary  load! 

I,  who  was  fancy’s  lord,  am  fancy’s  slave.  lao 
Like  the  low  murmurs  of  the  Indian  shell 
Ta’en  from  its  coral  bed  beneath  the  wave, 

Which,  unforgetful  of  the  ocean’s  swell, 

Eetains  within  its  mystic  urn  the  hum 

Heard  in  the  sea-grots  where  the  Nereids  dwell— 

OH  thoughts  still  haunt  me — unawares  they  come  ' 
Between  me  and  my  rest,  nor  can  I  make 
Those  ag^d  visitors  of  sorrow  dumb. 

Oh,  yet  awhile,  my  feeble  soul,  awake ! 

Nor  wander  back  with  sullen  steps  again;  no 

For  neither  pleasant  pastime  canst  thou  take 
In  such  a  journey,  nor  endure  the  pain. 

The  phantoms  of  the  past  are  dead  for  thee ; 

So  let  them  ever  uninvoked  remain. 

And  be  thou  calm,  till  death  shall  set  thee  free. 

Thy  flowers  of  hope  expanded  long  ago, 

Long  since  their  blossoms  withered  on  the  tree ; 

No  second  spring  can  come  to  make  them  blow. 

But  in  the  silent  winter  of  the  grave 

They  lie  with  blighted  love  and  buried  woe.  lao 

I  did  not  waste  the  gifts  which  nature  gave, 

Nor  slothful^  lay  in  the  Circean  bower ; 

Nor  did  I  yield  myself  the  willing  slave 
Of  lust  for  pride,  for  riches,  or  for  power. 

No !  in  my  heart  a  nobler  spirit  dwelt ; 

For  constant  was  my  faith  in  manhood’s  dower ; 
Man-made  in  God’s  own  image — and  I  felt 
How  of  our  ovm  accord  we  courted  shame, 

Until  to  idols  like  ourselves  we  knelt, 

And  so  renounced  the  great  and  glorious  claim  130 
Of  freedom,  our  immortal  heritage. 

I  saw  how  bigotry,  with  spiteful  aim, 

Smote  at  the  searching  eyesight  of  the  sage; 
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How  Error  stole  "bebiiid  the  steps  of  Tmtli, 

And  cast  delusion  on  the  saerea  page. 

So,  as  a  champion,  even  in  early  youth 
I  waged  my  battle  with  a  purpose  keen: 

Nor  feared  the  hand  of  terror,  nor  the  tooth 

Of  ^ serpent  jealousy.  And  I  have  been 

With  starry  Galileo  in  his  cell —  140 

That  wise  magician  with  the  brow  serene^ 

Who  fathomed  space;  and  I  have  seen  him  tell 
The  wonders  of  the  planetary  sphere, 

And  trace  the  ramparts  of  heaven’s  citadel 
On  the  cold  fiag-stones  of  his  dungeon  drear, 
i^d  I  have  walked  ^with  Hami^en  and  with  Vane — 
Names  once  so  gracious  to  an  jEnglish  ear — 

In  days  that  never  may  return  again. 

My  voice,  though  not  the  loudest,  hath  been  heard 
Whenever  Freedom  raised  her  cry  of  pain,  150 

And  the  faint  effort  of  the  humble  bard 
Hath  roused  up  thousands  from  their  lethar^’y 
To  speak  in  words  of  thunder.  What  reward 
Was  mine,  or  theirs  ?  It  matters  not :  for  I 
Am  but  a  leaf  cast  on  the  whirling  tide, 

Without  a  hope  or  wish,  except  to  die. 

But  truth,  asserted  once,  must  still  abide, 
Unquenchable,  as  are  those  fiery  springs 
Which  day  and  night  gush  from  the  mountain-side, 
Perpetual  meteors  girt  with  lambent  wings,  160 

Which  the  wild  tempest  tosses  to  and  fro. 

But  cannot  conquer  with  the  force  it  brings. 

Yet  I,  who  ever  felt  another’s  woe 
More  keenly  than  my  own  untold  distress; 

I,  who  have  battled  with  the  comnaon  foe, 

And  broke  for  years  the  bread  of  bitterness ; 

Who  never  yet  abandoned  or  betrayed 

The  trust  vouchsafed  me,  nor  have^ceased  to  bless, 

Am  left  alone  to  wither  in  the  shade. 

A  weak  old  man,  deserted  by  his  kind—  170- 

Whom  none  will  comfort  in" his  age,  nor  aid! 

Oh,  let  me  not  repine  I  A  quiet  mind, 

Conscious  and  upright,  needs  no  other  stay; 

Nor  can  I  grieve  for  what  I  leave  behind, 

In  the  rich  promise  of  eternal  day. 

Henceforth  to  me  the  world  is  dead  and  gone, 

Its  thorns  unfelt,  its  roses  cast  away : 

And  the  old  pilgrim,  weary  and  alone, 

Bowed  down  with  travel,  at  his  Master’s  gate 
Now  sits,  his  task  of  life-long  labour  done,  iSo 
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Thankful  for  rest,  although  it  comes  so  late, 
;^ter  sore  journey  through  this  world  of  sin, 
^  prayer,  and  wdstfulness  to  wait, 

until  the  door  shall  ope  and  let  him  in. 


HERMOTIMUS 

[^BlackwooiV s  Magazine,  November  1839] 

Heemotimus,  the  hero  of  this  ballad,  was  a  philosopher, 
or  rather  a  prophet,  of  €lazomena3,  who  possessed  the 
taculty,  now  claimed  by  the  animahmagnetists,  of  effecting 
a  voluntary  separation  between  Ms  soul  and  body ;  for  the 

former  could  wander  to  any  part  of  the  universe,  and  even 
hold  interconrse  with  supernatural  beings,  whilst  the  sense¬ 
less  frame  remained  at  home.  Hei-motimus,  however,  was 
not  insensible  to  the  risk  attendant  upon  this  disunion; 
since,  before  attempting  any  of  these  aerial  flights,  he  took 
the  precaution  to  warn  his  wife,  lest,  ere '  the  return  of  his 
soul,  the  body  should  be  rendered  an  unfit  or  useless  recep¬ 
tacle.  This  accident,  which  he  so  much  dreaded,  at  length 
occurred;  for  the  lady,  wearied  out  by  a  succession  of 
trances,  each  of  longer  duration  than  the  preceding,  one  dav 
committed  his  body  to  the  flames,  and  thus  effectually  put 
a  stop  to  such  unconnubial  conduct.  He  received  divine 
honours  at  Clazomense,  but  must  nevertheless  remain  as  a 
ternble  example  and  warning  to  all  husbands  who  carry 
their  scientific  or  spiritual  pursuits  so  far  as  to  neglect  their 
uiity  to  tbeir  wives. 

It  is  somewhat  curious  that  Hermotimus  is  not  the  only 
person  (putting  the  disciples  of  Mesmer  and  Dupotet  alto¬ 
gether  out  of  the  question)  who  has  possessed  this  miraculous 
power.  Another  and  much  later  instance  is  recorded  by 
Hr.  George  Che^e,  m  his  work  entitled  The  English  Malady, 
or  a  Ireatise  on  Nervous  Diseases,  as  having  come  under  his 
OTO  ob^ryation ;  and  as  this  case  is  exactly  similar  to  that 
01  the  Prophet,  it  may  amuse  the  reader  to  see  how  far  an 
ancient  fable  may  be  illustrated,  and  in  part  explained,  by 

nrohfh?  '  f  science.  Dr.  Cheyne’s  patient  was 

but  the  worthy  physician  must  be 
allowed  to  tell  his  own  story : — 

‘  Colonel  Townshend,  a  gentleman  of  honour  and  integrity, 
had  for  many  years  been  afflicted  with  a  nephritic  complaint! 
^s  Illness  mcre^mg,  and  his  strength  decaying,  he  came 
om  Bnstol  to  Bath  in  a  litter,  in  autumn,  and  lay  at  the 
heU  Inn.  Dr.  Baynard  and  I  were  called  to  him,  and 

ere]  upon  ‘Bladkacmd’  -  oh]  of  ‘ Blackwood 1849*,  1849 ^ 
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attended  him  twice  a-daj ;  but  his  vomitings  continuing  still 
incessant  and  obstinate  against  all  remedieSj  we  despaired 
of  his  recovery.  ^  While  he  was  in  this  condition,  he  sent  for 
12S  one  morning:  we  waited  on  Mm  with  Mr.  Skrine  Ms 
apothecary.  We  found  his  senses  clear,  and  his  mind  calm  : 
ms  nurse  and  several  servants  were  about  him.  He  told  us 
he  had  sent  for  us  to  give  him  an  account  of  an  odd  sensation 
he  had  for  some  time  observed  and  felt  in  himself;  which 
was,  that,  by  composing  himself,  he  could  die  or  expire  when 
he  pleased and  yet  by  an  effort,  or  somehow,  he  could  come 
to  life  again,  which  he  had  sometimes  tried  before  he  sent 
tor  us.'  We  heard  this  with  surprise ;  but,  as  it  was  not  to 
be  accounted  for  upon  common  principles,  we  could  hardly 
believe  the  fact  as  he  related  it,  much  less  give  any  account 
of  it,  unless  he  should  please  to  make  the  experiment  before 
us,  which  we  were  unwilling  he  should  do,  lest,  in  his  weak 
condition,  he  might  carry  it  too  far.  He  continued  to  talk 
very  distinctly  and  sensibly  above  a  quarter  of  an  hour  about 
this  surprising  sensation,  and  insisted  so  much  on  our  seeing 
the  trial  made,  that  we  were  at  last  forced  to  comply.  We 
all  three  felt  Ms  pulse  first— it  was  distinct,  though  small 
and  thready,  and  his  heart  had  its  usual  beating.  He  com¬ 
posed  himself  on  Ms  back,  and  lay  in  a  still  posture  for  some 
time :  while  I  held  his  right  hand,  Dr.  Baynard  laid  his 
hand  on  his  heart,  and  Mr.  Skrine  held  a  clean  looking-glass 
to  his  mouth.  I  found  his  pulse  sink  graduaUj,  till  at  last  I 
could  not  find  any  by  the  most  exact  and  nice  touch.  Dr. 

feel  the  least  motion  in  his  heart,  nor 
Mr.  Skrine  the  least  soil  of  breath  on  the  bright  mirror  he 
held  to  his  mouth ;  then  each  of  us  by  turns  examined  Ms 
arm,  heart,  and  breath,  but  could  not,  by  the  nicest  scrutiny, 
discover  the  least  symptom  of  life  in  him.  We  reasoned  a 
long  time  about  this  odd  ^appearance  as  well  as  we  could, 
and  all  of  us  judging  it  inexplicable  and  unaccountable ; 
and,  finding  he  still  continued  in  that  condition,  we  began 
to  conclude  that  he  had  indeed  carried  the  experiment  too 
far;  and  at  last  were  satisfied  be  was  actually  dead,  and 
were  just  ready  to  leave  him.  This  continued  about  half  an 
hour.  As  we  were  going  away,  we  observed  some  motion 
about  the  body ;  and,  upon  examination,  found  his  pulse 
and  the  motion  of  his  heart  gradually  returning.  He  began 
to  breathe  gently  and  speak  softly.  We  were  all  astonished 
to  the  last  degree  at  tMs  unexpected  change ;  and,  after 
some  further  conversation  with  him,  and  among  ourselves, 
went  away  fuUy  satisfied  as  to  all  the  particulars  of  this 
fact,  but  confounded  and  puzzled,  and  not  able  to  form  any 
rational  scheme  that  might  account  for  it.’  ^ 

^  ‘  Blackwood »  inserts — Cheyne’s  Mnglish  Malady. — and  adds  the 
paragraph  given  at  the  foot  of  pages  110-111. 
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I 

‘Wilt  not  lay  thee  do^vn  in  quiet  slumber? 

Weary  dost  thou  seem,  and  ill  at  rest ; 

Sleep  will  bring  thee  dreams  in  starry  number — 
Let  him  come  to  thee  and  be  thy  guest. 

Midnight  now  is  past — 

Husband !  come  at  last — 

Lay  thy  throbbing  head  upon  my  breast.^ 

II 

‘Weary  am  I,  but  my  soul  is  waking; 

Pain  I’d  lay  me  gently  by  thy  side, 

But  my  spirit  then,  its  nome  forsaking,  lo 

Thro"^  the  realms  of  space  would  wander  wide — 
Everything  forgot, 

What  would  be  thy  lot, 

If  I  came  not  back  to  thee,  my  bride  I 

HI 

‘Music,  like  the  lute  of  young  Apollo, 

Vibrates  even  now  within  mine  ear; 

Soft  and  silver  voices  bid  me  follow— 

Yet  my  soul  is  dull  and  will  not  hear. 

Waking  it  will  .stay : 

Let  me  watch  till  day —  20 

Fainter  will  they  come  and  disappear.’ 

IV 

‘Speak  not  thus  to  me,  my  own— my  dearest! 

These  are  but  the  phantoms  of  thy  brain  ; 
Nothing  can  befell  thee  which  thou  fearest, 

Thou  shalt  wake  to  love  and  life  again. 

Were  thy  sleep  thy  last, 

I  would  hold  thee  fast— 

Thou  shouidst  strive  against  me  but  in  vain. 

26  thj  sleep]  this  sleep  ^  Blackwood  \  1849  ^  27  would]  should 

*  Blackwood  %  1849  ^ 

It  may  foe  proper  to  state,  that  the  metrical  form  of  this 
ballad,  although,  hitherto  unemployed  by  English  widters,  is 
well-known  in  Germany,  and  was  exhibited  in  perfection  by 
Goethe,  in  the  composition  of  that  beautiful  poem  ^The  Bride 
of  Corinth  It  never  can  become  a  favourite  metre  with  our 
poets,  on  account  of  the  paucity  of  double  rhywies  in  our  language, 
or  at  least  of  such  double  rhymes  as  can  be  used  without 
exciting  ludicrous  associations.  Still  it  is  well  worth  a  trial ; 
and  any  German  scholar  willing  to  carry  the  experiment  further* 
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V 

^Eros  will  protect  us,  and  will  hover, 

Gruardian-like,  above  thee  all  the  nightj  30 

Jealous  of  thee,  as  of  some  fond  lover 
Chiding  hack  the  rosy-fingered  light — 

He  will  be  thine  "aid  : 

Canst  thou  feel  afraid 
When  his  torch  above  us  burneth  bright? 

VI 

‘  Lo !  the  cressets  of  the  night  are  waning. 

Old  Orion  hastens  from  the  sky ; 

Only  thou  of  all  things  art  remaining 
Unrefreshed  by  slumber— thou  and  I. 

Sound  and  sense  are  still,  40 

Even  the  distant  riU 
Murmurs  fainter  now,  and  languidly. 

vn 

‘Come  and  rest  thee,  husband  I'— and  no  longer 
Could  the  young  man  that  fond  call  resist : 

Yainly  was  he  warned,  for  love  was  stronger — 
Warmly  did  he  press  her  to  his  breast. 

Warmly  met  she  his; 

Kiss  succeeded  kiss. 

Till  their  eyelids  closed,  with  sleep  oppressed. 

VIII 

Soon  Aurora  left  her  early  pillowy  50 

And  the  heavens  grew  rosy-rich  and  rare; 

Laughed  the  dewy  plain  ^and  glassy  billoiv, 

For  the  G-olden  G-od  himselt  was  there; 

And  the  vapour-screen 
Rose  the  hills  between, 

Steaming  up,  like  incense,  in  the  air. 

IX 

O’er  her  husband  sat  Tone  bending — 

Marble-like  and  marble-hiied  he  lay ; 

Underneath  her  raven  locks  descending, 

Paler  seemed  his  face  and  ashen  grey ;  60 

,  And  so  white  his  brown 
White  and  cold  as  snow — 

‘  Husband  I— Gods !  his  soul  hath  passed  away ! 

is  recommended  to  try  his  powers  upon  Goethe's  ballad,  which 
has  always  as  yet  assumed  a  very  different  shape  in  passing 
through  the  alembic  of  translation.  [See  below,  p.  276.] 

35  his]  his  *  Blackwood  %  1849  ^ 
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X 

Eaise  ye  up  the  pile  with  gloomy  shadow— 

Heap  it  with  the  mournful  cypress-bough ! — 

And  they  raised  the  pile  upon  the  meadow, 

And  they  heaped  the  mournful  cypress  too ; 

And  th^  laid  the  dead 
On  his  funeral  bed, 

And  they  kindled  up  the  flames  below.  70 

XI 

Night  again  was  come ;  but  oh,  how  lonely 
To  the  mourner  did  that  night  appear! 

Peace  nor  rest  it  brought,  but  sorrow  only, 

Yain  repinings  and  unwonted  fear. 

Dimly  burned  the  lamp — 

Chill  the  air  and  damp— 

And  the  winds  without  were  moaning  drear. 

XII 

Hush  I  a  voice  in  solemn  whispers  speaking, 

Breaks  within  the  twilight  of  the  room; 

And  lone,  loud  and  wildly  shrieking,  80 

Starts  and  gazes  through  the  ghastly  gloom. 
Nothing  sees  she  there — 

All  is  empty  air. 

All  is  empty  as  a  rifled  tomb. 

XIII 

Once  again  the  voice  beside  her  sounded. 

Low,  and  faint,  and  solemn  was  its  tone — 

‘Nor  by  form  nor  shade  am  I  surrounded, 

Fleshly  home  and  dwelling  have  I  none. 

They  are  passed  away— 

Woe  is  me  I  to-day  90 

Hath  robbed  me  of  myself,  and  made  me  lone. 

xiv 

‘Yainly  were  the  wmrds  of  parting  spoken; 

Evermore  must  Charon  turn  from  me. 

Still  my  thread  of  life  remains  unbroken, 

And  unbroken  ever  it  must  be ; 

XE  ‘  Slci'cJcwood  ,  1849 cifid  1849  Ticlw  this  addiiionotZ  stoDiza 
between  X  and  XI  above : 

Swiftly  rose  they,  and  the  corse  surrounded, 
Spreading  out  a  pall  into  the  air; 

And  the  sharp  and  sudden  crackling  sounded 
Mournfully  to  aU  the  watchers  there. 

Soon  their  force  was  spent, 

And  the  body  blent 
With  the  embers’  slow-expiring  glare. 
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Only  they  may  rest 
Whom  the  Pates’  behest 
Prom  their  mortal  mansion  setteth  free. 

XV 

^  I  have  seen  the  robes  of  Hermes  glisten — > 

Seen  him  wave  afar  his  serpent  wand;  loo 

to  me  the  Herald  would  not  listen — 

When  the  dead  swept  by  at  his  command. 

JNot  with  that  pale  crew 
Diu-st  I  venture  too— 

Ever  shut  for  me  the  quiet  land. 

XVI 

night  before  the  drearjportal. 
Phantom-shapes,  the  guards  of  Mades,  lie  : 

JMone  of  heavenly  hind,  nor  yet  of  mortal, 

May  unchallenged  pass  the  warders  by.  ^ 

Rone  that  path  may  go.  120 

If  he  cannot  show 
His  drear  passport  to  eternity. 

xvn 

was  the  spirit-power  thou  gavest — 

Fatal,  O  Apollo,  was  thy  love ! 

P^^hian !  Archer  I  brightest  God  and  bravest, 

Hear,  oh  hear  me  from  thy  throne  above! 

Let  me  not,  I  pray. 

Thus  be  cast  away: 

Plead  for  me,  thy  skve-0  plead  to  Jove! 
xvin 

have  heard  thee  with  the  Muses  singing—  120 
Heard  that  full  melodious  voice  of  thine, 
Silver-clear  throughout  the  ether  ringing— 

Seen  thy  locks  in  golden  clusters  shine; 

And  thine  eye  so  bright, 

With  its  innate  light. 

Hath  ere  now  been  bent  so  low  as  mine. 

XIX 

'Hast  thou  lost  the  wish— the  vsdll— to  cherish 
Those  who  trusted  in  thy  godlike  power? 
Hyacinthus  did  not  wholly  perish  1 
Still  he  lives,  the  firstling  of  thy  bower ;  150 

Still  he  feels  thy  rays, 

Fondly  meets  thy  gaze, 

Though  but  now  the  spirit  of  a  flower. 

107  guards]  guard  ‘Blackwood^  112  drear!  last  ^ Black¬ 

wood^^  1849  \  1849^ 
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XX 

^  Hear  me^  PhcBbus  !  Hear  me  and  deKver ! 

Lo!  the  morning  breaketh  from  afar — 

GodJ  thou  comest  bright  and  great  as  ever — 

Night  goes  back  before  thy  burning  car ; 

All  her  lamps  are  gone — 

Lucifer  alone 

Lingers  still  for  thee — the  blessed  star!  140 

XXI 

^Hear  me,  Phoebus!’ — And  therewith  descended 
Through  the  window-arch  a  glory-gleam, 

Ail  effulgent-- and  mth  music  blended ; 

For  such  solemn  sounds  arose  as  stream 
From  the  Memn on-lyre, 

When  the  morning  "fire 
Gilds  the  giant’s  forehead  with  its  beam. 

XXII 

*Thou  hast  heard  thy  servant’s  prayer,  Apollo! 

Thou  dost  call  me,  mighty  God  of  Day ! 
Pare-thee-well,  lone  I  ’ — And  more  hollow  1 50 

Came  the  phantom  voice,  then  died  away. 

When  the  slaves  arose, 

Not  in  calm  repose — 

Not  in  sleep,  but  death,  their  mistress  lay, 

(ENONE 

Ox  the  holy  mount  of  Ida, 

Where  the  pine  and  cypress  grow, 

Sate  a  young  and  lovely  woman, 

Weeping  ever,  weej^ing  low. 

Drepiiy  throughout  the  forest 
Did  the.  winds  of  autumn  blow, 

And  the  clouds  above  were  flying, 

And  Scamander  rolled  below. 

*  Faithless  Paris !  cruel  Paris !  ’ 

Thus  the  poor  deserted  spake —  10 

^WTierefore  thus  so  strangely  leave  me? 

Why  thy  loving  bride  ibrsake? 

Why  no  tender  word  at  parting— 

Why  no  kiss,  no  farewell  take? 

Would  that  I  could  Wt  forget  thee! 

Would  this  throbbing  heart  might  break ! 

‘Is  my  face  no  longer  blooming? 

Are  my  eyes  no  longer  bright? 

Ah !  my  tears  have  made  them  dimmer, 

And  my  cheeks  are  pale  and  white.  20 
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I  haYe  wept  since  early  morning, 

I  shall  weep  the  liyelong  night ; 

Now  I  long  for  sullen  darkness, 

As  I  once  have  longed  for  light. 

*  Paris !  canst  thou  then  he  cruel  I 
Fair,  and  young,  and  brave  thou  art — 

Can  it  be  that  in  thy  bosom 
Lies  so  cold,  so  hard  a  heart? 

Children  were  we  bred  together — 

She  who  bore  me  suckled  thee ;  S® 

I  have  been  thine  old  companion. 

When  thou'  hadst  no  more  but  me. 

have  watched  thee  in  thy  slumbers^ 

When  the  shadow  of  a  dream 
Passed  across  thy  smiling  features, 

Like  the  ripple  on  a  stream  ; 

And  so  sweetly  were  the  visions 
Pictured  there  with  lively  grace. 

That  I  half  could  read  their  import 
By  the  changes  on  thy  face.  4*^ 

^When  I  sang  of  Ariadne, 

Sang  the  old  and  mournful  tale, 

How  her  faithless  lover,  Theseus, 

Left  her  to  lament  and  vrail : 

Then  thine  eyes  would  fill  and  glisten, 

Her  complaint  could  soften  thee : 

Thou  hast  wept  for  Ariadne— 

Theseus"  self  might  weep  for  me! 

‘Thou  mayht  find  another  maiden 
With  a  fairer  face  than  mine—  5® 

With  a  gayer  voice,  and  sweeter, 

And  a  spirit  hker  thine : 

For  if  e"er  my  beauty  bound  thee, 

Lost  and  broken  is  the  spell ; 

But  thou  canst  not  find  another 
That  will  love  thee  half  so  well, 

‘  0  thou  hollow  ship,  that  bearest 
Paris  o’er  the  faithless  deep  i 
WouMst  thou  leave  him  on  some  island 
Where  alone  the  waters  weep ;  So 

Where  no  human  foot  is  moulded 
In  the  wet  and  yellow  sand— 

Leave  him  there,  thou  hollow  vessel! 

Leave  him  on  that  lonely  strand! 

36  on]  of  18i9  *  64  strand]  land  1M9  ^ 
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*  TLen  liis  lieart  will  surely  soften. 

When  his  foolish  hopes  decay, 

And  his  older  Ioto  reMndle, 

As  the  new  one  dies  away. 

Visionary  hills  will  haunt  him, 

Eising  from  the  glassy  sea,  7® 

And  thoughts  will  wander  homeward 
Unto  Ida  and  to  me. 

‘  0  i  that  like  a  little  swallow 
I  could  reach  that  lonely  spot! 

All  his  errors  would  be  pardoned, 

All  the  weaiy  past  forgot. 

Never  should  he  wander  from  me— 

Never  should  he  more  depart 
For  these  arms  would  be  his  prison, 

And  Ms  home  would  be  my  heart  I  ^  So 

Thus  lamented  fair  CEnone, 

Weeping  ever,  weeping  low. 

On  the  hdy  mount  of  Ida, 

Where  the  pine  and  cypress  grow« 

In  the  self-same  hour  Cassandra 
Shrieked  her  prophecy  of  woe. 

And  into  the  Spartan  dwelling 
Did  the  faithless  Paris  go. 

THE  BUEIED  FLOWER 

[Blackioood' s  Magazine,  July  1848] 

1 

Is  the  silence  of  my  chamber. 

When  the  night  is  still  and  deep, 

And  the  drowsy  heave  of  ocean 
Mutters  in  its  charmed  sleep, 

II 

Oft  I  hear  the  angel  voices 
That  have  thriUed  me  long  ago, — 

Voices  of  my  lost  companions, 

Lying  deep  beneath  the  snow. 

III 

0,  the  garden  I  remember, 

In  the  gay  and  sunny  spring,  ^  so 

When  our  laughter  made  the  thickets 
And  the  arching  alleys  ring ! 
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IV 

0  the  merry  burst  of  gla'dness! 

0  the  soft  and  tender  tone ! 

0  the  whisper  never  uttered 
Save  to  one  fond  ear  alone ! 


V ' 

0  the  light  of  life  that  sparkled 
Trt  those  bright  and  bounteous  eyes ! 
0  the  blush  of  happy  beauty 
Tell-tale  of  the  hearhs  surprise! 


VI 

0  the  radiant  light  that  girdled 
Field  and  forest,  land  and  sea, 
When  we  all  were  young  together, 
And  the  earth  was  new  to  me ! 


VII 

Where  are  now  the  flowers  we  tended? 

Withered,  broken,  branch  and  stem ; 
Where  are  now  the '  hopes  we  cherished 
Scattered  to  the  winds  ivith  them, 

VIII 

For  ye,  too,  were  flowers,  ye  dear  ones! 

Nursed  in  hope  and  reared  in  love. 
Looking  fondly  ever  upward 
To  the  clear  blue  heaven  above  i- 

IX 

Smiling  on  the  sun  that  cheered  us, 
Eising  lightly  from  the  rain, 

Never  folding  up  your  freshness 
Save  to  give  it  forth  again : 

X 

Never  shaken,  save  by  accents 
From  a  tongue  that  w’as  not  freOi 
As  the  modest  blossom  trembles 
At  the  wooing  of  the  bee« 

XI 

0 !  Tis  sad  to  lie  and  reckon 
All  the  days  of  faded  youth, 

All  the  TOWS  that  we  believed  in. 

All  the  words  we  spoke  in  truth. 
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XII 

Severed — were  it  severed  only 
By  an  idle  thouglit  of  strife, 

Such  as  time  may  knit  together ; 

Not  the  broken  chord  of  life! 

XIII 

0  my  heart !  that  once  so  truly 
Kept  another’s  time  and  tune,^  50 

Heart,  that  kindled  in  the  morning, 

Look  around  thee  in  the  noon! 

XIV 

Where  are  they  who  gave  the  impulse 
To  thy  earliest  thought  and  flow? 

Look  across^  the  ruined  garden— 

All  are  withered,  dropped,  or  low  I 

XV 

Seek  the  birthplace  of  the  Lily, 

Dearer  to  the  boyish  dream 
Than  the  golden  cups  of  Eden, 

Pleating  on  its  slumberous  stream;  6© 

XVI 

Never  more  shalt  thou  behold  her — 

She,  the  noblest,  fairest,  best: 

She  that  rose  in  fullest  beauty, 

Like  a  queen,  above  the  rest. 

XVII 

Only  still  I  keep  her  image 
As  a  thought  that  cannot  die ; 

He  who  raised  the  shade  of  Helen 
Had  no  greater  power  than  I. 

XVIII 

0 !  I  fling  my  spirit  backward, 

And  I  pass  o’er  years  of  pain;  7® 

All  I  loved  is  rising  round  me, 

All  the  lost  returns  again. 

XIX 

Blow,  for  ever  blow,  ye  breezes, 

Warmly  as  ye  did  before ! 

Bloom  again,  ye  happy  gardens, 

With  the  radiant  tints  of  yore  I 
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XX 

Warble  out  in  spray  and  tMcket,  ■ 

AUl  ye  choristers  unseen; 

Let  the  leafy  woodland  echo 

With  an  anthem  to  its  <iueenl  So 

XXI 

Lo!  she  cometh  in  her  beauty, 

Stately  with  a  Juno  grace. 

Raven  locks,  ■  Madonna-braided 
O’er  her  sweet  and  blushing  face : 

xxn 

Eyes  of  deepest  violet,  beaming 
With  the  love  that  knows  not  shame — 
lips,  that  thrill  my  inmost  beingj 
With  the  utterance  of  a  name. 

XXIII 

And  I  bend  the  knee  before  her, 

As  a  captive  ought  to  bow, —  90 

Pray  thee,  listen  to  my  pleading, 

Sovereign  of  my  soul  art  thou  I 

XXIV 

0  my  dear  and  gentle  lady  ! 

Let  me  show  thee  all  my  pain, 

Ere  the  words  that  late  were  prisoned 
Sink  into  my  heart  again.  ; 

XXV 

Love,  they  say,  is  very  fearful 
Ere  its  curtain  be  withdrawn. 

Trembling  at  the  thought  of  error 
As  the  shadows  scare  the  fawn.  100 

XXVI 

Love  hath  hound  me  to  thee,  lady! 

Since  the  well-remembered  day“ 

When  I  first  beheld  thee  coming 
In  the  light  of  lustrous  May. 

xxvn 

Rot  a  word  I  dared  to  utter — 

More  than  he  who,  long  ago, 

Saw  the  heavenly  shapes  descending 
Over  Ida’s  slopes  of  snow ; 
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XXVIII 

When  a  low  and  solemn  music 

Floated  through  the  listening  grove, 

And  the  throstle’s  song  was  silencea, 
And  the  doling  of  the  dove : 

XXIX 

When  immortal  beauty  opened 
All  its  charms  to  mortal  sight, 

And  the  awe  of  worship  blended 
With  the  throbbing  of  dehght. 


no 


XXX 

As  the  shepherd  stood  before  them 
Trembling  in  the  Phrygian  dell, 

Even  so  my  soul  and  being 
Owned  the  magic  of  the  spell; 

XXXI 

And  I  watched  thee  ever  fondly, 

Watched  thee,  dearest !  from  atar, 

With  the  mute  and  humble  homage 
Of  the  Indian  to  a  star. 

XXXII 

Thou  wert  still  the  lady  Mora 
In  her  morning  garb  of  bloom ; 

Where  thou  wert  was  light  and  glory. 
Where  thou  wert  not,  dearth  and  gloom. 


XXXIII 

So  for  many  a  day  I  followed, 

For  a  long  and  weary  while, 

Ere  my  heart  rose  up  to  bless  thee 
For  the  yielding  of  a  smile, — 

XXXIV 

Ere  thy  words  were  few  and  broken 
As  they  answered  back  to  mine, 

Ere  my  lips  had  power  to  thank  thee 
For  the  gift  vouchsafed  by  thine. 

XXXV 

Then  a  mighty  gush  of  passion 
Through  my  inmost  being  ran ; 

Then  my  older  life  was  ended, 

And  a  dearer  course  began. 
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XXX.Y1 

Dearer! — 0  1  I  cannot  tell  tliee 
What  a  load  was  swept  away, 

Wliat  a  world  of  doubt  and  darkness 
Faded  in  tlie  dawning  day ! 

XXX.Y11 

All  my  error,  all  my  weakness. 

All  myymin  delusions  tied : 

Hope  again  rewived,  and  gladness 
Wayed  its  wings  above  my  head 

XXXVIII 

Like  the  wanderer  of  the  desert, 

\¥hen,  across  the  dreary  sand,  150 

Breathes^ the  perfume  from  the  thickets 
Bordering  on  the  promised  land : 

XXXIX 

When  afar  he  sees  the  palm-trees 
Cresting  o’er  the  lonely  well, 

When  he  hears  the  pleasant  tinkle 
Of  the  distant  camel’s  bell : 


Xi 

So  a  fresh  and  glad  emotion 
Rose  within  my  swelling  breast, 

And  I  hurried  smftly  onwards 
To  the  haven  of  my  rest.  160 

XLI 

Thou  wert  there  with  word  and  welcome. 

With  thy  smile  so  purely  sweet ; 

And  T  laid  my  heart  oefore  thee, 

Laid  it,  darling !  at  thy  feet - 

Xlill 

O  ye  words  that  sound  so  hollow 
As  I  now  recall  your  tone ! 

What  are  y;e  but  empty  echoes 
Of  a  passion  crushed  and  gone? 

XLin 

Wherefore  should  I  seek  to  Mndie 

Light,  when  all  around  is  gloom?  170 

Wherefore  should  I  raise  a  ^antom 
O’er  the  dark  and  silent  tomb? 
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XLIY 


Early  wert  thou  taken,  Maryj 
In  thy  fair  and  glorious  prime, 

Ere  the  bees  had  ceased 

TVirouarh  the  umbrage  oi  the  lime. 


SLY 

Buds  -were  blowing,  waters  flowing, 
Birds  were  singing  on  the  tree, 
ETerything  was  bright  and 

When  the  angels  came  lor  thee. 

XLVI 

Death  had  laid  aside  his  terror, 

And  he  found  tliee  calni  and  mild. 
Lying  in  thy  robes  of  whiteness, 

a.  mii'Pi  and  stainless  ciiild. 


XLYII 

Hardly  had  the  mountain-Yiolet 
Spread  its  blossoms  on  the  sod, 

Ere  they  laid  the  turf  ah  o Ye  thee, 

And  thy  spirit  rose  to  Ood. 

XLYIII 

Early  wert  thou  taken,  Mary ! 

And  I  know  ’tis  vain  to  weep— 
Tears  of  mine  can  neYer  wake  tnee 
Erom  thy  sad  and  silent  sleep. 

XLIX 

0  away !  my  thoughts  are  earthward  I 
Not  asleep,  my  love,  mt  thou  I 
Dwelling  in  the  land  of  glory 
With  the  saints  and  angels  now. 


I  So 


190 


L 

Brighter,  fairer  far  than  iiYing, 
With  no  trace  of  woe  or  pain, 
Eobed  in  eYerlasting  beauty, 
Shall  I  see  thee  once  again, 

LI 

By  the  light  that  never  fadeth, 
Underneath  eternal  skies,  ^ 
When  the  dawn  of  resurrection 
Breaks  o’er  deathless  Paradise. 
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THE  ’OLD  CAMP 

WFJITEN  IN  A  KOMAN  FORTIFICATION  IN  EAT  ARIA 

[Taifs  Magazine,  September  1841] 

I 

There  is  a  cloud  before  tbe  sun, 

The  wind  is  hushed  and  still, 

And  silently  the  waters  jun 
Beneath  the  sombre  hill. 

The  sky  is  dark  in  every  place 
As  is"  the  earth  below : 

Methinks  it  wore  the  self-same  face 
Two  thousand  years  ago. 

II 

No  light  is  on  the  ancient  wall, 

No  light  upon  the  mound ;  lo 

The  very  trees,  so  thick  and  tall, 

Cast  gloom,  not  shade,  around. 

So  silent  is  the  place  and  cold. 

So  far  from  human  ken, 

It  hath  a  look  that  makes  me  old^ 

And  spectres  time  again. 

nr 

I  listen,  half  in  thought  to  hear 
The  Eoman  trumpet  blow — 

I  search  for  glint  of  helm  and  spear 
Amidst  the  forest  bough ;  20 

And  armour  rings,  and  voices  swell— 

I  hear  the  legion’s  tramp, 

And  mark  the  lonely  sentmel 
Who  guards  the  lonely  camp. 

IV 

Methinks  I  have  no  other  home, 

No  other  hearth  to  find ; 

For  nothing  save  the  thought  of  Eome 
Is  stirring  in  my  mind. 

And  all  that  I  have  heard  or  dreamed, 

And  all  I  had  forgot,  30 

Are  rising  up,  as  though  they  seemed 
The  household  of  the  spot. 

12  gloom,  not  shade,]  little  shade  23  mark]  sea 
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Y 

And  all  the  names  that  Eomans  knew 
Seem  just  as  known  to  me. 

As  if  I  were  a  Roman  too — • 

A  Roman  bom  and  free : 

And  I  could  rise  at  Cesar’s  name^ 

As  though  it  were  a  cliarm 
To  draw  sharp  lightning  from  the  taine^ 
And  brace  the  cowaru  s  arm. 

YI 

And  yet  if  yonder  sky  were  Huej 
And  earth  were  sunny  gay. 

If  nature  wore  the  witching  hue 
That  decked  her  yesterday— 

The  mound,  the  trench,  the  rampart’s  space 
Would  move  me  nothing  more 
Than  many  a  sweet  seqiiejstered  place 
That  I  have  marked  before. 

YII 

I  could  not  feel  the  breezes  bring 
Rich  odours  from  the  trees, 

I  could  not  hear  the  linnets  sing, 

And  think  on  themes  like  these. 

The  painted  insects  as  they  pass 
In  swift  and  motley  strife, 

The  very  lizard  in  the  grass. 

Would  scare  me  back  to  life. 

YIII 

Then  is  the  past  so  gloomy  now 
That  it  may  never  bear 
The  open  smile  of  nature*s  brow, 

Or  meet  the  sunny  air? 

I  know  not  that— but  joy  is  power^ 
However  short  it  last ; 

And  joy  befits  the  present  hour, 

If  sadness  fits  the  past. 

SS  that]  which  ^Taif  88  though]  if  ^TaiV  40 
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DANUBE  AND  THE  EUXINE 
1848 

[Blackwood/ s  Magadiw^  Noveaiber  1S4S] 

^  Danuse,  Danube !  wlierefore  com’st  tliou 
Red  and  raging  to  my  cayes  ? 

Wherefore  leap  thy  swollen  waters  ^ 

Madly  through  the  broken  wayes? 

Wherefore  is  thy  tide  so  sullied 
With  a  hue  unknown^  to  me ; 

Wherefore  dost  thou  bring  pollution 
To  the  old  and  sacred  sea?' 

*Ha!  reioice,  old  Father  Euxine! 

I  am  brimming  full  and  red; 

Glorious  tokens  do  I  bring  thee 
From  my  distant  channel-bed, 

I  have  been  a  Christian  river 
Dull  and  slow  this  many  a  year. 

Rolling  down  my  torpid  waters 
Through  a  silence  morne  and  drear ; 

Have  not  felt  the  tread  of  armies 
Tramphng  on  my  reedy  shore ; 

Have  not  heard  the  trumpet  calling. 

Or  the  cannon’s  echoing  roar ;  20 

Only  listened  to  the  laughter 
Fi’om  the  village  and  the  ^town, 

And,  the  church-bells,  ever  iangling, 

As  the  weary  day  went  down. 

So  I  lay  and  sorely  pondered  ® 

On  the  days  long  since  gone  by. 

When,  my’  old  primeval  forests 
Echoed"  to  the  war-man’s  ciw;. 

When  the  race  of  Thor  and  Odin 
Held  then  battles  by  my  side,  30 

.  And  the  blood  of  man  was  mmgling 
Warmly  with  my  chilly  tide. 

Father  Euxine  !  thou  rememb’rest 
How  I  brought  thee  tribute  then— 

Swollen  corpses,  gashed  and  gory. 

Heads  and  limbs  of  slaughtered  men? 

Father  Euxine  I  be  thou  joyful! 

I  am  running  red  once  more — 

Headinq  1S4S  not  in  ‘  Blackwood  *  1  com’st]  comesfc  J  Mack- 
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N^  iieathen  bloodj  as  early. 

Eul  with  gallant  Christian  gore  ! 

J?  or  the  old  times  are  returning, 

A  JT  is  broken  down, 

And  i  hear  the  tocsin  sounding 
A  A  ®  village  and  the  town : 

And  the  glare^  of  burning  cities 
boon  shall  light  me  on  niy  way — 
jocund^ 

Vyith  the  draught  I  drank  to-da^r. 
ila  l  i  leel  my  strength  awakened, 

And  my  brethren  shout  to  me ; 
h.^h  IS  leaping  red  and  joyous 
To  his  own  awaiting  sea. 

EMne  and  Elbe  are  plunging  downward 
Tlirough  their  wild  anarchic  land 
E^ry where  are  Christians  falling  ' 

Ey  their  brother  Christians’  hand! 
lea,  the  old  times  are  returning, 

.^d  the  olden  gods  are  hei‘e ! 

tribute,  Father  Euxine, 
nniT^  thy  waters  dark  and  drear  I 
iherelore  come  I  with  my  torrents 
bhaking  castle,  crag,  and  town ; 
Iheretore  with  my  arms  uplifted, 
bweep  I  herd  and  herdsman  down  : 

^  leap  I  to  thy  bosom 

With  a  loud  triumplial  roar— 

Creet  me  greet  me,  Eatiier  Euxine— 

1  am  Christian  stream  no  more !  ^ 


40 
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THE  SCHEIK  OF  SINAI  IN  1830 

FEOk  THE  GEEMAN  OF  FEEILIGRATH 

[‘Bon  Gaultier  and  his  friends,’  Taii’s  Maaazlrui,  August  1844] 


X 

‘Lot  me  without  the  tent,  I  say,— 

Me  and  my  ottoman,— 

i  h^see  the  messenger  myself ! 
it  IS  the  caravan 
From  Africa,  thou  sayest, 

And  they  bring  us  news  of  war? 

“y  uplifted]  the  shout  of  thunder  ‘  Blackumd  1849  \ 
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Draw  me  without  the  tent,  and  quick! 

As  at  the  desert-wen 
The  freshness  of  the  foiibhling  stream 
Delights  the  tired  gazelle,  _  _ 

So  pant  I  for  the  voice  of  him 
That  cometh  from  afar!’ 

II, 

The  Scheik  was  lifted  from  his  tent, 

And  thus  outspake  the  Moor: — 

"  I  saw,  old  Chief,  the  Tricolor 
On  Algiers’  topmost  tower—  ^ 

Upon  its  battlements  the  silks 
Of  Lyons  flutter  Lee. 

Each  morning,  in  the  market-place, 

The  muster-drum  is  heat,  _ 

And  to  the  war-hymn  of  Marseilles' 

The  squadrons  pace  the  street. 

The  armament  from  Toulon  sailed : 

The  Franks  have  crossed  the  sea. 

in 

‘Towards  the  south  the  columns  marched 
Beneath  a  cloudless  sky  :  _ 

Their  weapons  glittered  in  the  blaze 
Of  the  sun  of  Barbary  ; 

And  with  the  dusty  desert  sand 
Their  horses’  manes  were  white.  3*^ 

The  wild  marauding  tribes  dispersed 
In  terror  of  their  lives ; 

They  fled  unto  the  mountains 
With  their  children  and  their  wives, 

And  urged  the  clumsy  dromedary 
Up  the  Atlas’  height. 

IV 

‘  The  Moors  have  ta’en  their  vaiitage-groimd,. 

The  volleys  thunder  fast— 

The  dark  defile  is  blazing 
like  a  heated  oven-blast.  4® 

The  Lion  hears  the  strange  turmoil, 

And  leaves  Ms  mangled  prey 
No  place  was  that  for  him  to  feed 
And  tMck  and  loud  the  cries, 

Feu!  Allah!- Allah!  En  avant! 

Tn  mingled  discord  rise : 

The  fkanks  have  reached  the  summit ; 
They  have  won  the  victory  I 
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Y 

‘Witli  bristling  steel,  upon  the  top 
The  victors  t^ke  their  stiiiid.  j 
Beneath  their  feet,  with  all  its  towns^ 

They  see  the  promised  land — 

Prom  Tunis,  even  unto  Pez, 

Prom  Atlas  to  the  seas. 

The  cavaliers  alight  to  gaze ; 

And  gaze  full  well  they  may, 

Where  countless  minarets  stand  up 
So  solemnly  and  grey, 

Amidst  the  dark-green  masses 
Of  the  flowering  myrtle-trees.  6o 

VI 

^The  almond  blossoms  in  the  vale, 

The  aloe  from  the  rock 
Throws  out  its  long  and  pricldy  leaves, 

Nor  dreads  the  tempest’s  shock : 

A  blessed  land,  I  ween,  is  that, 

Though  luckless  is  its  Bey. 

'  There  lies  the  sea— beyond  lies  Prance ! 

Her  banners  in  the  air 
Float  proudly  and  triumphantly— 

A  salvo  I  come,  prepare !  ” 

long  the  mountains  rang 
With  that  glad  artillery.’ 


‘  ’Tis  they  I  ’  exclaimed  the  aged  Scheik, 

Ive  battled  by  their  side— 

I  fought  beneath  the  Pyramids  I 
That  day  of  deathless  pride— 

Eed  as  thy  tmban,  Moor,  that  eve, 

W^is  every  creek  in  Nile! 

griped  his  hand— 

Them  bultaim?  Stranger,  say,—  ! 

^orm — his  face — his  gesture,  man — 
ihou  saw’st  him  in  the  fray? 

His  eye -what  wore  he?*^  But  the  Moor 
bought  m  his  Test  awhile. 


Till 

Scheik,  remains  at  home 
Within  his  palace  walls  ; 

He  sends  a  Pasha  in  his  stead 
To  brave  the  bolts  and  balls. 

‘  gesture]  posture  Tart >,  m9\ 
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He  was  ^  not  there.  An  Aga  burst 
For  him  through  Atlas’  hold. 
Yet  I  can  show  thee  somewhat  too ; 

A  Prankish  Cavalier 
Told  me  his  effigy  was  stamped 
Upon  this  medal  here— 

He  gave  it  me  with  others 
Por  an  Arab  steed  I  sold/ 


IX 

The  old  man  took  the  golden  coin : 

Gazed  steadfastly  awhile, 

If  that  could  be  tne  Sultaiin 
Whom  from  the  banks  of  Eile  ico 

He  guided  o’er  the  desert  path? — 

^  ^  Then  _  sighed  and  thus  spake  he — 

‘’Tis  not  his  eye — ’tis  not  Msuxovi — 

Another  face  is  there : 

I  never  saw  ^  this  man  before — 

His  head  is  like  a  pear  I 
Take  back  thy  medal,  Moor— ’tis  not 
That  which  I  thought  to  see.’ 


98  Gazed]  looked  ^Tait^ 
1849^ 


108  thought]  hoped  *  Tait\  1849  b 


EPITAPH  OF  CONSTANTINE  KANAEIS 

PKOM  THE  GERMAN  OP  WIJLHELM  MULLER 

[BlackwoodH s  Magazine^  May  1847] 

I  AM  Constantine  Kanaiis. 

who  lie  beneath  this  stone, 

Twice  into  the  air  in  thunder 
Have'  the  Turkish  galleys  blown. 

In  my^  bed  I  died— a  Christian, 

Hoping  straight  mth  Christ  to  be ; 

Yet  one  earthly  wish  is  buried 
Deep  within  the  grave  with  me — 

That  upon  the  open  ocean, 

When  the  third  Armada  came,  lo 

They  and  I  had  died  together, 

Whirled  aloft  on  wings  of  flame. 

Yet  ’tis  something  that  they’ve  laid  me 
In  a  land  -without  a  stain : 

Keep  it  thus,  my  God  and  Saviour, 

Till  I  rise  from  earth  again ! 

p 
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THE  REFUSAL  OF  CHARON  ^ 

FROM  THE  ROMAIC 

[Blackwood's  Magazine^  May  1840] 

"VYhy  look  the  distant  mouiitains 
So  gloomy  and  so  drear? 

Are  rain-clouds  passing  o’er  them, 

Or  is  the  tempest  near? 

No  shadow  of  the  tempest 
Is  there,  nor  wind  nor  rain — 

’Tis  Charon  that  is  passing  by, 

With  all  his  gloomy  tram. 

The  young  men  march  before^ him. 

In  all  tiieir  strength  and  pride:  lo 

The  tender  little  infants, 

They  totter  by  his  side; 

The  old  men  walk  behind  him, 

And  earnestly  they  pray— 

Both  young  and  old  imploring  him 
To  grant  some  brief  delay. 

‘0  Charon!  halt,  we  pray  thee, 

By  yonder*  little  town, 

Or  near  that  sparkling  fountain, 

Where  the  waters  wimple  down!  so 

The  old  will  drink  and  be  refreshed, 

The  young  the  disc  wdll  fling, 

And  the  tender  little  children 
Pluck  flowers  beside  the  spring.’ 

‘I  will  not  stay  my  journey. 

Nor  halt  by  any  town. 

Near  any  sparkling  fountain, 

Where  the  waters  wimple  down : 

The  mothers  coming  to  the  well 
Would  know  the  oabes  they  bore;  3° 

The  wives  would  clasp  their  husbands,  • 

Nor  could  I  part  them  more.’ 

^  According  to  the  superstition  of  the  modern  Greeks,  Charon 
performs  the  function  which  their  ancestors  assigned  to  Hermes, 
of  conducting  the  souls  of  the  dead  to  the  other  world.  [Author.] 
Title  ‘  Blackwood  ’  has  Ballads  from  the  Komaic.  I.  Charon  and 
his  Charge.  Ti  dvai  ixavpa  rd  Bovvd,  Kal  areicovv  BovpKcxjfx.iva  ;  For 
II-IT  see  pp.  421-3  8  rain-clouds  passing]  tempests  sweeping 

‘  Blackwood  ’  4  tempest]  rain-cloud  ‘  Blackxoood  ’  15  young 

and  old]  old  and  young  184:9  1849  ^  16  some]  a  ‘  Black¬ 
wood  ■  1'8  By  yonder]  Beside  some  ^  Blacktvood',  1849^ 

19  that]  some  '  Blackimod\  1849  ^  80  know]  meet  ^ Blackwood^ 

31  clasp]  know  ‘  Blackwood  ^ 
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Reprinted  from  the  third  edition,  revised,  1S5S.  The  revision 
was  very  drastic,  but  the  variants  are  not  such  as  to  justify  the 
elaborate  apparatus  criiims  which  would  be  necessary  to  set 
them  out.  The  historical  notes  also  are  omitted. 
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BOTHWELL 

PEEFACE 
[TO  FIRST  EDITION] 

THE^scene  of  this  Poem,  which  is  in  the  form  of  a  mono¬ 
logue,  is  laid  in  the  forti'ess  of  Malmoe,  where  Bothwell  was 
confined.  I  have  endeavoured  to  make  available  for  poetical 
composition  the  most  striking  events  in  the  history  of  Mary, 
Queen  of  Scots,  down  to  the  period  when  she  parted  from 
Bothwell  at  Garber ry  Hill ;  and  in  doing  so,  I  wish  it  to  he 
distinctly  understood,  that,  except  in  minor  and  imimaterial 
matters,  necessary  for  the  construction  of  a  Poem  of  this 
length,  I  have  not  deviated  from  what  I  consider  to  be  the 
historical  truth.  I  have  founded  my  idea  of  the  character 
of  Bothwell  on  the  description  of  him  given  by  Throckmorton 
and  Herries :  the  one  representing  him  to  be  ^  glorious, 
boastful,  rash,  and  hazardous  and  the  other  as  ‘  a  man 
high  in  his  own  conceit,  proud,  vicious,  and  vainglorious 
above  measure’.  The  reader  will  find,  in  the  Notes  appended^, 
some  information  regarding  the  more  obscure  and  contested 
points  of  the  history  of  this  remarkable  period. 

Edinburgh,  lOih  July,  1856. 

PEEFACE  TO  THIRD  EDITION 

In  sending  a  Third  and  Revised  Edition  of  this  Poem  from 
the  press,  the  Author  is  desirous  of  expressing  his  grateful 
acknowledgment  to  the  public  for  the  favour  shown  to  his 
work,  notwithstanding  the  many  blemishes  which  were 
apparent  in  the  first  edition.  Some  of  these  blemishes  were 
no  doubt  attributable  to  over-hasty  composition ;  while  others 
arose  from  the  difficulty  of  constructing  a  poem  of  this  length 
in  the  form  of  a  Monologue,  and  also  from  a  desire  (perhaps 
too  scrupulously  adhered  to)  of  deviating  in  no  respect  from 
what  the  Author  firmly  believes  to  be'  the  historical  trath. 
In  point  of  form  the  poem  has  undergone  no  alteration ;  but 
much  care  has  been  bestowed  upon  the  correction  of  isolated 
passages ;  some  superfluous  matter  has  been  excised  ;  and 
other  amendments  made,  in  the  hope  of  giving  more  strength 
and  vivacity  to  the  expression,  and  more  interest  to  the 
narrative.  In  particular,  the  concluding  canto  has  under¬ 
gone  strict  revision,  as,  in  its  original  form,  it  bore  marks 

P  Omitted  in  this  edition.] 
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of  a  certain  degree  of  languor,  tlie  consequence  of  a  tempo¬ 
rary  illness.  I  say  this  by  way  of  explanation  only,  con¬ 
scious  that  I  have  many  shortcomings  to  answer  lor,  with 

no  such  excuse  to  plead.  .  . 

I  have  further  to  thank  those  of  my  reviewers,  ^ho,  m 
a  spirit  of  honestv  and  kindness,  have  referred  to  my  detects ; 
for  by  doing  so  I  must  needs  acknowledge  that  they  have 
rendered  me  an  essential  service.  In  these  days  of 
minous  publication,  criticism  is  valuable  to  the  reader, 
inasmuch  as  it  places  him  on  his  guard ;  but  it  is  invaluable 
to  every  author,  who  has  the  sincere  desire  of  cultivating 
his  art  to  the  utmost  of  his  ability,  because  it  warns  him  of 
the  faults  which  are  the  most  glaringly  conspicuous  m  his 
style  and  rebukes  him  for  every  instance  of  undue  careiess- 
n4s  or  neglect.  The  best  proof  of  my  acquiescence  m  the 
iustice  of  some  of  the  remarks  upon  the  construction  ot 
ceifain  passages  of  BofMaell,  is  the  fact -that  I  have  made 
emendations  accordingly;  hut  beyond  that,  I  have  altered, 
or  recast,  many  passages  against  which  no  censure  was 
directed.  The  truth  is,  that,  on  the  eve  of  publication,  i  did 
not  feel  by  any  means  satisfied  with  my  own  peiiormance. 

I  had  an  instinctive  feeling  that  I  ought  to  have  done  it 
better.  I  was  conscious  that  occasionally  the  expression 
did  not  adequately  convey  the  idea,  and  that  the  versifica¬ 
tion  wa.s  sometimes  defective  both  in  melody  and  in  powei. 
But  there  is  a  peculiarity  attendant  upon  poetical  composi¬ 
tion,  which  is  well  known  to  those  who  practise  it,  tliougii 
it  may  not  be  so  to  the  general  reader — and  that  is,  that 
a  certain  period  must  elapse  before  the  writer  can  discern 
the  precise  nature  of  his  faults,  or  regain  the  power  oi 
correcting  them.  So  long  as  the  heat  engendered  by  the 
oxi<yinal  effort  is  upon  him,  his  attempts  at  emendation  wiii 
be  In  vain.  But  after  a  time,  unless  he  is  vainglorious  and 
e^yotistical  in  the  extreme,  the  faults  which  he  has  committed 
become  as  a]3pareht  to  him  as  they  were  to  others  ;  and 
surely,  then,  it  is  his  duty  to  retrieve  such  faults,  or  at  least 
to  make  the  attempt,  although  it  is  quite  possible  that  he 
may  not  succeed  in  doing  that  in  a  manner  commensurate 

with  his  desire.  ^  ,  o 

As  the  general  structure  of  Botlitoell,  as  I  now  lay  it  beiore 
the  public,  has  undergone  no  material  alteration,  it  is  still 
amenable  to  the  criticism  which  was  directed  against  its 
form  I  trust,  however,  that  it  is  so  far  amended  in  detail, 
as  to' show  the  public  that  the  indulgence  which  they  have 
extended  to  my  humble  efforts  is  deeply  and  gratefully 
appreciated. 

Ediitbubgh,  Isi  January,  1858. 
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I 

Cold — cold !  Tlie  ^Yind  howls  fierce  without 
It  drives  the  sleet  and  snow ; 

With  thundering  hurl,  the  angiy  sea 
Smites  on  the  crags  below. 

Each  wave  that  leaps  against  the  roch 
Makes  this  old  prison  reel— 

God  1  cast  it  down  upon  my  head, 

And  let  me  cease  to  feel ! 

Cold — cold!  The  brands  are  buimiiig  out. 
The  dying  embers  wane; 

The  drops  fall  plashing  from  the  roof 
Like  slow  and  sullen  rain. 

Cold — cold  !  And  yet  the  villain  kernes 
Who  keep  me  fettered  here. 

Are  feasting  in  the  hall  above, 

And  holding  Christmas  cheer. 

When  the  wind  pauses  for  its  breath, 

I  hear  their  idiot  bray, 

The  laugh,  the  shout,  the  stamping  feet, 
The  song  and  roundelay : 

They  pass  the  jest,  they  quaff  the  cup, 

Tne  Yule-log  sparkles  brave, 

They  riot  o'er  my  dungeon-vault 
As  though  it  were  my  grave. 

Ay,  howl  again,  thou  bitter  wind, 

Eoar  louder  yet,  thou  sea, 

And  dro’svn  the  gusts  of  brutal  mirth 
That  mock  and  madden  me ! 

Ho,  ho  I 'the  Eagle  of  the  Eoifh 
Has  stooped  upon  the  main! 

Scream  on,  O  eagle,  in  thy  flight. 

Through  blast  and  hurricane— 

And,  when  thou  meetest  on  thy  way 
The  black  and  plunging  bark 
W'here  those  who  pilot  by  the  stars 
Stand  quaking  in  the  dark, 

Down  with  thy  pinion  on  the  mast. 

Scream  louder  in  the  air, 

And  stifle  in  the  wallowing  ^sea 
The  shrieks  of  their^  despair ! 

Be  my  avenger  on  this  night, 

When  all,  save  I,  are  free ; 


136 


BOTHWELL 


PART  I 


Why  should  I  care  for  mortal  man, 

When  men  care  nought  for  me? 

Care  nought?  They  loathe  me,  one  and  all, 

Else  why  should  I  be  here — 

I,  starving  in  a  foreign  cell, 

A  Scottish  prince  and  peer? 

II 

0,  that  the  madness,  which  at  times 
Comes  surging  through  my  brain,  50 

Would  smite  me  deaf,  and  dumb,  and  blind, 

No  more  to  wake  again  — 

Would  make  me,  what  I  am  indeed, 

A  beast  within  a  cage. 

Without  the  sense  to  feel  my  bonds, 

Without  the  power  to  rage— 

Would  give  me  visions  dai±  and  drear, 

Although  they  were  of  hell, 

Instead  of  memories  of  the  place 
From  which  I  stooped  and  fell!  60 

III 

I  was  the  husband  of  a  Queen, 

The  partner  of  a  throne ; 

For  one  short  month  the  sceptred  might 
Of  Scotland  was  my  own. 

The  crowm  that  father  Fergus  wore 
Lay  ready  for  my  hand, 

Yea,  but  for  treason,  I  had  been 
The  monarch  of  the  land  ; 

The  King  of  Scots,  in  right  of  her 
Who^  was  my  royal  bride,  70 

The  fairest  woman  on  the  earth 
That  e’er  the  sun  espied. 

0  Mary— Mary  !  Even  now. 

Seared  as  I  am  to  shame, 

The  blood  grows  thick  around  my  heart 
At  utterance  of  thy  name! 

I  see  her,  as  in  bygone  days, 

A  widow,  yet  a  child, 

Within  the  fields  of  sunny  France, 

When  heaven  and  fortune  smiled.  80 

The  violets  grew  beneath  her  feet. 

The  lilies  budded  fair, 

All  that  is  beautiful  and  bright 
Was  gathered  round  her  there. 

0  lovelier  than  the  fairest  flower 
That  ever  bloomed  on  green, 

Was  she,  the  darling  of  the  land, 

That  young  and  spotless  Queen ! 
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The  sweet,  sweet  smile  upon  her  lips. 
Her  eyes  so  kind  and  clear, 

The  magic  of  her  gentle  voice, 

That  even  now  I  hear ! 

And  nobles  knelt,  and  princes  bent 
Before  her  as  she  came  ; 

A  Queen  by  gift  of  nature  she, 

More  than  a  Queen  in  name.' 

Even  I,  a  rugged  Border  lord, 

Unused  to  courtly  ways. 

Whose  tongue  was  never  tutored  yet 
To  lisp  in  polished  phrase  ; 

I,  who  would  rather  on  the  heath 
Confront  a  feudal  foe. 

Than  linger  in  a  royal  ’hall 
Where  lackeys  come  and  go — 

I,  who  had  seldom  bent  the  knee 
At  mass,  or  ^  yet  at  prayer, 

Bowed  down  in  homage  at  her  feet, 
And  paid  my  worship  there! 

IV 

My  worship  ?  yes !  My  fealty  ?  ay  I— 
Bise,  Satan,  if  thou  wilt, 

And  limn  in  'fire,  on  yonder  wall. 

The  pictures  of  my  guilt — 

Accuser!  Tempter!  Do  thy  worst, 

In  this  malignant  hour, 

When  God  and  man  abandon  me, 

And  T  am  in  thy  power— 

Come  up,  and  show  me  all  the  past, 
Spare  nothing  that  has  been ; 

Thou  wert  not  present,  iiiggling  fiend, 
When  first  I  saw  my  Queen ! 

V 

I  worshipped ;  and  as  pure  a  heart 
To  her,  I  swear,  was  mine, 

As  ever  breathed  a  truthful  vow 
Before  Saint  Mary’s  shrine : 

I  thought  of  her,  as  of  a  star 
Within  the  heavens  above, 

That  such  as  I  might  gaze  upon, 

But  never  dare  to  love. 

I  swore  to  her  that  day  mj  troth, 

As  belted  earl  and  knight, 

That  I  'would  still  defend  her  throne, 
And  aye  protect  her  right. 

Well;  who  dare  call  me  traitor  now? 
My  faith  I  never  sold ; 

F  a 
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These  fingers  never  felt  the  touch 
Of  England’s  proffered  gold. 

Free  from  one  damning  guilt  at  least 
My  soul  has  ever  been ; 

I  did  not  sell  my  country’s  rights, 
l^Tor  fawn  on  England’s  Queen !  140 

Wliy  stand’st  thou  ever  at  in}^  head? 

False  devil,  hence,  I  say! 

And  seek  for  traitors,  black  as  hell, 

’Mongst  those  who  preach  and  pi  ay! 

Get  thee  across  the  howling  seas, 

And  bend  o’er  Murray’s  bed, 

For  there  the  falsest  villain  lies 
That  ever  Scotland  bred. 

False  to  his  vows,  a  wedded  priest : 

Still  falser  to  the  Crown  ;  150 

False  to  the  blood,  that  in  his  veins 
Made  bastardy  renown  ; 

False  to  his  sister,  whom  he  swore 
To  guard  and  shield  from  harm ; 

The  head  of  many  a  felon  plot, 

But  never  once  the  arm ! 

^Hiat  tie  so  holy  that  his  hand 
Hath  snapt  it  not  in  twain? 

What  oath  so  sacred  but  he  broke 
For  ^selfish  end  or  gain?  160 

A  verier  knave  ne’er  stepped  the  earth 
Since  this  wide  world  began ; 

And  yet — he  bandies  texts  with  Knox, 

And  walks  a  pious  man ! 

VI 

Get  thee  to  crafty  Lethington, 

That  alchemist  in  wile, 

To  grim  Glencairn,  the  preacher’s  pride, 

To  Cassilis  and  Argyle — 

To  Morton,  steeped  in  lust  and  guilt. 

My  old  confedei'ate  he! —  170 

0  well  for  him  that  ’twixt  us  twain 
There  rolls  the  trackless  sea! 

O  well  for  him  that  never  more 
On  Scottish  hill  or  plain, 

My  foot  shall  tread,  my  shadow  fall, 

My  voice  be  heard  again  : 

For  there  are  words  that  I  could  speak 
Would  make  him  blench  and  quail, 

Yea,  shiver  like  an  aspen  tree, 

Amidst  his  men  of  mail!—  180 

Get  thee  to  them,  who  sold  their  Queen 
For  foreign  gold  and  pay ; 
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A^ail  them,  rack  them,  mock  them,  fiend! 

Bide  with  them  till  the  day. 

But  leave  me  here  alone  to-ni^ht — 

No  fear  that  I  will  pray ! 


•vn 

O  ^3-py  a  deed  that  I  have  done 
Weighs  heavy  on  my  soul ; 

Bor  I  have  been  a  sintul  man, 

And  never,  since  my  life  began,  loo 

Have  bowed  me  to  control 
Perchance  my  temper  was  too  rude, 

Perchance  my  pride  too  great: 

P^ehance  it  _was  my  fantasy,  ' 

Perchance  it  was  my  fate! 

I  will  not  pour  my  muttered  guilt 
In  any  shaveling’s  ear, 

for  prayer  from  mortal  lips, 
death  and  judgment  near. 

Tlmy  shall  not  weigh  those  deeds  of  mine  200 
By  moral  code  or  rule ; 

Ma.n  deals  with  man  by  human  laws, 

And  judges  like  a  fool! 

VIII 

In  Scotland,  when  my  name  is  heard. 

Prom  Orkney’s  utmost  bound, 

To  where  Tweed’s  silver  waters  mn. 

Men  shudder  at  the  sound. 

They  will  not  even  deign  to  pray 
For  one  so  lost  and  vile— 

They,  who  have  raced  to  see  me  ride,  210 

They,  who^have  waited  bv  my  side 
For  nothing  save  a  smile! 

And  yet  I  am  not  guiltier  now 
Than  w^hen  they  sought  me  there ; 

Not  more  deserving  of  their  curse, 

Less  worthy  of  their  prayer  I 

IX 

What  charge — what  crime?  Come,  trusty  peers, 
Come  all  of  you,  and  say 
Why  I  should  be  a  prisoner  here, 

And  you  be  free  to-day  1  220 

You  dealt  with  England— that’s  assured! 

You  murdered  Eiccio  too; 

And  he  who  planned  that  felon  deed, 

And,  with  his  wife  in  view, 

Plunged  his  weak  dagger  in  the  corpse — 

That  coward  wretch  1  sleiv ! 
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X 

A  king?  lie  was  no  king  of  mine! 

A  weak  and  worthless  boy-— 

A  fool  in  whose  insensate  liand 
The  fairest  jewel  of  the  land  230 

Lay  a  neglected  toy. 

A  man,  indeed,  in  outward  form, 

But  not  a  man  in  mind, 

Less  fit  by  far  to  rule  the  realm 
Than  many  a  vassal  hind. 

0  had  I  earlier  sought  the  place 
That  late — too  late— was  mine ; 

Had  I  but  seen  the  woman  then, 

And  deemed  her  less  divine. 

When  first  upon  the  Scottish  shore  240 

She,  like  a  radiant  star, 

Descended,  bringing  hope  and  mirth 
From  those  bright  realms  afar  ; 

When  all  men’s  hearts  were  blithe  and  glad 
To  greet  their  youthful  Queen, 

And  once  again  within  the  land 
A  happy  face  was  seen— 

I  might  Have  made  my  homage  more 
Than^  that  of  subject  peer, 

And  with  my  oath  of  loyalty  250 

Have  blent  a  vow  more  dear. 

For  I  had  friends  enow  to  back ; 

And,  with  mv  kith  and  kin, 

Who  held  the  Borders,  far  and  wide, 

And  hemmed  the  marches  in, 

1  might  have  bid  defiance  bold, 

To  all  who  dared  advance 
To  claim  the  hand  of  Scotland’s  Queen, 

The  widow-child  of  Prance ! 

Had  I  but  sent  the  cry  abroad,  260 

That  neither  English  peer, 

Nor  Scottish  lord  from  England’s  court 
Should  be  our  master  here— 

Had  I  but  trusted  to  myself, 

And  bravely  ta’en  my  stand, 

Then  Darnley  never  would  have  been 
The  King  within  the  land. 

XI 

Too  late— too  late!  Poor  Mary  stood 
Unfriended  and  alone, 

The  tenant  of  a  dreary  hall,  270 

A  melancholy  throiie : 

No  more,  as  in  her  grandsire’s  days, 

Surrounded  by  a  ring 
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Of  valiant  lords  and  faithful  knights. 
Who  for  fair  Scotland  and  her  rights 
Would  die  beside  their  lung. 

Set  was  the  star  of  chivalry 
^That  erst  had  gleamed  so  pure 
Upon  the  crests  of  those  who  lay 
On  Elod den’s  fatal  moor. 

Gone  were  the  merry  times  of  old, 

The  masque,  and  mirth,  and  glee ; 
And  wearier  was  the  palace  then 
Than  prison  needs  to  be. 

Forbidden  were  the  vesper  bells. — 
They  broke  the  Sabbath  calm ! 
Hushed  were  the  notes  of  minstrelsy — 
They  chimed  not  with  the  psalm : 
'*Twas  sin  ^  to  smile,  ’twas  sin  to  laugh, 
’Twas  sin  to  sport  or  play, 

And  heavier  than  a  hermit’s  fast 
Was  each  dull  holiday. 

Was  but  the  sound  of  laughter  heard. 
Or  tinkling  of  a  lute, 

Or,  worse  than  all,  m  royal  hall, 

The  tread  of  dancing  foot — 

Then  to  a  drove  of  gaping  downs 
Would  Knox  with  unction  tell 
The  vengeance  that  in  days  of  old 
Had  fallen  on  Jezebel  I 


XII 

She  stood  alone,  without  a  friend 
^  On  whom  her  arm  might  lean : 

Ho  true  and  trusty  counsellors 
Were  there  to  serve  their  Queen; 

But  moody  men,  with  sullen  looks. 

And  faces  hard  and  keen. 

They  who  professed  the  later  faith 
Were  trembling  for  their  hold 
Of  the  broad  lands  and  fertile  fields 
Owned  by  the  Church  of  old. 

Apostles  they  of  easy  walk  —  . 

Eo  martyrdom  or  pain — 

What  marvel  if  they  loved  a  creed 
That  brought  such  pleasant  gain? 
What  marvd  if  theii-  greedy  hearts 
Were  wung  with  abject  fear. 

Lest  Rome  should  yet  resume  her  sway. 
And  strip  them  of  their  gear? 

How  could  they  serve  a  Papist  Queen 
With  loyal  hearts  and  true? 
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How  own  a  rank  idolatress, 

With  Paradise  in  view? 

England  was  near,  and  England’s  Queen 
Defied  both  France  and  Borne— 

What  marvel  if  they  went  to  her, 

And  broke  their  jfaith  at  home? 

XIII 

And  she,  the  sister,  maiden  Queen — 

Bare  maid  and  sister  she! 

True  daughter  of  the  Tudor  line, 

Who  claimed  her  crown  by  right  divine,  330 
And  ruled  o’er  land  and  sea — 

She  who  might  well,  without  disgrace, 

Or  any  thought  of  fear, 

Have  deigned,  from  her  established  place, 

To  succour  one  so  near— 

She,  w^hom  her  slaves  call  wise  in  thought, 

And  generous  in  deed,— 

How  did  she  deal  with  Scotland’s  Queen, 

How  help  her  in  her  need? 

XIV 

By  heaven ! — if  I  dare  speak  the  word, —  340 

I,  steeped  in  guilt  and  crime, 

I,  who  must  bear  the  heaviest  curse 
Of  this  distracted  time  — 

Bv  heaven !  I  think,  had  Scotland  stood 
TJnfriended  and  alone. 

Left  to  herself,  without  intrigue 
From  any  neighbour  throne : 

Free  to  decide,  and  mould,  and  fix 
The  manner  of  her  sway. 

No  Scottish  soul  had  ever  stooped  350 

To  cozen  or  betray! 

I  say  it— I,  the  twice  betrayed, 

Their  victim  and  their  tool — 

I,  wdiom  they  made  the  sacrifice 
For  their  unrighteous  rule ; 

I  say  it,  even  for  the  men 
Who  drove  me  here  to  shame— 

Theirs  is  the  lesser,  paltrier  guilt, 

And  theirs  the  meaner  blame! 

XV 

They  durst  not,  had  they  stood  alone,  360 

Inheritors  of  names 
That  over  Christendom  have  flown, 

As  stream  the  northern  fiames, — 
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Whose  fathers,  in  their  silent  grayes, 

Sleep  peacefully  and  well, 

Scotland’s  great  champions  while  they  liyed, 

And  greater  when  they  fell — 

They  durst  not  so  have  wronged  their  blood, 

And  smirched  their  fair  renown. 

Have  flung  their  honour  to  the  winds,  370 

And  leagued  against  the  crown. 

But  at  the  gate  the  Temptress  stood, 

Hot  beautiful  nor  young ; 

Hor  luring,  as  a  Syren  nught, 

By  magic  of  her  tongue ; 

High  and  imperious,  stately,  proud, 

Yet  artful  to  beguile, 

A  woman,  without  woman’s  heart, 

Or  woman’s  sunny  smile : 

By  nature  tyrannous  and  vain,  380 

By  state-craft  false  and  mean, 

She  hated  Mary  from  her  soul, 

As  woman  and  as  Queen! 


XVI 

Men  hate,  because  in  act  or  strife 
They  cross  each  other’s  path ; 

Short  is  the  space  for  jealousy. 

And  fierce  the  hour  of  wrath: 

Their  passion,  like  the  autumn  flood, 

Sweeps  o’er  the  plains  below; 

But  woman’s  hate  runs  deeper  far,  390 

Though  noiseless  in  its  flow. 

A  fairer  face,  a  higher  place, 

More  worship,  more  applause, 

Will  make  a  woman  loathe  her  friend  , 

Without  a  deadlier  cause. 

The  darkness  struggles  with  the  light, 

The  gloaming  with  the  day, 

Ay,  even  in  the  deeps  of  night 
Will  shadows  force  their  way : 

For  ever,  when  the  peerless  moon  400 

Is  riding  clear  in  heaven. 

Some  sullen  cloud,  by  envious  winds^ 

Athwart  its  disc  is  driven. 

Yet  vainly  does  the  shadow  seek 
A  borrowed  light  to  steal, 

The  cloud  is  darker  for  the  orb 
It  cannot  quite  conceal. 

And  so,  though  minions  bent  the  knee 
To  England’s  haughty  Queen, 

And  swore  in  verse  and  fulsome  rhyme, 
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That  never,  since  the  birth  of  time, 

Was  such  an  angel  seen, 

The  instinct  of  her  cold  proud  heart 
Desf)ised  the  sordid  lie, 

Yet  still  she  smiled,  as  women  smile. 

Who  will  not  deign  to  sigh. 

XVII 

And  cause  had  she  to  hate  and  fear 
Past  woman’s  pride  alone ; 

For  Boleyn’s  daughter  sate  not  safe 
ISior  surely  on  her  throne.  420 

Aiid^many  a  lord  of  England  thought 
On  Mary’s  right  and  claim, 

And  owned  her  in  their  wassail  cui^s 
As  Queen,  though  not  by  name. 

But  why  this  paltering  with  the  past? 

Why  mutter  idljr  here, 

As  though  I  were  in  dull  debate 
With  council  or  with  peer? 

Is  it  the  dripping  from  the  roof. 

Or  plunging  of  the  sea,  430 

That  thus  infects  me  with  the  weight 
Of  theii*  monotony? 

Why  should  I  brood  o’er  perished  things, 

And,  like  a  dotard,  dream. 

Of  visions  seen  but  not  fulfilled 
Far  up  life’s  whirling  stream? 

Man  cannot  quite  control  his  thoughts, 

Nor  keep  them  in  his  power, 

Yet  these  of  mine  have  wandered  wide 
Within  the  bypast  hour.  440 

What  might  have  been,  in  phantom  mist 
Has  vanished  long  ago ; 

I  need  not  try  to  trace  it  out, 

What  was,  and  is,  I  know. 

Enough—no  word  of  love  was  breathed 
In  Mary’s  ear  by  me, 

When  most  she  needed  manly  aid, 

And  when  her  hand  was  free. 

But  Barnley  came,  and  woo’d,  and  w^on— 

They  say  that  death  should  close  450 

All  count  of  hate  and  enmity 
Between  the  deadliest  foes— 

And  yet— I  will  not  forge  a  lie, 

Here  on  my  wretched  bed — 

I  hated  Barnley  while  he  lived ; 

I  hate  him  now,  though  dead  1 

XVIII 

She  wedded  Barnley— -and  a  fool 
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In  every  sense  was  he, 

With  scarce  the  wit  to  be  a  knave 
If  born  in  low  degree.  460 

But  folly,  when  it  -walks  abroad 
In  royal  guise  and  strain. 

Will  never  lack  for  knavery 
To  loiter  in  its  train. 

Loose  comrades  of  the  baser  sort 
Were  always  by  his  side, 

To  whisper  lewdness  in  his  ear, 

And  pander  to  his  pride. 

And  men  who  wore  a  graver  mask, 

Whose  hearts  were  all  untrue,  470 

Essayed— it  was  an  easy  task — 

To  make  him  traitor  too ! 

XIX 

The  madman!  Had  he  only  known 
His  duty,  style,  and  place" 

When  lifted  up  beside  the  throne, 

And  raised  to  such  a  grace — 

Had  he— the  winner  of  the  prize, 

For  w^hose  transcendent  charms, 

If  deeds  availed,  not  idle  words, 

Through  Europe  wide,  a  thoiisand  lords,  4S0 
Famous  and  proud,  had  drawn  their  swords 
And  courted  death  in  arms— 

Had  he  been  gentle,  faithful,  true, 

Hind,  couiieous,  nobly-bred, 

To  her  who  found  him  "fugitive, 

Yet  took  him  to  her  bed— 

Why  then,  in  spite  of  England's  Queen, 

Of  treason  hatched  at  home, 

Of  foreign  league,  or  civil  war, 

Or  danger  yet  -to  come,  490 

He  might  have  kept  the  foremost  place 
Without  contending  claim, 

Have  won  a  kingdom  for  Ms  race 
And  left  an  honoured  name. 

XX 

Eot  as  a  Prince  of  high  estate 
Came  Barnley  to  the  Queen : 

His  pride  provoked  the  nobles'  hate. 

His  folly  stirred  their  spleen. 

And  fiercely  blazed  Elizabeth's  wrath 
Against  the  luckless  pair,  500 

For  still  the  phantom  in  her  path 
Had  been  a  Scottish  heii\  _ 

And  well  she  knew  the  ancient  strain 
That  rings  through  Scotland  free — 
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That  the  French  Queen  should  bear  the  son 
To  rule  all  Britain  to  the  sea, 

And  from  the  Bruce’s  blood  should  come 
As  near  as  in  the  ninth  degree. 

She  was  a  tigress,  all  too  fierce 
For  rashest  love’s  essay ; 

None  durst  approach  the  royal  lair 
Where  mateless  long  she  lay. 

And  it  was  more  than  gall  to  her 
To  think  that  Mary’s  son 
Must  sit  one  day  upon  her  seat — 

Must  end  what  she  begun. 

She  might  have  frowned  a  cold  consent, 

Had  Mary  stooped  to  take, 

As  spouse,  an  English  vassal  peer, 

For  her  kind  sister’s  sake. 

But  Barnley  stood  too  near  the  throne, 

And  strong  his  place  had  been, 

If  ready,  like  a  valiant  knight, 

Against  the  world  to  hold  his  right, 

And  _more — as  love  and  honour  bade, 

To  vindicate  the  choice  she  made, 

By  duty  to  the  Queen. 

But  neither  honour,  truth,  nor  love 
Had  power  his  selfish  soul  to  move ; 

As  cold  of  heart,  as  weak  of  brain, 

Unused  his  passion  to  restrain, 

At  once  the  madman  claimed  to  be 
In  name  and  power  a  King! 

He,  weak  as  water,  frail  as  sand, 

A  beggar  when  on  Mary’s  hand 
He  placed  the  marriage  ring! 

Then,  false  to  her  who  gave  him  all, 

And  lost  to  sense  of  Miame, 

He  banded  with  her  dea^iest  foes 
To  stain  her  spotless  name  I 

XXI 

There  was  that  Eiccio— sharp  and  sly ; 

No  friend  of  mine,  I  swear, 

For  in  that  dark  Italian  eye 
Was  craft  beyond  my  mastery, 

And  in  his  cold  and  subtle  smile 
I  read  the  evidence  of  guile 
Was  deep  implanted  there. 

He  could  not  bend  me  to  his  will — 
fanatic  was  I; 

Nor  would  I  lend  a  helping  hand 
To  rivet  on  my  native  land 
The  chains  of  Italy. 
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Eijg^ht  little  cared  I  for  the  creeds 
Of  either  Church,  I  trow  ; 

I  recked  not  which  should  win  or  lose. 

And  more — 1  reck  not  now. 

But  lost  on  me  was  all  his  speech, 

His  policy  was  vain: 

What  was  to  me  the  Papal  cause 
In  Prance  or  yet  in  Spain?  560 

I  never  stood,  as  Atholl  did, 

A  soldier  sworn  of  Eome,  ^ 

Eor  asked  for  foreign  surgery 
To  stanch  the  wounds  at  home. 

Yet  Eiccio  may  ^  have  faithful  been, 

And  to  his  mistress  true, 

For  those  who  hated  him  the  worst 
Were  knaves  and  traitors  too. 

I  cannot  tell— but^  this  I  know, 

That  till  my  dying  hour  570 

I  never  shall  forget  the  shriek 
That  rung  from  Mary’s  bower. 

XXII 

’Twas  night— mirk  night— the  sleet  beat  on, 

The  wind,  as  now,  was  rude, 

And  I  was  lonely  in  my  room 
In  dreary  Holy  rood. 

I  heard  a  cry,  a  tramp  of  men, 

A  clash  ot  steel  below. 

And  from  my  window,  in  the  court 
I  saw  the  torches  glow.  580 

More  common  were  such  sounds  to  me 
Than  hum  of  evening  hymn ; 

I  caught  my  sword,  and  liiirried  out 
Along  the  passage  dim. 

But  0,  the  smiek  that ^  thrilled  me  then — 

The  accents  of  despair, 

The  man’s  imploring  agony, 

The  woman’s  frantic  prayer  ! 

‘0,  for  the  love  of  God  and  Cliiist, 

Forbear— I  will  not  fly !  590 

O  mistress— Queen— protect  me  yet, 

I  am  not  fit  to  die !  ’ 

Hold !  hold  your  hands !  you  shall  not  strike, 
Unless  you  slay  me  too  ; 

My  guard  !  0  help !  they  kill  the  Queen  I 
Help  I  husband— nobles— you— 

O  Euthven — Douglas— as  you  trust 
For  mercy  in  your  need, 

For  Christ’s  dear  sake,  be  satisfied — 

Do  not  this  monstrous  deed ! 
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What !  Darnley,  thou  ?  let  go  my  arm — 

Unhand  me,  dastard  knave  ! 

To  me— to  me — all  Scottish  hearts— 

Help  !  treason !  Come  and  save !  ’ 

XXIII 

A  door  flew  wide.  I  saw  them  all — 

Euthven  in  mail  complete, 

Oeorge  Douglas,  Ker  of  Fawdonside, 

And  Eiccio  at  their  feet. 

With  rapiers  drawn  and  pistols  bent, 

They  seized  their  wretched  prey;  6io 

They  wrenched  her  garments  from  his  grasp, 
They  stabbed  him  where  he  lay. 

I  saw  George  Douglas  raise  his  arm, 

I  saw  his  dagger  gleam ; 

And  then  I  heard-  the  dying  yell, 

And  Mary’s  piteous  scream. 

I  saw  her  writhe  in  Darnley’s  arms 
As  in  a  serpent’s  fold— 

The  coward  !  he  was  pale  as  death, 

But  would  not  loose  his  hold  I  620 

And  then  the  torches  waved  and  shook, 

And  louder  grew  the  din, 

And  up  the  stair,  and  through  the  doom 
The  rest  came  trooping  in. 

What  could  I  do?  No  time  w^'as  that 
To  listen  or  to  wait  ; 

Thronged  were  the  rooms  with  furious  men, 

And  close  beset  the  gate. 

Morton  and  Lindsay  kept  the  court. 

With  many  a  deadly  foe  ;  630 

And  swords  are  swift  to  do  their  work 
When  blood  begins  to  flow. 

Darkling  I  traced  the  passage  back 
As  swiftly  as  I  came, 

For  in  the  crowd  that  tossed  beneath 
I  heard  them  shout  my  name. 

Enough!— that  night  one  victim  died 
Before  Queen  Mary’s  face. 

And  in  my^  secret  heart  I  doomed 
Another  in  his  place.  640 

Not  that  I  cared  for  Eiccio’s  life, 

They  might  have  worked  their  will ; 

Though  base  it  was  for  belted  knights 
So  poor  a  wretch  to  kill. 

But  I  had  seen  my  Queen  profaned, 

Outraged  before  my  face, 

By  him,  the  dastard,  heartless  boy, 

The  land’s  and  our  disgrace. 
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'Twas  he  devised  the  felon  plot— 
'Twas  he  that  planned  the  crime— 
He  led  the  murderers  to  her  room — 
And— God— at  what  a  time  ! 


XXIV 

They  call  me  savage,  brutal,  base, 

And  more — because  I  wed 
A  trembling,  sickly,  shrewish  dame, 

And  put  her  from  my  bed. 

Heaven  wot,  the  matcli  was  ill  ordained 
Her  heart  vras  given  elsewhere, 

And  for  a  second  courtship,  I 
Had  neither  time  nor  care. 

It  may  be  that  she  pined  alone ; 

It  may  be  in  my  nail 
She  met  with  ruder  company 
Than  pleased  her  taste  withal: 

I  may  have  wronged  her  by  neglect, 

I  may  have  galled  her  pride ; 

But  never  browed  she  scathe  or  scorn 
While  she  was  Bothwell’s  bride. 


XXV 

But  he,  whom  Mary’s  love  had  raised 
To  such  a  high  degree, 

The  lord  and  husband  of  her  heart, 

The  father  soon  to  be, 

The  man  who,  in  the  hour  of  pain, 
Should  still  have  kept  her  side— 

How  paid  he  back  the  matchless  debt, 
How  did  he  tend  his  bride? 

Why,  had  he  never  left  her  room, 

But,  like  the  grooms  of  yore, 

To  lay  him  on  the  rushes  "down 
His  lady’s  nest  before, 

To  guard  her  all  the  livelong  night, 

And  slumber  scjwce  till  dawn. 

When  her  dear  voice,  so  low  and  sweet, 
Like  breathings  of  a  fawn, 

Told  that  the  time  of  rest  was  o’er, 

And  then  a  simple  hymn 
Arose,  as  if  an  angel  lecl 
The  choir  of  seraphim — 

Would  such  a  service  have  ^  been  more 
Than  he  was  bound  to  give? 

Hay,  if  he  dared  to  make  it  less. 
Deserved  the  boy  to  live? 
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I  was  a  witness  on  that  night 
Of  all  his  shame  and  giiiit ; 

I  saw  his  outrage  on  the  Queen, 

I  saw  the  blood  he  spilt ; 

And,  ere  the  day  had  dawned,  I  swore, 

Whilst  spurring  through  the  sand, 

I  would  avenge  tliat  treachery. 

And  slay  hmi  with  my  hand—  700 

Or,  in  the  preachers’  holier  phrase, 

Would  purge  him  from  the  land  ! 

XXVII 

Ah  me !  and  this  is  Christmas  eve  ; 

And  here  alone  I  lie, 

With  nothing  save  my  own  wild  thoughts 
For  bitter  company  I 

My  own  wild  thoughts,  that  will  not  pass, 

Howe’er  I  bid  them  go  — 

My  torture,  yet  the  only  friends 
That  visit  me  below.  7^^ 

Full  many  a  hearth  is  decked  this  night 
To  hail  the  blessed  morn, 

On  which,  in  ages  long  ago, 

The  Saviour  child  was  born — 

The  churches  ail  are  wreathed  with  green, 

The  altars  set  with  flowers, 

And  happy  lowly  hearts  wait  on 
And  count  the  passing  hours ; 

Until  the  midnight  chimes  proclaim 
The  hallowed  season  come,  _  720 

When  Heaven’s  broad  gates  are  opened  wide, 

And  Hell’s  loud  roar  is  dumb. 

Then  myriad  voices  in  acclaim 
The  song  of  homage  yield, 

That  once  from  angels’  lips  was  heard 
By  shepherds  in  the  hold. 

Stilled  for  a  time  are  angry  thoughts, 

The  hearts  of  men  are  mild  ; 

The  father  with  a  holier  thrill 

Bends  o’er  his  slumbering  child ;  73° 

New  is  the  Mss  the  husband  gives 
Unto  his  wedded  wife, 

For  earthly  love,  when  blest  by  Heaven, 

Ends  not  with  earthly  life ; 

And,  fountain-like,  o’er  all  the  world, 

Where  Christ’s  dear  name  is  known, 

Arise  the  sounds  of  prayer  and  praise 
Toward  the  eternal  throne. 
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But  I,  a  slaye  in  bondage  here. 

Backed— torn  by  mad  despair—  740 

How  can  I  falter  forth  the  words 
Of  praise  or  yet  of  prayer? 

Men  drove  me  from  them,  as  a  wolf 
From  mountain-folds  is  driven, 

And  what  I  could  not  win  on  earth 
How  dare  I  seek  from  Heayen? 

Aw  howl  again,  thou  winter  wind — 

"Eoar  louder  yet,  thou  sea  ! 

For  nothing  else  can  stun  the  thoughts 
That  rise  to  madden  me!  ^  750 


PAET  SECOND 


The  sun  is  bright,  the  day  is  warm, 

The  breeze  is  bloydng  free — 

Come,  I  will  rouse  me  from  my  lair. 

And  look  upon  the  sea. 

’Tis  clear  and  blue,  with  here  and  there 
A  little  fleck  of  foam ; 

And  yonder  glides  a  stately  ship, 

Bound  on  her  yoyage  home. 

The  fishers,  on  the  scanty  sward. 

Spread  out  their  nets  to  dry,  io 

And  whistle  o’er  their  lazy  task 
In  happy  vacancy. 

Swnft  by  the  wundow  skims  the  tern, 

On  light  and  glancing ^  wing, 

And  evWy  sound  that  rises  up 
Gives  token  of  the  spring. 

Fair  is  the  sight,  yet  strange  to  me: 

No  memories  I  recall, 

While  gazing  on  the  headland  cliffs, 

And  waves  that  leap  and  fall;  20 

No-  visions  of  my  boyish  days, 

Or  manhood’s  sterner  prime, 

Arise  from  yonder  watery  waste. 

To  cheer  hie  for  a  time. 

II 

For  I  V7as  reared  among  the  hills, 

Within  a  Border  home, 
l?^Tiere,  brawling  down  their  narrow  glens. 

The  mountain  torrents  come; 
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And  well  I  know  the  bonny  braes 
Where  the  first  primrose  blows,  30 

And  shrinking  tufts  of  violets 
Bise  from  the  melting  snows, 

Ere  yet  the  hazel  leaf  is  out, 

0/ birches  show  their  green, 

Or.  on  the  sad  and  sullen  ash, 

A  kindling  bud  is  seen.  ^ 

0  Hermitage,  by  Liddel’s  side. 

My  old  ancestral  tower  I 
Were  I  again  but  lord  of  thee — 

Not  owning  half  the  power  ^  4= 

That  in  my  days  of  reckless  pride 
I  held,  but  cast  away— 

I  would  not  leave  thee,  Border  keep, 

Until  my  dying  day ! 

Wise  was  Buccleuch,  and  Cesstord  too, 

Who  stoutly  held  their  own. 

And  little  cared,  amidst  their  clans, 

For  threat  from  either  throne. 

They  range  at  will  the  mountain  paths, 

They  hear  the  falcon  cry ;  5' 

And  here,  within  a  loathly  cell, 

A  fettered  slave  am  I. 

Ill 

Who  owms  thee  now,  fair  Hermitage? 

Who  sits  wuthin  my  hall? 

What  banner  flutters  m  the  breeze 
Above  that  stately  wall? 

Does  yet  the  court-yard  ring  with  tramp 
Of  horses  and  of  men  ; 

Do  bay  of  hounds  and  bugle-note 
Sound  merry  from  the  glen  ?  ^ 

Or  art  thou,  as  thy  master  is, 

A  rent  and  ruined  pile, 

Once  noble,  but  deserted  now 
By  all  that  is  not  vile  ?  . 

What  matters  it?  These  eyes  of  mine 
Shall  never  see  thee  more  ; 

Still  in  my  thought  must  thou  abide 
As  stately  as  of  yore. 

When,  Warden  of  the  Marches  three. 

In  Mary’s  right  I  came 
To  still  the  rugged  Border  tends. 

And  trample  out  the  flame. 

IV 

Good  faith!  I  had  but  little  zeal 
To  meddle  with  the  knaves, 
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Who  simply  kept  their  fathers’  rule. 

And  fought  for  bloody  graves. 

1^0  war  was  then  between  the  lands. 

Else  swift  and  sure,  I  ween, 

Each  Border  clan,  on  Scottish  soil. 

Had  mustered  for  their  Queen  ;  '  So 

The  tidings  of  an  English  raid 
Had  joined  them,  heart  and  hand : 

Eor  well  the  jackmen  knew  the  wealth 
Of  canny  Cumberland. 

One  note  of  war— and  all  our  feuds 
Had  vanished  like  the  snow 
Erom  off  the  fells  by  Teviot-side, 

When  the  warm  May  winds  blow. 

But  peace  abroad  breeds  strife  at  home ; 

Old  cause  of  quarrel  rose ;  90 

Clan  fought  with  clan,  and  name  with  naaiie. 

As  fierce  and  deadly  foes. 

To  them  came  I  in  evil  hour— 

Most  perilous  the  tide ; 

For  he  who  seeks  to  part  a  fray, 

AVins  strokes  from  either  side. 

Saint  Andrew  I  ’twas  no  easy  task 
To  hunt  an  Armstrong  down, 

Or  make  a  Johnstone  yield  his  sword 
At  summons  from  the  Crown:  100 

Yet,  ere  a  week  had  passed  away. 

One  half  my  work  was  done, 

And  safe  within  my  castle  lay 
AVhitehaiigh  and  Mangertoh. 

I  had  them  all,  but  only  one, 

John  Elliot  of  the  Park, 

As  stahvart  and  as  bold  a  man 
As  ever  rode  by  dark. 

I  sought  him  far,  I  sought  him  near, 

He  oaffled  all  my  men  ;  iiQ 

At  last  I  met  him,  face  to  face, 

Within  the  Billh  ope  glen. 


Short  parley  passed  between  us  twain — 
‘  Thou  art  the  AVarden  ?  ’  ‘  Ay ! 

Thou  Elliot  of  the  Park?’  H  am.’ 

‘  AYilt  yield  thee  ?  ’  ‘  Come  and  try ! 
We  lighted  down  from  off  our  steeds, 
We  tied  them  to  a  tree ; 

The  sun  wns  sinking  in  the  west, 

And  all  alone  were  we. 

Out  flew  the  steel,  and  then  began 
A  sharp  and  desperate  strife ; 
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For  Elliot  fought  to  ’scape  the  cord, 

I  fought  for  fame  and  life. 

Ha,  hal  were  he  aliye  again, 

And  on  this  dungeon  floor, 

What  joy,  with  such  a  man  as  that, 

To  cross  the  sword  once  more  I 
The  blows  he  fetched  were  stark  and  strong, 

And  so  were  mine,  I  ween,  130 

Until  I  cleft  his  head-piece  through, 

And  stretched -him  on  the  green. 

‘Wilt  yield  thee  now?’  ‘I  will  not  yield, 

But  an  ye  promise  grace.’ 

‘  That  must  you  ask  upon  your  knee, 

Before  our  Sovereign’s  face.’ 

Blinded  with  blood,  ne  struggled  up— 

‘  Lord  Earl  I  ’  he  said,  ‘  beware  ! 

Flo  man  shall  take  me  living  yet ; 

Eow  follow,  if  you  dare  !’  140 

I  slipped  upon  the  broken  moss ; 

And  in  the  sheugh  we  rolled. 

Death-grappling,  silent,  heaving  each 
Within  tiie  other’s  hold. 

He  passed  above  me,  and  I  felt— 

Once — twice — his  dagger  drive  ;  ^ 

But  mine  went  deeper  through  his  breast — 

I  rose,  but  half  alive ! 

All  spun  around  me— trees  and  hills — 

A  mist  appeared  to  rise  ;  1 5° 

Yet  one  thing  saw  I  clearly  yet 
Before  my  fading  eyes: 

Yot  half  a  rood  beyond  the  burn, 

A  man  lay  stiff  and  stark ; 

I  knew  it  was  my  stubborn  foe, 

John  Elliot  of  the  Park. 

I  strove  in  vain  to  sound  my  horn, 

No  further  strength  had  I ; 

And  reeling  in  that  lonely  glen, 

I  fell — but  not  to  die.  160 

VI 

I  wakened  in  the  Hermitage 
From  out  my  heavy  swoimd, 

Thanks  to  the  leech,  who  would  not  cease 
From  probing  of  my  wound : 

And  there  I  lay,  for  many  a  day, 

Weak,  weary,  dull,  and  wan,  _ 

With  Httle  blood  within  my  veins, 

To  make  me  feel  like  man. 

In  sooth,  it  was  a  heavy  time — 

I  heard  the  bugles  blow,  170 
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The  horses  neigh,  the  bridles  ring, 

The  soldiers  come  and  go. 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Ormiston, 

In  short  and  gruff  command. 

As  outwards  from  the  castle-gate 
He  led  his  trooper  hand. 

Then  silence ;  and  that  hateful  sound. 

The  leech's  stealthy  tread — 

Aha!  when  I  had  strength  to  stir, 

How  swift  the  villain  tied!  iSo 

Then  the  ^  long  shades  of  afternoon — 

The  twilight  fastening  in — 

The  night,  when  still  1  heard  the  biook 
Come  roaring  clown  the  linn. 

Strange !  that  my  memory  should  recall 
Those  distant  things  to  view — 

That  every  sound,  and  sight,  and  thought. 

Should  visit  me  anew! 

Have  I  not  heard  a  hundred  times 
The  winter  tempests  roar,  190 

Since  first  they  spread  that  wretched  couch 
Here,  on  the  dungeon  floor? 

Have  I  not  heard  the  ocean-surge 
Come  bellowing  to  the  strand, 

When  peals  of  thunder  shook  the  heaven, 

When  flashed  the  levin  brand? 

The  hurleys  that  might  wake  the  dead. 

Pass  from  me  with  their  rage ; 

Not  so  the  sounds  that  reached  my  bed 
In  lonely  Hermitage.  200 

VII 

But  O,  that  day,  when  first  I  rose, 

A  cripple,  from  my  lair— 

Threw  wide  the  casement,  breathed  my  Ml, 

Of  fresh  and  wholesome  air. 

Drank  in  new  life,  and  felt  once  more 
The  pulse’s  stirring  play— 

0,  madly  in  my  heart  I  keep 
The  memory  of  that  day ! 

I  thought  to  near  the  gorcock  crow, 

Or  ouzel  whistle  shrill, 

Yv  hen,  lo !  a  gallant  company 
Came  riding  up  the  hill : 

No  banner  was  displayed  on  high, 

No  sign  of  war  was  seen, 

No  armed  band,  with  spear  and  brand, 
Encompassed  Scotland’s  Queen, 

She  came,  on  gentle  errand  bound 
The  generous  and  the  free— 
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Slie  came  to  cheer  her  wounded  knight, 

She  came  to  comfort  me.  220 

VIII 

She  waited  not  for  guard  or  groom, 

But  passed  into  the  hall  * 

Around  her  were  the  four  Maries, 

Herself  the  rose  of  all. 

I  never  thought  that  woman’s  voice 
Could  thrill  my  being  so, 

As  when  she  thanked  me  for  my  zeal 
In  accents  soft  and  low. 

I  saw  the  tear  within  her  eye, 

When,  bending  down  to  me,  230 

She  placed  her  lily  hand  in  mine, 

And  bade  me  quit  mj  knee. 

‘Bear  lord,’  she  said,  ‘  tis  woman’s  right 
To  comfort  when  she  may ; 

?hen  chafe  not,  if  we  take  by  storm 
Your  Border-keep  to-day. 

Ye  come  not  to  invade  your  hall, 

Or  rudely  mar  your  rest ; 
though  well  Idvnow,  at  fitter  time, 

I  were  a  welcome  guest.  240 

^ut  could  I  quit  the  Border-side 
Without  my  thanks  to  him 
Yho  paid  his  service  far  too  well, 

At  risk  of  life  and  limb  ? 

^h,  Bothwell!  you  have  bravely  done, 

And  all  my  thanks  are  poor; 

Yould  God  that  more  were  bent  like  you 
To  make  my  throne  secure  ! 

Drue  heart !  strong  arm !  I  cannot  place 
A  chaplet  on  your  brow,  250 

J'or  the  old  rites  of  chivalry 
Are  lost  or  banished  now ; 

But,  trust  me,  never  was  a  Queen 
More  debtor  to  a  peer, 

Than  I,  brave  Earl,  am  proud  to  own, 

Before  the  presence  here! 

How  say  you,  brother?’ 


IX 

At  the  word, 

I  felt  a  sudden  chill ; 

I  knew  not  Murray  as  he  rode 
Beside  her  up  the  hilL 
I  marked  him  not  within  my  hall — 
No  wonder,  for  my  eye 
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Was  fixed  on  one  bright  form  alone 
Of  all  that  company ! 

But  there  he  stood,  the  pulseless  man. 

The  calculating  lord, 

Swart  in  the  Congregation’s  garb, 

And  leaning  on  his  sword. 

Upon  his  lip  there  was  a  smile 
That  almost  seemed  a  sneer;  270 

Softly  he  spoke,  but  what  he  said 
Dwelt  not  within  mine  ear. 

Some  phrase  it  w^as  of  mild  assent, 

Framed  in  that  glossy  strain 
That  statesmen  use  to  hide  their  thoughts 
When  honest  words  were  Tain; 

Some  staid  and  studied  compliment, 

As  soft  and  cold  as  snow— 

I  would  not,  after  desperate  tight, 

Have  thanked  a  trooper  so  1  3 So 

And  then  he  paused,  and  glancing  round 
Upon  the  royal  train, 

B^an  to  falter  forth  excuse, 

Like  one  who  spoke  in  pain, 

Why  Darnley  came  not  with  the  Queen — 

How  could  the  fool  be  there? 

Had  he  not  left  his  Sovereign’s  Court, 

Despite  her  tears  and  prayer? — 

Left  her,  with  base  unmanly  threat, 

Alone  to  weep  and  pine ;  290 

That  he  might  lie  in  harlots’  laps, 

And  hiccup  o’er  his  wine  ? 

X 

Well  know  I  now  what  Murray  meant, 

But  then  I  did  not  care— 

The  sight  of  Darnley  in  my  hall 
Had  darkened  all  the  air. 

In  sooth,  I  wished  them  far  away, 

The  Maries,  and  the  rest. 

That  I  might  throw  me  at  her  feet, 

Might  ease  my  bursting  breast, —  3°° 

Might  tell  her  how  I  dared  to  love, 

And  how  I  hid  my  flame. 

Till  he,  the  wretched,  perjured  boy, 

Had  filled  his  cup  with  shame— 

Might  ask  her,  of  her  sovran  grace, 

To  take  and  keep  my  vow, 

To  rule  James  Hepburn’s  heart  and  hand, 

Not  give  him  promise  now — 

One  word,  one  little  word  of  hope 
Was  all  that  he  would  crave,—  3 10 
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H^e?  Never  hope  could  rise  for  me, 

Till  Darnley  filled  his  grave ! 

51 

For  then  indeed  I  felt  the  spell 
That  turned  weak  Arran’s  brain, 

That  drove  the  luckless  Chastellar 
To  love  and  die  in  vain. 

With  tenfold  power  that  magic  charm 
Was  stirring  in  my  soul ; 

Though  she  had  spurned  me  from  her  feet, 

I  must  have  spoke  the  whole.  320 

Far  better  to  have  told  her  all, 

And  waked  at  once  her  scorn, 

Than  brood  o’er  passions  ill-concealed, 

And  wait  for  crimes  unborn. 

Unborn,  but  yet,  alas !  conceived — 

Well — well !  what  recks  it  now  ? 

A  child  might  weep,  and  moan,  and  fret, 

That  yonder  glorious  bow, 

Which  right  before  me  spans  the  seas, 

Should  melt  in  mist  and  rain  :  330 

What  is  it  but  a  pageantry 
That  will  not  come  again? 

Yea,  let  it  pass  with  other  things, 

Old  hope,  remorse,  and  fear: 

All  these  are  phantoms,  dead  and  gone — 

They  shall  not  force  a  tear ! , 

5II 

Bright  was  the  morn,  and  fresh  the  wfind, 
i&d  clear  the  trumpet’s  call, 

As,  strong  once  more  in  heart  and  limb, 

I  issued  from  my  hall.  340 

A  hundred  troopers,  cased  in  mail, 

Were  mounted  on  the  sward  ; 

Men  who  would  ride  through  steel  and  flame 
At  signal  of  their  lord. 

The  knaves  1  I  know  they  loved  me  v^ell ; 

And  what  a  wild  acclaim 
Eang  through  the  valley,  up  the  glen, 

To  greet  me  as  I  came! 

Then  spears  were  raised,  and  swords  were  swung, 
And  Danners  tossed  on  high,  350 

In  such  a  storm  of  wild  delight. 

As  drives  men  onward  to  the  fight, 

For  death  or  victory ! 

The  blood  was  warm*  within  me  then, 

And  proudly  did  it  bound, 
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As,  clad  again  in  kniglitly  garb, 
i  wiieeled  my  charger  round  • 

o’er  MU  md  heath, 
Kight  gallantly  we  sped, 

UMil  we  paused,  and  drew  the  rein 
Mard  by  the  river’s  head. 

Castle  Hermitao’e 
One  lingering  look  I  cast;  "" 

^  strength  and  pride— 

Ixiat  look,  it  was  the  last! 


say  that  in  those  northern  seas, 
rar  out  ironi  human  view, 

There  lies  a  huge  and  whirling  pit. 

As  deep  as  though  the  globe  were  spHt, 
i  o  let  the  waters  through ; 

All  round  and  round  for  manv  a  mile 
opreads  the  ^  strong  tide’s  resislless  coil : 

^  should  chance  to  pass 
^^Within  the  Maelstrom’s  sweep 
helm  nor  sail  will  then  avail 
io  drive  her  through  the  deep. 

rolls  on  racing  waves, 
j  ^^^Powdng  in  her  round, 

1  towards  the  awful  brim 
Of  that  abyss  profound. 

Then  one  sharp  whirl,  one  giant  surge, 
A  lurch,  a  plunge,  a  yell,— 

And  down  for^ever  goes  the  ship 
Into  the  raging  hml! 

wot,  I  am  not  fanciful; 

But  from  that  fatal  day, 

When  first  I  leagued  with  other  men, 
And  left  my  open  way, 

Iso  power  had  I  to  check  my  course, 

Mo  will  to  pause  or  stay. 

They  knew  that  I  was  proud  and  bold, 
And  foremost  still  w’ould  go, 

Where  danger  waited  in  the  path, 

Nor  ever  count  the  foe. 

And  they  hadg'ead  my  secret  heart, 
And  set  their  cunning  snare  ; 

O,  had  my  only  thought  been  love, 
They’d  not  have  bound  me  there! 


XIV 

But  there  was  hatred  in  my  soul ; 

And  ^  more,  that  glorious  sin. 
Ambition,  cursed  by  all  who  lose, 
No  crime  for  those  who  win. 
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What  sceptre  ever  yet  was  gained 
Without  the  reddened  hand  ? 

Light  penance  seiwes  to  cleanse  the  stain 
hrom  those  who  rule  a  land. 

Hero,  and  king,  and  conqueror— 

So  ring  the  changes  here, 

For  those  who  rise  by  any  art, 

ISO  matter  what  they  were ! 

A^etch,  villain,  traitor,  regicide— 

These  are  the  counter-names 
For  men  whom  fortune  thrusts  aside. 
However  bold  their  aims. 

I  would  not  care  for  vulgar  speech  • 

But,  0,  it  drives  me  wild  ’ 

To  think  that  cold  and  reckoning  knaves 
Could  sway  me  like  a  child ! 

Tell  me  no  more  of  guilt  and  shame! 

iis  worse  to  be  a  fool, 

To  play  the  subtler  traitors’  game. 

Them  partner  and  their  to<3 ! 


V 

Craigmillar’s  dusky  hall 
That  first  I  lent  my  ear 

tempter,  Lethington, 

With  Murray  bending  near. 

Ti^  theme  was  Darnley  and  his  deeds, 
His  vain  capricious  mind. 

That  neither  counsel  could  control, 

Nor  sense  of  honour  bind ; 

outrageous  insolence 
men  of  high  degree, 

Who,  but  for  Mary’s  love  and  grace, 
Were  better  far  than  he. 

^  heard,  and  answered  not ; 

But  when  he  came  to  speak 
Cl  Ma^’s  wrongs,  and  Mary’s  woes, 

-the  blood  was  in  my  cheek. 

1  breaking  heart, 

Of  bitter  tears  she  shed, 

Of  the  sad  cry  she  raised  to  heaven, 
q  God !  that  I  were  dead !  ’ — 

Oyhat  dull  grief  which,  more  than  pain. 
Has  power  to  waste  and  kill ; 

™  her  secret  heart,  he  said, 

Queen  Mary  loved  him  still. 
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thought  was  bent. 

At  lirst,  on  Harnley  s  banishment ; 
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On  loosing  of  the  nuptial  tie, 

As  holy  Church  allows — 

An  easy  thing,  for  never  vet 
Was  such  a  faithless  spouse  ^ 

±>ut  when  we  broke  it  to  the  Queen, 
fehe  would  not  deign  to  hear; 

He  was  the  father  of  her  child, 

TTrf so  to  her  wms  dear. 

then  ^  left  ?  While  Barnlev  lives, 

He  s  nothing  less  than  King ; 

An  insect  monarch,  if  you  wml, 
y®!'  with  power  to  sting. 

Why  even  you,  brave  Earl,  so  high 
In  honour  and  in  place, 

^  ai’den— Admiral— must  bend 

Eetore  his  Eoyal  Grace! 

chafe  not  at  my  open  speech, 

For  others  teel  the  wrong ; 

Great  God !  to  think  that  one  so  weak 
bhould  thus  defy  the  strong! 
i  speak  not  only  for  myself — 

1  speak  Lord  Murray’s  mind ; 

bi  other  Huntlev,  and  Ai’gvle 
They  will  not  lag  behind.  ' 

more  remains 

_lhe  banished  lords  are  ours— 

Lindsay  and  Morton,  were  they  here, 

Would  help  ^  us  with  their  powers, 
in  evil  hour,  in  evil  cause, 

They  lent  weak  Darnley  aid  ; 
iliey  trusted  to  his  lying  tongue 
And  therefore  were'  betraved.  ^ 


time  to  stanch  the  wounds 
lhat  vex  the  land  so  sore, 

To  knit  the  noble  brotherhood 
More  closely  than  of  yore ; 

To  curb  the  wild  fanatic  mood 
That  w^axes  day  by  day, 

A^  make  fhe  surly  preachers  know 
Their  duty,  to  obey ! 

Bito  for  this  brainless,  frantic  fool, 

Ti?  o  ^  were  plain  and  cleai- 

It  Scotland’s  nobles  back  then  Queen 
What  danger  need  they  fear?  “  ' 

Ko  more  will  vre  of  foreign  league, 

Or  foreign  w^edlock  hear ! 

A  better  husband  for  the  Queen 
We’ll  find  among  our  own ; 
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As  fit  a  champion  as  the  Bruce, 

To  fill  the  Scottish  throne ! 

More  might  I  say—but,  valiant  Earl, 

Oil  you  our  fate  depends ;  500 

Speak  but  the  word,  §ive  but  the  sign, 

I’ll  answer  for  our  triends ! 

Scotland  is  weary  of  the  load 
That  lies  upon  her  now, 

And  Death  is  breathing,  cold  and  damp, 

Upon  our  Sovereign’s  brow. 

Here  is  the  stalwai*t  arm  we  need 
To  save  the  State  and  Queen ; 

Your  own  brave  blood  was  freely  shed 
For  Mary,  on  the  green —  510 

But  Darnley’s! — for  one  drop  of  yours 
His  life  were  all  too  mean.’ 

XVIII 

I’ve  heard  that  poison-sprinkled  fiowers 
Are  sweeter  in  perfume 
Than  when,  untouched  by  deadly  dew, 

They  opened  in  their  bloom ; 

I’ve  heard  that  men,  condemned  to  die, 

Have  quaffed  the  seasoned  wine 
With  keener  relish  than  the  juice 

Of  the  untampered  vine ;  520 

I’ve  heard  that  with  the  witches’  song, 

Though  harsh  and  rude  it  be. 

There  blends  a  wild  mysterious  strain 
Of  weirdest  harmony, 

So  that  the  listener  far  away 
Must  needs  approach  the  ring, 

Where,  on  the  savage  Lapland  moors, 

The  demon  chorus  sing ; 

And  I  believe  the  devil’s  voice 
Sinks  deeper  in  the  ear,  530 

Than  any  whispers  sent  from  heaven, 

However  soft  and  clear. 

Yes!  I  was  cozened,  cheated,  led — 

Yo  beast  more  blindly  goes 
Toivards  the  shambles,  than  I  went 
When  flattered  by  my  foes! 

Flattered— and  bribed !  Ay,  that’s  the  wmrd— 

Ho  need  to  hide  it  now — 

Bribed  by  the  proffer  of  a  crown 
To  glitter  on  my  brow!  540 

O  never  let  the  man  of  deeds, 

Though  strong,  and  bold,  and  brave, 

Though  he  has  shaken  thrones  like  reeds, 

Try  issue  with  a  knave ! 
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MigM^is  no  matcli  for  studied  craft, 

WMcli  makes  the  best  its  thrall : 

When  earth  is  mined  beneath  his  feet^ 

The  champion  needs  must  fall. 

XIX 

Xow,  were  a  reverend  tatlier  here-— 

For  such  there  are,  I  know,  550 

^od  men  and  true,  who  preach  the  word. 
Without  invoking  fire  and  sword 
To  lay  the  temples  low — 

Men  who  proclaim  their  mission,  peace ; 

And  count  it  worse  than  shame 
To  shed  their  doctrines  forth  like  oil 
I^on  a  land  in  flame— 

Had  I  such  ghostly  counsellor, 

He’d  tell  me  straight  to  throw 
AJl  rancorous  feelings  from  mv  breast ;  560 

To  Mess  my  deadliest  foe  : 

To  pray  for  that  same  Lethmgtnn  ; 

To  raise  my  heart  to  heaven, 

And  supplicate  that  Murray's  soul 
^May  not  depart  unshriven! 

Nay — more  than  that — for  Morton’s  weal 
My  prayer  must  also  rise : 

A  proper  instrument  were  I 
^  To  lift  hirn  to  the  skies ! 

The  older  faith  enjoined  a  mass,  570 

A  requiem^  to  be  said 
Above  the  bier,  or  for  the  soul 
Of  any  foeman  dead. 

That  may  he  priestcraft— idle  sound. 

As  modern  preachers  say — 

A  lie,  that  neither  saint  in  heaven, 

Nor  guard  on  hell,  obey  : 

But  to  forgive  them,  while  they  live ; 

To  breathe  a  prayer  for  theni. 

The  traitors  who  have  robbed  their  Queen  5S0 
Of  state  and  diadem— 

Have  shut  her  in  a  lonely  isle, 

To  pine,  and^ivaste,  and  die — 

A  prayer  for  villains  such  as  these 
Were  insult  to  the  sky! 

XX 

I  yielded;  for  the  deed  proposed 
Was  nothing  new  or  strange. 

Though  ne’er  a  Lord  in  Scotland  stirred, 

My  pmmose,  oath,  and  secret  word 
Had  known  nor  check  nor  change,  590 

G  2 


164 


BOTHWELL 


PAKT  II 


Men  feel  by  instinct,  swift  as  light, 

The  presence  of  the  foe, 

Whom  God  has  marked,  in  after  years, 

To  strike  the  mortal  blow ; 

The  other,  though  his  brand  be  sheathed 
At  banquet  or  in  hall. 

Hath  a  forebodement  of  the  time 
When  one  or  both  must  fall. 

That  bodement  darkened  on  my  soul 
When  first  I  set  niy  eye  600 

On  Darnley  in  his  trim  attire, 

All  youth,  and  mirth,  and  hope,  and  fire, 

A  blazoned  butterfly. 

Methought  I  saw,  like  northern  seers 
When  shadowed  by  the  cloud, 

Around  his  pomp  and  bravery 
The  phantom  of  sl  shroud  ! 

It  chiliecl  me  then,  it  haunts  me  now — 

Let  this  at  least  be  said, 

Ho  thought  of  slaughter  crossed  my  mind  610 
Till  David  Eiccio  bled. 

Then  both  my  heart  and  hand  were  freed ; 

And  often  in  a  dream, 

When,  through  the  corridors  of  sleep, 

Eang  Mary^s  piercing  scream. 

The  scene  would  change  from  Holyrood 
To  some  sequestered  glen, 

Where  I  and  Darnley  met  alone, 

Apart  from  other  men. 

How  often  have  we  twain  been  thrown  620 

In  death-lock  on  the  sand, 

Eye  fixed  on  eye,  breath  meeting  breath, 

And  steel  in  either  hand ! 

And  I  have  wakened,  panting  sore,  ‘ 

My  forehead  wet  wiih  dew, 

More  shaken  by  the  phantom  strife 
Than  any  that  was  true  ! 


XXI 

They  prate  of  murder— ’tis  a  word 
Most  odious  to  the  ear. 

Condemned  alike  by  G-ocl  and  man  :  630 

But  peer  may  meet  with  peer. 

If  laggard  laws  delay  redress 
For  insult  or  for  wrong. 

There  is  no  arbiter  like  steel 
So  ready  and  so  strong. 

Then  they  contend  on  equal  ground, 

And  equal  arms  they  wield  ; 
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"W^t  does  tlie  kniglit  or  captain  more 
wiio  strikes  in,  tented  field? 

the  sun  that  shines  abore! —  640 

Had  fate  ordained  it  so. 

That  I  and  Barnley  might  .hare  met, 

As  foeman  meets  liis'Toe, 

my  life,  when  life  was  prized. 

Were  ransom  all  too  poor 
For  one  hare  hour,  'twixt  cLawn  and  mirk, 

Of  grappling  on  the  moor ! 

XXII 

But  kings— forsooth,  they  called  Mm  Kinffl  — 

Are  eravens  now.  They  claim 
Exemption  from  the  kiiiglitly  rule,  650 

And  skulk  behind  their  naMe. 

Th^  dare  not.  as  in  A.rthur's  da  vs, 

When  chivalry  began. 

Tell  their  accuser  that  he  lies, 

And  meet  him.  man  to  man. 

They  are  not  dauntless.  like  the  Bruce, 

All  Europe’s  foremost  knight. 

Aye  ready  mth  his  stalwart  hand 
_^To  justify  his  right¬ 
ist  ot  valiant,  as  was  roval  James,  660 

.Who  died  on  Flodden  field. 

The  best  and  bravest  of  his  race. 

Unknowing  how  to  yield. 

They  sit  behind,  their  silken  screens, 

^  Fenced  closely  by  their  guard. 

Their  archers  and  their  bandoleers, 

^Like  women  kept  in  ward. 

Ho  reckoning  give  they  for  their  deeds. 

Whatever  those  mav  be— 

Too  high  was  Darnley  in  his  place  670 

To  measure  swords  with  me. 

I  hold  the  creed  that  eartlily  wrong 
On  earth  must  be  repaid 
And,  if  the  battle  be  denied, 

And  law  is  drugged,  and  stupefied, 

Why— vengeance  comes  in  aid  ! 

XXIII 

’Tis  strange  what  freaks  the  fancy  plays, 

When  sense  is  shut  by  sleep  W 
How  a  vague  horror  thrills  the  frame, 

And  awful  sounds  and  deep  680 

Boom  on  the  ear,  as  if  the  earth 
Moaned  in  her  central  caves  ” 

Beneath  the  weight  of  buried  men. 

And  stirred  them  in  their  graves  ! 
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That  night  as  on  my  bed  I  lay, 

The  terror  passed  on  me  ; 

It  wrung  my  heart,  it  froze  my  blood, 

It  forced  my  eyes  to  see 
The  spectral  lire  upon  the  hearth, 

The  arras’  stiffened  fold,  690 

The  gaunt,  mute  figures  on  its  web, 

In  tarnished  silk  and  gold, — 

All  there— no  motion—but  a  step 
Was  creaking  on  the  stair ; 

It  made  me  pant,  it  made  me  gasp — 

Who  was  it  sought  me  there? 

I  saw  my  sword  beside  the  bed, 

I  could,  not  stretch  my  arm— 

I  could  not  stir,  I  could  not  cry, 

I  lay  beneath  a  charm.  700 

The  door  swung  slowly  on  its  hinge, 

And  in  a  figure  came, 

In  form  and  face  like  Lethington, 

Most  like,  yet  not  the  same. 

Those  were  his  eyes  that  glared  on  mine, 

But  in  them  was  a  gleam 
That  burned  like  fire  into  my  brain ; 

I  felt  them  in  my  dream. 

And  thus  he  spoke,  in  Maitland’s  voice, 

But  deeper  far  than  he:—  710 

‘  Rise  up,  Lord  Both  well,  from  thy  bed — 

Rise  up,  and  follow  me !  ’ 

XXIV 

I  rose,  but  not  as  men  arise 
At  hasty  call  or  loud ; 

I  rose  as  rigid  as  a  corpse 
Swathed  in  its  burial-shroud. 

Spellbound  I  stood  upon  the  floor, 

Bereft  of  power  or  will, 

For  well  I  knew,  where’er  he  went, 

That  I  must  follow  still.  720 

Then  up  the  stair  he  led  the  way, 

By  winding  steps  and  steep, 

Out  to  the  topmost  battlement 
Of  old  Craigmillar’s  keep. 

The  moon  was  down,  but  myriad  stars 
Were  sparkling  in  the  sky — 

‘Behold!’  he  said,  and  raised  his  hand — 

They  seemed  to  \vane  and  die. 

They  passed  from  out  the  firmament, 

Deep  darkness  fell  around —  730 

Darkness,  and  horror  as  of  hell, 

And  silence  most  profound. 
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No  wind,  no  murmur,  breatk  nor  stir, 
'Twas  utter  blankness  all, 

As  tboiigh  tile  tace  of  (xod  were  kid, 
And  keaven  were  wrapped  in  pall. 


‘  Beliold  again  !  ’  the  deep  voice  said, 

•  And  straight  arose  a  spire 
Of  krid,  red,  and  dismal  light, 

Between  me  and  the  niountain  heigiit,. 

A  peak  of  ■wavering  fire : 

Above  it  was  a  kingly  ctowti — 

Then  sounded  in  mV  ear, 

'That  glorious  prize  liiay  be  thine  own ! 

Nor  only  that,  but  honour,  poiver. 

Beauty,  and  love—a  matciiless  dower— 
Dominion  far  and  near ! 

All  these  aivait  thee,  if  thv  heart 
^Is  tempered  like  thy  steel, 

K^n,  sharp,  and  strong,  and  prompt  to  strike- 
To  strike,  but  not  to  feel ! 

That  cro^vn  was  won  by  valiant  Bruce, 

He  gained  itjiy  the  Blow 
That^on  the  slippery  altar-steps 
Laid  the  Bed  Cohiyn  iow': 

He  won  .and  wore  itks  a  king. 

And  thou  may'st  win  it  now!’ 


XXTI 

I  spoke  not,  hut  he  heard  m3"  thought : — 
‘Well  done,  thou  dauntless  peer! 

I  love  the  brave  and  venturous  wdll 
That  knows  nor  ruth  nor  fear! 

Come,  then,  I  sivear  bv"  yonder  fire — 

A  sacred  oath  to  me—" 

That  thou  shait  sit  in  Darnley’s  place 
When  Darnley  dies  by  thee! 

ATvay  that  pageant !’ — Spire  and  crown 
Shut,  like  the  lightning’s  leap; 

But  overhead  a  mHeor  came, 
Slow-moving,  tinging  with  its  flame 
The  murky  clouds  and  deep; 

It  shed  a  glare  on  Ai-timr’s  Seat, 

It  widened  Hke  a  shield. 

And  burst,  in  thunder  and  in  Are, 

Above  the  Kirk-of-Field. 
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PAET  THIKD 

I 

That  gaoler*  hath  a  savage  look— 

Methinks  I  spy  a  change ; 

For  three  long  years,  within  this  roonij 
That  man  has  been  my  only  groom, 

And  yet  his  voice  is  strange. 

He  brings  me  food,  he  smoothes  my  bed, 
Obedient  to  my  sign ; 

But  still  his  moody  eye  falls  down, 

And  will  not  answer  mine. 

I  had  the  art,  in  former  days,  lo 

To  win,  by  short  familiar  phrase. 

The  rudest  hearts  alive, — 

To  bring  the  wildest  to  my  side, 

And  force  them  in  the  battle-tide 
Like  thorough  fiends  to  strive. 

When  Warden,  I  have  rode  alone. 

Without  a  single  spear  to  back, 

The  Marches  through,  although  I  knew 
That  spies^  w^ere  hovering  on  my  track  ; 

I’ve  passed  into  the  midst  of  clans  20 

So  fierce  and  wild,  that  undismayed 
They  would  have  risen,  sword  in  hand,  . 

Had  the  standard  been  displayed  ; 

But  never  did  I  meet  with  one, 

Trooper  or  jackman,  groom  or  knave, 

But  to  the  ready  fearless  call 
A  frank  and  fearless  answer  gave. 

II 

This  fellow  scowls  as  if  in  hate. 

I’ve  marked  upon  his  brow  a  scar, 

More  like  the  hideous  galley-brand  30 

Than  any  wound  from  broil  or  war. 

Either  he  is,  in  mind  and  sense, 

Far  duller  than  a  Lothian  boor, 

Or  there ’s  a  plot  against  my  life, 

And  he ’s  the  man  to  make  it  sure ! 

I  never  hear  him  at  the  door. 

When  fumbling  with  his  heavy  keys, 

But  something  warns  me  to  beware, 

Eeminding  me  that  sounds  like  these 
Were  heard  by  Eothsay,  Scotland’s  heir,  40 
In  Falkland’s  dungeon  deep  ; 

When,  mad  with  famine  and  despair, 

He  started  from  his  sleep, 

To  see  the  butchers  usher  in 
That  terrible  repast, 
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TIm  black  buH’s  liead»  the  sisrn 

Of  death  to  follow  fast ! 

Sl^’e  that  he  is!  I've  strength  enoiicrh 
To  brain  him  at  a  blow:  ® 

But  Danish  laws,  thev  say,  are  hard ; 
A,^  scarcely  might  a  man  in  ward  ' 
Deal  with  his  gaoler  so. 

And  yet,  if  treason  dares  to  come 
And  bare  the  murderous  knife, 
r^ot  craven-like  nor  unavenged 
Shall  Bothwell  yield  his  Hfe  I 


Is  this  indeed  ayvarning  voice 
That  croaks  within  my  ear  ? 

Or  is  it  guilt  that  frames  the*thoiio-ht 
And  fashions  it  to  fear  ?  ' 

I  ^kave  it  so— I'll  so  believe  ! 

These  terrors  are  no  more 
Than  the  wild  blasts  that  conscience  drives  • 
j  shake  me  sore,  ' 

Hi  hold  them  empty,  vain,  and  false, 

A  or  so  demean  my  place' 

As  tremble  at  a  clown’s  approach, 

Or  deign  to  watch  Ms  face  I 


50 


60 


IV 

Come— I  will  far  awav  from  hence— 

I  cannot  tarry  here; 

YVhate  er  the  penance,  I  must  forth. 

And  quit  this  dungeon  drear! 

Man  lives  not  for  the  single  point 
That  marks  the  passing  time ; 

He  lives  in  thoughts  and  memories 
Of  glory  or  of  crime. 

And  I  will  back— and  bravely  back. 

To  that  tremendous  night 

When  the  whole  state  of  Scotland  reeled. 

And  Darnley  took  his  flight,  80 

Borne  on  the  wings  of  that  red  blast, 

Whose  fell  volcano-roar 

Shook  the  dark  city  to  its  base. 

And  hade  it  sleep  no  more. 

That  wMch  I  did,  nor  shrunk  to  do, 

I  may  at  least  recall  ; 

If  spectres  rise. from  out  the  grave, 

I  dare  to  face  them  all ! 

V 

High  mirth  there  was  in  Holyrood, 

As  fitted  nuptial  scene, 
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For  on  that' day  Sebastian  wed  • 

Tbe  favourite  of  the  Queen. 

All  Scotland's  nobles  graced  the  feast, 

And  merrily  went  round  the  jest, 

Though  some  had  secrets  in  their  breast 
Enough  to  mar  their  sport. 

But  in  a  time  when  all  men  lied, 

Nor  trusted  neighbour  by  their  side, 

Deceit  was  more  than  justified  ; 

And,  truly,  of  that  Court,  loo 

I  doubt  if  there  was  any  there 
Who  showed  in  face  or  mien  a  care, 

Save  Mary.  But  her  cheek  was  pale, 

Sad  was  her  smile  at  jest  or  tale  ; 

And  though  she  strove  to  bear  her  part. 

She  could  not  so  devise, 

But  that  the  anguish  of  her  heart 
Came  glistening  to  her  eyes. 

VI 

Yes,  when  she  looked  upon  the  pair 
So  fondly  placed  together  there,  no 

Loving  and  loved,  without  a  thought 
Beyond  their  present  bliss  and  joy, 

All  hope,  all  trust,  all  happiness. 

All  faith  without  alloy, 

I  saw  her  strive  to  hide  her  tears — 

I  am  not  gentler  than  my  peers ; 

Nor  could  I,  in  the  general  case, 

Divine  why  women  weep  and  wail, 

But  gazing  on  Queen  Mary’s  face, 

I  saw  the  cause,  and  could  not  fail.  120 

She  thouglit  her  of  the  marriage-feast 
When  Darnley  was  the  chosen  groom, 

When,  trusting  to  his  vows  and  faith, 

She  gave  herself,  in  beauty’s  bloom. 

When  she  was  radiant  as  the  bride, 

And  he  was,  as  the  lover,  gay; 

Alas !  there  rolled  an  awful  tide 
Between  that  time  and  this  to-day ! 

Short  interval ;  yet  where  was  he, 

The  partner  of  her  bed  and  throne,  130 

The  chief  of  all  her  chivalry? 

A  wretched  leper,  and  alone ! 

Stricken,  and  sick,  and  ill  at  ease, 

Worn  out  with  base  debaucheries. 

Her  lord  once  more  was  nigh ; 

Broken  in  body  and  in  mind— 

A  wretch,  who  paradise  resigned, 

To  wallow  in  a  sty  I 
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she  endured  him,  after  all 

Ills  foulness  and  liis  insolence,  i^c 

Tizzies  my  miiid-biit  let  it  fail ! 
brod  gaTe  to  woman  gentler  sense 
temper  than  to  man  ; 
j^d  she  will  bear,  like  penitence, 

A  load  that  makes  the  other  ban. 

■baint-like  she  tarried  by  his  side, 

A  j  XI  torment  dav  by  day : 

And  though  her  grief  she  eoiild  ifot  hide, 

JN  0  anger  did^  her  look  hetraT, 

JN^,  in  the  midst  of  mirth  and  song,  ico 

Her  losing  nature  did  not  yield,  ” 

And  eveiy  moment  seemed  too  long 
1  hat  kept  her  from  the  Kirk-of-Field. 
harly  she  gave  the  w’onted  sign 
in  token  that^  the  feast  was  done : 

^arnlev’s  beck 
Till  the  late  revelry  begun. 

And  i,  like  her,  had  counted  time. 

And  might  not  longer  tarry  there : 

impulse  to  a  crime  ^  i6o 

Ham  all  the  urgence  of  despair, 
i  knew  her  errand,  and  mv  own ! 

I  knew  them  both  but  far  too  well— 

Hers  was  the  thorn v  path  to  heaven, 

And'^^  mine  the  roacl  that  leads  to  hell ! 

VIII 

Well  I  remember  how  niv  heart 
Beat  as  I  oped  the  postern-door ; 
jily  toot  upon  the  threshold  staved. 

1  scarce  had  power  to  venture  o'er ! 

Tim  night  was  dark ;  a  heavy  mist  170 

Game  creeping  upward  from  the  sea,— 

‘  W  ho  waits  there  ?  Bolt  on -Talk- hist !  ’ 

^  And  straight  they  glided  up  to  me. 

'  .  All 

4  A  done ;  beyond  the  walls  they  wait.’ 

And  Ormiston,  where  lingers  he  ?  “ 

He  was  not  wont  to  be  so  late.’ 

He  tarries  for  you.  But,  my  Lord, 

Some  hidden  treachery  we  *<iread  ; 

men  are  on  the  watch,  180 

They  passed  us  by  with  stealthy  tread. 

Isio  aid^has  come  from  Morton  yet, 

Desphe  the  promise  that  he  gave  ; 

1  searched  the  fields  and  orchard  round. 

But  all  was  silent  as  the  grave.’ 
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‘  Why  then,  our  secret  is  our  own : 

Far  better  that  they  are  not  there. 

As  for  the  twain  you'  speak  of— tush ! 

Maskers  or  galliards  -  never  care  ! 

Give  me  your  hand.  Why,  Hay,  ’tis  cold!  190 
No  flinching  now  ;  the  die  is  cast. 

Nay,  man !  be  resolute  and  bold  ; 

To-morrow,  and  the  danger ’s  past. 

What  brave  young  heart  ikit  would  be  fain 
To  share  in  such  a  venturous  deed  ? 

Away  then  ;  let ’s  to  Orrniston  : 

Tread  softly  as  you  go -take  heed!' 

IX 

We  found  him  graithed  in  steel  array — 

0,  often  yet  I  think  of  him  I 
The  strongest  warrior  of  his  day,  200 

A  giant  both  in  thews  and  limb. 

He  was  my  friend,  my  father’s  too  ; 

But  he  is  dead — nor  only  he. 

For  the  black  gibbet  was  the  doom 
Of  every  man  who  stood  by  me ! 

Well,  well !  God  sain  them— sain  them  all  I 
If  what  they  died  for  was  a  crime, 

Death  was  atonement :  for  the  rest 
I’ll  answer  in  the  coming  time. 

As  I  must  answer. 

^Ormiston!’  210 

‘  Welcome,  Lord  Earl,  but  not  too  soon  ; 

I’ve  waited  here  an  hour  and  more, 

And  cursed  the  coming  of  the  moon. 

Thanks  to  the  mist,  the '"Borderer’s  friend, 

We  shall  not  see  her  face  to-night  ; 

I  never  rode  a  foray  yet 
When  I  had  comfort  from  her  light. 

So  Morton  has  not  sent  his  men  ? 

I’m  glad  on’t,  Earl!  ’Twere  shame,  I  swear, 
That  fifty  jackmen  should  be  brought  220 

To  see  one  stripling  vault  in  air.’ 

X 

I  stood  that  night  in  Darnley’s  room. 

Above  the  chamber  charged  with  death ; 

At  every  sound  that  rose  below 
There  was  a  catching  in  my  breath. 

The  aspect  of  the  boy  was  sad, 

For  he  was  weak,  and  wrung  with  pain  ; 
Weary  he  lay  upon  the  bed, 

From  which  he  never  rose  again. 

I  saw  his  brow  so  pale  and  damp,  230 

I  saw  his  cheek  so  thin  and  spare— 
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I  y®  seen  it  often  since  in  dreams — 

0  wherefore  did  I  seek  him  there  ? 

He  lay,  indeed,  a  d3iiig  man, 

^^His  minutes  niiiiibered,  mai'ked,  and  spanned  : 
With  everv  ticking  of  the  clock 
There  fell  a  priceless  grciin  of  sand, 
let  over  him  an  angel  Bent, 

And  soothed  his  pain,  and  wiped  his  brow— 

so  innocent.  240 

That  all  belt's  tortures  to  me  now 
scarce  be  worse  than  what  I  felt 
within  that  thrice-accursed  room! 

Ho  heail  so  hard  that  will  not  melt 
When  love  stands  weeping  o’er  the  tomb. 
O^had  I  hellebore  for  that — 

That  one  damn’d  hour  I— I’d  count  me  blest ; 
bo  would  I  banish  from  ni}’  couch 
The  direst  pliantoiii  of  unrest ! 


XI 

Time  trickled  on.  I  knew  ’twas  done,  250 

^When  Paris  entered  with  the  key — 

I’d  listened  for  his  foot,  as  one 
Upon  the^rack  might  hail  the  tread 
Of  the  grim  gaoler  of  the  dead, 

Yet  loathsome  was  his  face  to  me ! 

He  looked  a  murderer ;  not  for  hate, 

Malice,  or  wrong,  or  oilier  cause,  ^ 

By  w^hich  the  devil,  or  his  mate. 

Tempt  man  to^spm-n  his  Maker’s  laws— 

But  from  that  hideous  appetite,  260 

That  lust  for  blood,  that  jov  in  sin. 

That  shames  the  instinct  of  tte  wolf, 

So  hellish  is  the  heart  within. 

Let  no  man  seek  to  gain  his  end 
By  felon  means!  I  never  felt 
So  Hke  a  slave,  as  when  he  passed, 

And  touched  the  key  beneath  his  belt! 

For  in  his  glance  I  read  the  thought — 

‘  Lord  Botiiw^ell !  ever  from  this  hour. 

Though  you  be  meat,  and  I  am  nought,  270 
Your  life  and  fame  are  in  my  power !  ’ 

Ah!  shame,  that  I  should  now  recall 
The  meaner  feelings  of  that  time, 

The  splinters  and  tlie  accidents 
That  flash  from  every  deed  of  crime! 

Shame,  that  a  face  like  Ms  should  rise 
To  gibber  at  me  even  nown 
To  scare  me  with  Ms  hateful  eyes. 

And  beckon  from  the  gulf  below  ! 
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Wliat  recks  ifc  how  a  caitiff  ends?  2 So 

If  Murray  paid  him  with  a  cord, 

Wliy,  let^Kis  spectre  haunt  the  Mends 
^Who  did  not  deem  him  worth  the  sword! 
iN'o  more  of  that!— The  Queen  arose, 

^And  we,  her  nobles,  stood  aloof 
Until  she  parted  from  her  spouse, 

And  then  we  left  the  fated  roof. 


xri 

‘  Back,  hack  to  Holyrood !  away  !  ’ 

Then  torches  tiaslied,  and  yeomen  came, 

And  round  the  royal  litter  closed  290 

A  gleaming  zone  of  ruddy  flame. 

I  have  slight  memory  of  that  walk — 

Ai’g3de,  i  think,  spoke  earnestly 
On^state  affairs,  but  of  his  talk 
Hot  any  word  remains  with  me. 

We  came  to  Holyrood ;  and  soon 
A  gush  of  music  filled  the  hail : 

The  dance  was  set ;  the  long  saloon 
Glowed  as  in  time  of  carnival. 

0  hateful  to  me  was  the  sound.  ■  300 

And  doubly  hateful  was  the  light! 

1  could  not  Bear  to  look  around, 

I  longed  to  plunge  into  the  night. 

A  low  dull  boom  was  in  mine  ear, 

A  surging  as  of  waters  pent ; 

And  the  strained  sense  refuseff  to  hear 
The  words  of  passing  merriment. 

What  if  that  Babel  should  be  stilled, 

Smote. dumb,  by  one  tremendous  knell ? 

What  if  the  air  above  were  filled  310 

.  With^  clanging  from  the  clocks  of  hell  ? 

Yet  waited  i  till  all  was  o’er ; 

The  bride  withdrew,  the  masque  was  done : 

And  as  I  left  the  postern-door, 

Dully  the  palace  bell  struck,  One ! 

XIII 

I  heard  a  sermon  long  ago, 

"Wherein  the  preacher  strove  to  show 
That  guiltiness  in  high  or  low 
Hath  the  like  touch  of  fear ; 

that  the  knight  who  sallies  forth,  320 

Bent  on  an  action  of  unworth, 

Though  he  be  duke  or  belted  earl, 

Feels  the  same  tremor  as  the  churl 
Who  steals  his  neighbour’s  gear. 
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I  held  his  words  for  idle  talk, 

-Ajid  C3.st  from  hiy  * 

®  midnight  walk, 

1  lelt  tile  man  spake  true. 
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X'nr 

I  keard  the  echo  of  my  foot. 

As  up  the  Canongate  I  sped, 

JJistinety  as  though  in  dose  pursuit 

borne  spy  kept  even  with  my  tread. 

,  I  iTm.  or  did  I  pause, 

Xnat  sound  was  ever  bickering  near; 

And  though  I  guessed  full  weU  the  cause, 

I  could  not  tree  myself  from  fear 
i  almost  stumbled  in  the  dark 
Upon  a  houseless,  vagrant  hound. 

And  his  sharp  snarl,  and  sudden  bark. 

my  heart  leap,  and  pulses  bound, 
merever  there  were  lights  on  high. 

watcher  pale- 
seemed  to  flitter  hv,  ^ 

I  heard  low  voices  mourn  and  wail,. 

1  could  swear  that  once  I  saw 
wt  gliding  by  the  place 

V^^^'s.then  I  stood.  I  shoofi  with  awe- 
■tne  laee  was  like  my  mother’s  face. 

V\  nen  last  I  saw  her  on  her  bier  ^ 

Are  there  such  things?  or  does 'the  dread 
U1  coming  evil  craze  our  fear, 

And  so  bimg  up  the  sheeted  dead'’ 

I  cannot  tell.  But  this  I  know, 

That  rather  than  endure  again 
Such  hideous  thoughts.  I’d  fight  the  foe 
And  reckon  with  them,  blov^  for  blow,  ’ 

1  hough  I  were  one,  and  they  were  ten ! 


XV 

I  passed  beyond  the  city  waU; 

Ao  hght  there  was  in  hut  or  Meld, 
i  scarce  could  find  the  narrow  lane 
That  led  me  to  the  Kirk-of-Field. 

IJmee  men  were  speeding  from  the  door: 

,_^h®y  against  me  in  the  wav — 

'  JSothwell?  Back. 

Back,  back-my  Lord !  make  no  delay ! 
liie  doors  are  locked,  the  match  is  lit--- 
T  more,  and  all  is  done— 

the  ground !  ’  ‘He  sleeps  then  sound ? ’ 
w^ithin  that  house  shall  waken  none  I  ^ 
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Shortly  we  paused.  I  strained  my  sight 
■  To  trace  the  outline  of  the  pile  y 
But  neither  moon  nor  stars  gave  light. 
And  so  we  waited  for  a  while. 

svi 

Down  came  the  rain  with  steady  pour, 

It  splashed  the  pools  among  our  feet ; 
Each  minute  seemed  in  length  an  hour, 
As  each  went  hy,  yet  un  complete. 

*  Hell !  should  it  fail,  our  plot  is  vain ! 

Bolton— you  have  mislaid  the  light ! 
Give  me  the  key — Ill  fire  the  train, 
Though  I  be  partner  of  his  flight !  ^ 

^  Stay,  stay,  my  Lord  !  you  shall  not  go ! 

'“Twere  rnadness  now  to  near  the  place; 
The  soldiers’  fuses  burn  but  slow  ; 

Abide,  abide  a  little  space! 

There ’s  time  enough  ’ - 


XVII 

He  said  no  more, 

For  at  the  instant  flashed  the  glare, 
And  with  a  hoarse  infernal  roar 
A  blaze  went  up  and  filled  the  air! 
Eafters,  and  stones,  and  bodies  rose 
In  one  quick  gush  of  blinding  flame, 
And  down,  and  down,  amidst  the  dark, 
Hurtling  on  every  ^  side  they  came. 
Surely  the  devil  tarried  near, 

To  make  the  blast  more  fi.erce  and  fell, 
For  never  pealed  on  human  ear 
So  dreadful  and  so  dire  a  knell. 

The  heavens  took  up  the  earth’s  dismay, 
The  thunder  bellowed  overhead  ; 

Steep  Called  to  steep.  Away,  away  I — 
Then  fear  fell  on  me,  and  I  fled ; 

For  I  was  dazzled  and  amazed — 

A  fire  was  flashing  in  my  brain, — 

I  hasted  like  a  creature  crazed, 

Who  strives  to  overrun  his  pain. 

I  took  the  least-frequented  road, 

But  even  there  arose  a  hum ; 

Lights  showed  in  every  vile  abode, 

And  far  away  I  heard  the  drum. 
Boused  was  the  city,  late  so  still ; 

Burghers,  half  clad,  ran  hurrying  by, 
Old  crones  came  forth,  and  scolded  shrill, 
Men  shouted  challenge  and  reply. 
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Yet  no  one  dared  to  cross  mv  path, 
My_liand  was  on  my  dagger’s  hilt  ; 

Fear  is  as  terrible  as  wrath. 

And  vengeance^  not  more  fierce  than  gnilt. 

I  would  have  stricken  to  the  heart 
WlioeTer  should  have  stopped  me  then ; 

Is  one  saw  me  from  the  palace  part, 

None  saw  me  enter  it  again. 

Ah  !  but  I  heard  a  whisper  pass, 

It  thrilled  me  as  I  reached  the  door — 

^Welcome  to,  thee,  the  knight  that  waSj 
The  felon  now  for  evermore  1  ’ 


PAET  FOUETH 


I 

Queen  Guenever,  that  lady  high. 

Loved  Lancelot  of  the  Lake, 

And  sweet  Isolde  was  fain  to  die 
For  gentle  Tristram’s  sake : 

And  aye  their  story  charms  the  ear. 
Despite  the  taint  of  shame, 

*  And  lordlings  list,  and  ladies  hear, 

^Nor  ever  thmk  to  blame. 

Yet  Arthur  was  the  goodhest  knight 
Of  all  the^Table  Eound, 

And  stout  Xing  Marc,  in  stubborn  fight, 

,  Was  ever  foremost  found. 

'\Yhy  is  it  that  the  ancient  song 
Should  thus  have  power  to  thrill? 

That  sin,  and  faithlessness,  and  wrong, 
Should  wake  emotion  still? 

Ah!  Love,  so  it  be  passioned  love, 
However  frail  and  blind, 

Will  yet  on  earth,  if  not  above, 

A  gentle  judgment  find. 

II 

In  the  old  tales  of  chivalry 
There  lies  more  truth  than  priests  allow ; 

Valour,  and  strength,  and  courtesj", 

Hhve_  power  to  make  the  haughtiest  bow. 

The  knight  who  by  his  single  arm 
Could  free  a  lady  from  duresse, 

And  break  the  fell  magician’s  charm, 
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Had  c-laim  upon  her  loveliness : 
Although  the  daughter  of  a  king, 

She  might  not  spurn  his  homage  fair ; 
And  proiid^  was  she  in  listed  ring, 

To  see  him  with  her  colours  tnere. 

Bare  thoughts  are  these  for  one  disgraced, 
A  slave  in  body,  racked  in  soul  1— 

My  blazon  has  been  long  eraseci, 

My  name  struck  off  tte  knightly  roll  I 
But  what  of  that?  The  time  lias  been 
When  I  was  highest  of  tlie  high — 

Yea,  was  the  husband  of  a  Queen  ; 

And  so  they  shall  not  pass  me  by. 

Cxood  men  and  brave  may  be  forgot, 

The  tomb  may  hide  their  dust  and  fame. 
But  while  there  breathes  on  earth  a  Scot, 
Hedl  hear,  at  least,  of  BothwelFs  name  I 


III 

Tet,  when  the  awful  deed  was  done, 

And  Mary’s  burst  of  grief  was  by, 

Of  all  who  stood  around  the  throne, 

Was  none  in  closer  trust  than  I. 

Mv  front  was  calm,  my  speech  was  clear, 
did  not  overact  my  part, 

Yor  leign  a  sorrow,  too  severe, 

For  one  I  never  loved  at  heart : 

Intent  I  seemed  to  find  and  trace 
I  he  bloody  authors  of  the  crime  : 

But  rumour  hath  a  headlong  pace 
And  would  not  tarry  for  my  time. 

W  inspers  arose,  not  loud,  but  strono- 
That  I  was  privy  to  the  deed ; 
lim  rabble,  when  I  passed  along, 

Eegarded  me  with  sullen  heed  ; 

A  madrnan  paced  the  streets  by  night 
invoking  vengeance  from  on'  high,  ’ 
iiU  the  scared  women,  in  affright. 
Believed  they  heard  a  spirit  cry. 

,  p^bhath-day  the  pulpits  rung 
W  ith  texts  on  murder  ill-concealed, 

And  pictures  on  the  Cross  were  huno- 
Of  him  who  died  at  Kirk-of-Pield.  "" 


Mv  name  was  bruited.— Well  I  know 
T?  A  bloodhounds  on  my  track 

Biff  Morton,  though  my  deadliest  foe, 
-Uareu  not,  as  then,  to  cheer  the  pack. 
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Had  I  been  such  a  knave  as  be, 

I  niig'lit  afc  once  have  eased  my  breath 
And  made  my  name  for  ever  free,  ' 
By  charging  him  with  Darnley's  death. 
Aw  without  ialsehood  in  mv  heart  I 
For,  w%eii  I  went  at  breai  of  daw 
search  the  ruins,  far  apart 
The  unscathed  corpse  of  Darnlev  law 
A  0  mark  of  fire  was  on  the  ciead,“ 
cloak  of  velvet  fine: 
it  he  were  murdered  as  he  fied, 

It  was  not  done  by  me  or  mine ! 

save  Douglas  knew  the  hour 
VYhen  the  old  roof  should  whirl  in  air : 
lie  sirVore  to  aid  me  with  his  power — 

It  may  be  that  his  men  were  there. 

V 

But  rumour  is  a  reckless  fire. 

Which,  kindled  once,  is  sure  to  spread. 
And,  raging  in  its^  frantic  ire, 

Spares  not  the  living  or  the  dead. 

An  ember  dropped  upon  the  waste. 

Swells  to  a  blaze  that  wraps  the’  hill. 
And  onward  rush  the  flames  in  haste. 
Ascending,  striding,  bickering  still 
Timy  reach  the  vrood,  they  spare  it  not, — 
The  forest  roars  and  crashes  down, — 

Tim  red  surge  breaks  on  tower  and  cot. 
Homestead  and  village,  church  and  town. 
And  rumour  did  not  spare  a  name 
'That  should  have  been  from  tarnish  free 
A  o  - saint  in  heaven  was  less  to  blame 
For  wretched  Darnleyh  death  than  she ! 
Fling  forth  a  lie  amongst  the  crowd. 

Let  but  the  preachers  vouch  'lis  true — 
And  innocence  may  buy  her  shroud, 

And  guilt  go  forth  in  garments  new ! 
Th^  said  she  did  not  mourn  bim  long — 
What  cause  had  she  to  mourn  at  all? 

His  life  had  been 'a  course  of  wrong, 

A  hideous  shadow  on  her  wall. 

VI 

Why  mourn?  Because  the  man  was  dead 
Who  brought  Ms  ruffians  to  her  room. 
And  held  her  struggling,  while  they  shed 
The  life-blood  of  her  favourite  groom  ? 
Who  trafficked  with  her  darkest  foes. 
Heaped  insult  on  her  and  despite. 
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from  the  Court  to  herd  with  those 
Whose  baseness  was  his  foul  deHght?  120 
^®^rd  old  Ivnos  protest, 

Men  should  not  mourn  for  those  they  love 
bmce  earthly  mourning  is.  at  best,  ’ 

Defiance  to_the  will  above. 

He  cited  Dawd.  who  arose 

washed  his  face  and  tasted  bread 
Tlungs  ^  omitted,  in  his  woes.  ’ 

Until  he  knew  his  child  was  dead. 

An  Cl  so,  because  in  quietness 
Her  secret  soul  she  did  possess, 

Deeause  she  did  not  feign  despair, 

IS  or  beat  her  breast,  nor  rend  her  hair 
JNor  give  superfluous  sorrow  breath— 

Because  no  yam  and  false  parade, 

^  was  made, 

Ihey  taxed  her  with  her  husband's  death  I 

. 

A  was  my  shield, 

A  buckler  between  me  and  shame  • 

For  what  behef  could  Mary  yield 

who  abused  her  name? 
him,  in  her  perfect  innocence, 

Despised  the  foul  insulting  lie, 

®.®™b^ance  of  pretence, 

Had  Swollen  into  a  common  cry. 

Thev  dared  to  charge  her-her,  their  Queen- 
®°  ponstrous  of  its  kind. 

That,  gi  anting  she  had  only  been 

designed, 

The  gates  of  heaven  had  shut  for  aye 
Agamst  her  penitence  and  prayer 
Angels  had  loatked  her  in  their  sky, 

And  left  her  to  her  soul’s  despair !  ' 

_  vni 

.had  loathed  her  !  I  myself— 
ine  devils  bondsman,  though  alive 
morn  not  for  charity  nor  pelf  ’ 

T  ir®iP®®'pP  priest  that  crawls  would  shrive 
Havi  f“°*’  brought  a  cZm 

Tl?  ^  murderess  to  my  bed  ;  ’ 

^mo  t^’  and  sp^fe%  Dame 
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as  far  too  trusting  and  sincere ; 
in  purity,  tlie  saint, 

VVitn  ail  that  makes  the  woman  clear* 
And  when  I  pass  before  the  Throne, 
ho  reckon  for  my  deeds  on  earth : 
v\  eveiw  secret  crime  is  known, 

And  eveiT  thought  that  gave  them  biiih  * 
I  a^iswer  truly  for  my  Queen, 

\  V  hat  she.  in  error,  did  for  me ; 

ini  ^  gulf  lie  broad  between, 

1 11  vouch  her,  as  an  angel,  free ! 


IX 

who  accused  me?  Yot  my  peers  ; 
oiie  and  ail.  were  dunib  as  death— 
to  think  that  doubts  or  fears 
Loulci  make  them  draw  a  bated  breath  d  iSo 

^vere  mingled  in  the  plot, 

And  far  too  well  the  secret  Knew. 

more  there  were  who  loved  me  not 
Brave  lords  and  valiant,  tried  and  true. 

Boyd— beton—Herries— none  stood  forth 
ht  or  any  knight  of  fame  and  worth  : 

Only  old  Lennox,  half  distraught 
With  sorrow  for  his  slaughtered  son. 

Gave  utterance  to  the  people’s  thoiic>-ht' 

And  craved  that  justice  should  be  done.  igo 
Eeady  was  I  to  stand  the  test. 

To  bide  the  sentence  of  the  law , 

Its^ terrors  did  not  mar  my  rest, 

Yor  make  me  thrill  with  guilt v  awe 
For  Morton  ytood  beside  me  then, 

And  Lethington  was  with  me  too, 

And  even  Murray  sent  his  men, 

witness  that  my  cause  was  true* 

Eight  hastily  the  ermined  lords 
Pronounced  me  innocent  and  free:  200 

And  w’ell  they  might!  Four  thousand  swords 
Were  there  to  make  defence  for  me  ! 

Then,  hardier  yet,  I  caused  proclaim — 

It  any  dared  impeach  mv  name, 

Or  charge  me  with  a  murder  stain 
Upon  mv  hand,  for  Barnley  slain. 

So  that  he  were  of  like  degree, 

He  had  my  challenge,  fair  and  free — 

In  guarded  lists,  or  open  heath, 

I’d  meet  him  as  a  knight,  210 

And  do  stark  battle  to  the  death— 

Might  God  defend  the  right ! 
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0  liar  tliat  I  was,  and  mad, 

^In  such  wild^ manner  to  blaspheme! 

Not  mine  the  faith  that  Morton  had, 

Who  held  salvation  but  a  dream. 

Never  I  doubted,  from  the  first, 

The  judgment  of  a  God  on  high  ; 

And  if  I  be  by  Him  accursed, 

I  know  whal  waits  me  when  I  die.  220 

I  will  not  stupefy  my  soul — 

Wretch  as  I  am-wfith  false  belief; 

Or  think  that  death  must  close  the  whole 
Long  wearv  tale  of  shame  and  grief. 

How  could  r  hope  to  win  in  fight— 

The  utterer  of  so  foul  a  prayer? 

How  ’scape  the  overwhelming  might 
I  had  invoked  to  crush  me'^ there  ? 

XI 

Still,  no  one  came  to  lift  my  gage ; 

The  law  declared  me  free  from  taint.  230 

What  cared  I  for  the  preachers’  rage? 

I  let  them,  chafe  without  restraint. 

The  burghers  might  believe  their  tale, 

But  dared  not  mutter  it  again— 

Too  many  spears  from  Liddesdale 
Were  daily  moving  in  my  train. 

On  slight  prete,xt  the  borderer  draws, 

But  not  so  quickly  sheathes  his  brand, 

And  swords  can  tame  as  ^vell  as  laws, 

They’re  ever  readier  to  the  hand.  240 

Enough  for  me  that  I  was  clear ; 

I  thought  to  let  the  storm  pass  by; 

For  railing  soon  fatigues  the  ear, 

When  no  one  will  vouchsafe  reply. 

XII 

And  I  had  much  to  meditate, 

.  Darnley  no  longer  stopped  my  way; 

The  Queen  was  free  to  choose  a  mate, 

I  must  not,  like  a  fool,  delay. 

For  princes,  ay,  and  kings  would  come 
To  sue  for  favour  from  her  eyes,  250 

And  all  the  craft  of  France  and  Eome 
Would  work  for  such  a  glorious  prize. 

Then  how  could  I,  a  simple  peer, 

Whose  name  was  scarce  in  Europe  known, 
Presume  to  mix  or  interfere, 

With  royal  tenders  for  a  throne? 
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Lotg  levels  all!  That  faith  had  I: 

Yea,  and  by  heaven,  true  love  was  mine. 
Though  It  was  marred  by  \illairiv, 

As  sullied  water  tainteth  wine’! 
i  imew  the  legend  framed  of  old  ' 

And  ever  to  my  heart  it 
Me  must  be  desperate  and  bold 
Who  seeks  to  yin  a  toxhI  dame! 
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XIII 

Yet  all  unequal  was  our  lot : 

She  was  a  widow,  I  "was  wed — 

Fwr  Lady  J ane !  I  loved  her  not. 

Yet  never  wished  her  with  the  dead, 
bne  was  a  yuxen  from  her  birth, 

Eeady  with  tears,  of  temper  keen, 

J3ut  though  she  often  stirred  my  mirth 
She  never  w-aked  a  touch  of  spleen  ' 
i)ivorce  was  easy.  She  and  I, 

weariness,  could  part, 
Without^ a  ceremonial  sigh, 

Or  fiction  of  an  aching  heart. 

But  Mary — how  would  she  receive 
A  suit  so  strange  and  bold  as  mine? 

1  but  ventured  to  believe 
That  worship  at  so  fair  a  shrine. 

So  mutely  offered  and  so  long, 

Could  not,  at  least,  unnoticed  be, 

been  more  strong. 
My  speech  more  unrestrained  and  free. 
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XIV 

Often  I  strove  to  speak  my  mind, 

As  often  did  I  sw’-erve  aside ; 

Eot  though  her  eyes  w’ere  ever  kind, 
ohe  never  lost  her  queenly  pride. 
Her  nature  was  too  great  aiid  high 
To  listen  to  a  lovers  town's, 

her  cheek  the  tears  w’ere  dry 
A  j  ^  gs,ve  to  her  departed  spouse. "" 
And  therefore,  in  uncertain  mood, 
-MMess,  peiplext,  I  lingered  on, 
until  one  day,  at  Holyrood, 

My  path  was  crossed  by  Lethington. 
T!-^i3CLet  me  with  a  meaning  smile 
That  almost  deepened  to  a  sneer : 

I  knew  the  man  was  steeped  in  wule, 
And  yet  I  thought  Ms  "words  sincere. 
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^Lord  Earl/  lie  said,  ‘in  days  of  old, 

As  I  liave  heard  the  story  told, 

There  reigned  a  king  in  Lydian  land, 
Who  had  a  beauteous  wife  ; 

But  kings  right  seldom  understand 
The  worth  of  that  which  they  possess. 
And  this  weak  monarch’s  shamelessness 
Cost  him  his  crown  and  life. 

I  need  not  now  the  tale  rehearse, 

For  still  it  lives  in  minstrel’s  verse ; 

This  only  shall  I  say. 

That  he  who  ’venged  the  ladj-’s  wrong 
Was  far  too  wise  to  tarry  long, 

Before  he  claimed  the  Way.’ 


XVI 

‘You  speak  in  riddles  !’  ‘Surely  no  : 

Methinks  my  meaning  should  be  clear: 
Look  but  around — where  breathes  the  foe 
Whose  malice  you  have  cause  to  fear  ?  ’ 
‘Ay,  but  the  Queen  !  ’Twere  doubly  base 
Eor  me  to  press,  as  yet,  my  claim  ; 

To  urge  her  to  her  own  disgx^ace, 

And  taint  her  honour  and  her  fame. 

I  stand  suspected  ;  even  here 
Men  deem  me  guilty  of  the  sin ; 

And  though  their  tongues  are  bound  by  fear 
I  know  what  thoughts  they  keep  within.  ^ 
England  abhors  me.  England’s  Queen 
^Detests  the  man  she  could  not  buy : 

YesJ  there  had  jess  of  rancour  been, 

^  Were  I  a  caititf  and  a  spy ! 

Now— say  that  I  advanced  my  suit, 

And  Mary  yielded  me  her  hand, 

W ould  not  rebellion  start  to  foot. 

And  treason  rage  throughout  the  land? 

Her  foes  could  find  no  better  proof 
Of  all  that  slander  dares  to  say, 

And  honest  men  would  stand  aloof, 

And  friends  draw  from  her  in  dismay  I  ’ 


XVII 

‘Yea— does  your  foresight  reach  so  far? 

Men  deemed,  Lord  Both  well,  you  were  born 
Beneath  a  rash  and  fiery  star 
That  ever  prompted  you  to  scorn 
.All  prudent  counsel.*'  You  have  worn 
Bight  well  the  mask;  but  now  I  see, 

You  are  as  wise  in  policy 
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action— list  to  me. 

The  firsTin  +?®  present  hour  ? 

|oSS“feS|gi«po™rl 
s4g‘"  „  *  ?  t  Stag 

A  honour  to  maintain 

And  they  are  readr  ’ivith  their  swoivtf’ 

To  prove  they  dfd  not  swear  in  vnS 

^^Ifl  tlKv  know 

All  were  approvers  of  the  deed  •  ^  ^  ' 

^Asie?®^®  so  mean  and  low 
As  leave  you  in  the  hour  of  need  — 

So  IS  now  ■  hut  who  dare  sav  ’ 
To-morrow  shall  be  like  to-dav“‘? 

ThatTZ^f^!^r  bound. 

^ew  perils  hover  into  si^ht 
Oh  then  take  heed,  lest,  thing  strons 

upon  your  power  • 
Occasion  never  proffers  long,  ^  ’ 

it  comes  and  passes  in,  an'  hour  I  ’ 

i  m  .  2:YIII 

Trace  with  thy  proTerbs,  man  I  they  fill 

C,,™  sound  and  nothing  else.  S  ear- 
Queen,  her  royal  will 
,,^Pusi  surely  count  for  somethino-  here 9’ 
‘My  Lord-this  Scottish  crown  of  ou!" 

August  and  ancient  though  it  be 
Doth  yet  confer  but  stintea  powers 
And  is  but  royal  in  degree.  ’ 

He  whom  the  nobles  hail  as  king 

furemost  of  them  all; 

He  passes  fiist  in  listed  ring 
to  battle,  banquet,  bower,  or  hall. 

He  leads  our  amies  to  the  field, 

are  his  to  guard  and  wield  ; 

And  yet  -tis  widely  known, 

WiLhout  the  concert  of  his  peers. 
iNo  Scottish  itog,  these  thousand  years. 

Hath  ever  kept  the  throne. 
is  It  not  tune  for  concert  now’ 
ihe  oromi  is  on  a  woman’s  brow, 
ihe  people,  by  the  preachers  led. 

Heap  insults  on  her  royal  head— 
ohe  stands  alone  without  a  mate 
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On  whoni  her  arm  might  lean — 

Why  sleep  the  guardians  of  the  State? 

Their  voice  is  strong,  their  powers  are  great ; 

Let  them  direct  the  Queen  I " 

XIX 

‘  Thanks,  Maitland,  thanks  !  I  see  thy  aim — 

By  heaven,  it  shall  be  done! 

If  Scotland's _  peers  support  my  claim,  400 

The  prize  is  almost  won ! 

Ay,  and  who  dare  impeach  their  choice? 

Let  me  but  gain  the  nobles’  voice  ! 

About  it  straight !  Let  Morton  sign, 

Huntley  and  Gassilis,  Crawford  too — 

Their  fortunes  are  compact  with  mine  ; 

When  they  stand  forward,  not  a  few 
For  love,  or  dread,  or  shame  will  join. 

Euthven  will  follow,  nothing  loth  : 

Errol,  Argyle — I  have  them'botli.  410 

And  hark’ye— sound  the  bishops,  man! 

Each  reverend  name  is  worth  a  score  — 

Place  old  St.  Andrews  in  the  van, 

Hell  bring  us  Orkney,  Eoss,  and  more. 

Not  my  advancement,  Iriend,  alone 
Depends  on  what  we  do  : 

If  Bothwell  ever  mounts  the  throne. 

Why,  thou  shalt  prosper  too  1  ’ 

They  gave^it  me— that  fatal  Band; 

I  held  their  honour  in  my  hand.  420 

Lords,-  whose  great  names  were  widely  known 
Ere  Malcolm  Canmore  filled  the  throne  ; 
Chieftains,  who  ruled  their  broad  domains 
As  freely  as  a  monarch  reigns, 

Around  wEose  banners  reared  on  high 
Would  flock  our  Scottish  chivalry ; 

Grave  prelates,  who,  in  former  days, 

Before  the  Church  was  rent  in  twain, 

Had  ■won  the  people’s  W’Oithless  praise, 

And  bore  the  crozier  not  in  vain —  430 

The  great,  the  noble,  wise,  and  free, 

'Were  hound  to  me  I 
No  miser  ever  clutched  his  gold 
More  keenly  than  did  I  the  scroll ; 

I  conned  it  over,  fold  by  fold, 

I  weighed  each  name  upon  the  roll. 

XXI 

^-^d  now,’  thought  I,  ‘though  fortune  change, 

My  place  is  firm,  my  seat  secure; 

X  ea,  let  her,  like  a  -falcon,  -  range  ■ 
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In  mlfiil  fligM  o’er  moss  and  moor!  4. 

I  can  shake  me  now; 

•m.  1  Seotiand  backs  mv  claim, 

iis  but  the  loosing  of -a  vow, 

, A  parting  from  a  wearied  clame ; 

A  wooing,  neither  hard  nor  long. 

For  Mary  cannot  but  comply; 

And  then — the  child  was  never  strong, 
bickness  may  smite  him,  and  he’ll  ciie— 
intants  die  easy — and  I  reign  ! 

Ha,  haj  Elizabeth  may  fret.  4: 

Cecil  vex  Ms  restless  brain : 

I’ll  make  them  know  me  better  vet ! 

For  let  tliem  dare  to  disallow 
My  claim  of  right — and,  by  my  head, 

B^ore  a  year  goes  by,  they’ll  trow 
That  Bruce  has  risen  from  the  dead !  ’ 

XXII 

There  was  a  knocking.  *  ’Sdeath !  wliat  fool 
Comes  here  to  interrupt  me  now? 

Ha!  Ormiston,  my  trusty  friend — 

Welcome,— but  why  that  gloomy  brow? 

Be  loyfui,  man !— all ’s  done,"  all ’s^  sure.’— 

1  What'S  done?  you’re  not  her  husband  yet?’ 
Flo— but  my  claim ys  made  secure; 

This  Band,  to  which  the  Lords  have  set 
TMir  names  and  seals ’-‘Is  like  the  rest, 
Parchment  and  ink— I  know  them  well — 
Good  faith  hath  been  a  stranger  guest 
Since  Scottish  nobles  learned  to  spelL 
Your  own  ^brave  father  woo’d  a  Queen— 

This  Marys  mother.  I  have  seen  4^ 

The  letters  written  by  her  hand, 

Par  clearer  than  that  doubtful  Band, 

With  promise,  oath,  and  token  too. 

He  deemed  Mmself  secure,  like  you  ; 

Yet  died  he  in  ^a  foreign  land. 

O,  never  rest  jmur  faith  on  words : 

P ens  are  for  priests ;  trust  nought  but  swords ! 
Clerks  torture  language,  to  conceal 
Their  inward  thou^ts,  and  cheat  the  eve ; 
There’s  honesty  in  naked  steel,  “  4$ 

It  rings  too  sharply  for  a  lie'!  ’ 

XXIII 

*  A  cheerful  counsellor  art-  thou ! 

What  next?  If  nothing  worse  portend, 

Pelax  the  rigour  of  thy  Brow, 

And  speak  to  me  as  friend  mth  friend. 

TVhy — still  thou  lookest  stern  and  strange — 
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WBat  is  ii  that  thou  hast  to  tell?’ 
Eisten  and  mark  The  Laird  of  Grange, 
Emhaldy,  whom  we  know  full  well 

lo  be  as  resolute  a  knight 
As  lives  within  this  Scottish  land— 

better  ever  ruled  a  fight, 
iSo  wiser  ever  held  command — 

Accuses  you  in  open  day 
Of  Oarnley’s  murder!’  ^ Dares  he  so? 
And  was  there  none  his  tongue  to  stay, 

JN  o  hand  to  deal  a  dagger-filow  ?  ’ 

XXIY 

‘On  even  Jield  I  would  not  fear 
To^meet  Kirkaldy  spear  to  spear; 

Dut  shame  it  were  to  touch  his  life 
Ihrough  vassal’s  dirk  or  yeoman’s  knife! 
Ao  idle  pampered  stripling  he — 

A  man  ot  mark  and  dignitv  I 
He  can  array,  at  trumpet-cali, 

Ihe  Leslies  and  the  Melviiles  all ; 

^^^eugh  but  a  knight  of  slender  strain, 

^0  Lord  can  summon  such  a  train. 

I'he  burgher  carles  who  turn  aside, 

Or  scowu  with  angry  brow, 

When  peers  and  bishops  proudly  ride, 

To  him  will  bend  and  bow. 

Aw  and  the  preachers,  who  detest 
Vpatever  soldiers  love  the  best, 
pey,  who  will  rail  you  by  the  hour, 
gu Omit  to  him  and  own  his  power: 

He  guides  their  council,  wields  their  will 
He  bids  them  clamour  or  be  still  • 

Ui  evil  omen  is  the  day 

That  brings  Xirkaldy  to  the  fray !  ’ 

XXY 

So  then,  that  champion  of  misrule 
Aspires  to  measure  swords  with  me? 

He  comes  too  late  I  I  were  a  fool 
io  match  with  one  of  his  degree. 

My  challenge  stood  unanswered  long 

T’ll  when  ’twas  new: 

i  il  not  be  baited  by  the  throng. 

And  bide  his  knightship’s  leisure  too !  ’ 

XXVI 

^espise  him  not ;  his  plans  are  laid, 
friends  are  numbered  and  arrayed: 

On  you  alone  the  taint  they  throwf 

JMay,  hear  me  out  I — ’Tis  childish  now 
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To  mnce  at  words~You  bear  the  charge. 

Whilst  saintly  Morton  walks  at  large ; 

He ’s  safe,  whoever  may'  prevail. 

Within  the  Congregation’s  pale^ 

Some  scapegoat  truly  there  must  be^ 

To  carry  sin,  and  ^■’ou  are  lie! 

They  have  brave  watchwords !  First,  “The  Queen”— 
Tiie^'^'re  wondrous  loyal  now,  I  swear— 

And  next,  “The  Prince”;  for 'Tis  foreseen  540 
His  babyhood  may  lack  some  care. 

The  sire’s  removed, ‘the  son  survives, 

YouTe  not  his  foster-father  yet ; 

There’s  peril,  sir,  for  infant  lives, 

When  crowns  are  on  their  cradles  set  1 
So  say  the  people.’ 

XXYII 

*  Let  them  prate  ! 

^The  sordid  knaves  may  hoot  and  groan  ; 

Hot  theirs  to  overrule  my  fate, 

Or  bar  piy  passage  to  the  throne ! 

Let  twenty  Ixiiights  of  greater  worth  550 

Than  this  Kirkaidy  venture  forth, 

■Of  what  avail  would  be  then*  stand 
Against  the  nobles  of  the  land? 

I  tell  thee,  man,  their  names  are  here ; 

They  urge  my  marriage  with  the  Queen, 

Hath  she  consented  ?  ’  *  Ho— ’tis  clear 
Some  little  space  must  intervene : 

She  has  not  thrown  her  weeds  aside.’ 

"  She  knows  your  purpose  ?  ’  She  may  guess. 

What !  do  you  count  upon  a  bride  **  560 

Before  her  lips  have  answered,  Yes  *? 

Yever  spoke  I  with  couitly  dame. 

But  women  are  tliroughoiit  the  same  ; 

The  lowest  lass  in  Teviotdale 
That  _  goes  a-milking  with  her  pail^ 

Is  mistress  of  her  heart  and  hand, 

And  will  not  yield  them  at  command. 

Lovers  must  bend,  and  fawn,  and  sue 
To  maids  of  high  or  low  degree ; 

The  wooing  may  be  rough,  ’tis  true,  570 

Yet,  nathless.  wooing  there  must  be. 

‘That  parchment  no  assurance  gives— 

I  see  not  how  it  aids  vour  aim. 

You  are  not  free :  your  Countess  lives ; 

She  may  refuse  to  waive  her  claim. 

_  -Come  now — be  frank  with  me,  mv  Lord ! 
Something  of  statesman’s  craft  1  know — 

Who  brought  you  this  ?  for,  by  my  word, 

'  I  hold  him  less  your  friend  than  foe !  ’  * 
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*'‘Twas  LetMngton !  ’  Why,  he’s  in  league  580 
With  Morton  and  Etirkaldy  too ! 

The  busiest  spider  of  intrigue 
That  ever  simple  Scotland  knew ! 

This  web  is  of  his  weaving,  then? 

Well  burst  it  yet !  The  Queen ’s  away  ?  ’ 

‘She  passed  with  Huntley  and  his  men 
To  Stirling  Castle  yesterday.’ 

‘When  comes  she  back?’  ‘To-morrow/  ‘Good! 
l^j}w  listen  -here,  in  Hoiyrood, 

You  cannot  gain  the  Queen’s  consent ;  .590 

Within  a  week,  the  storm,  now  pent, 

Will  break  in  fury  on  your  head. 

The^  Commons,  by  Earkaldy  led, 

Will  thunder  at  the  palace  gate  ; 

And,  were  you  innocent  as  Knox, 

When  captured  at  St.  Andrews  rocks, 

Your  friends  must  leave  you  to  your  fate. 

XXIX 

^Be  ruled  by  me— forestall  the  time! 

Surprise  is  fair  in  love  or  war  ; 

A  little  urging  is  no  crime—  .  600 

Take  Mary  with,  you  to  Dunbar  I 
Thanks  to  the  knave  who  brought  me  word, 
Kirkaldy  set  us  on  our  guard : 

We  have  a  thousand  horsemen  here, 

From  Crichton  and  from  Teviotdale, 

Men  who  were  never  known  to  fail, 

All  ready,  armed  with  jack  and  spear. 

Around  Dunbp  the  waters  sw^eep ; 

Meet  place  for  meditation  lone, 

When  he  who  owns  the  castle-keep  610 

Is  host  and  lover,  both  in  one ! 

Take,  too,  the  Band ;  it  may  suffice 
To  still  some  doubts,  should  such  arise 
’Twere  pity  that  her  Eoyal  Grace 
^Saw  not" that  dutiful  demand  !— 

Kow,  I  have  told  you  all  the  case  ; 

^Lord  Both  well,  will  you  grasp  my  hand  ? 

never  shrink— ’tis  now  too  late : 

To-morrow  must  the  deed  be  done; 

You’ll  find  me  at  the  western  gate,  620 

With  all  our  men  equipped,  - by  one. 

I  know  the  road :  we’ll  meet  them  there, 

Then  hey  o  er  meadow,  heath,  and  hill  I 
Come  now,  be  brave!— All  bids  us  fair— 

Wilt  thou  do  this  ?’  ‘  Your  hand— I  will!’ 
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PAET  FIFTH 

I 

Ascension  morn !  I  hear  the  bells 
Sing  from  the  village  far  awav : 

How  solemnly  that  music  tells  “ 

The  mystic  story  of  the  day  ! 

Fainter  and  fainter  come  the  “chimes, 

As  though  they  melted  into  air, 

Like  voices  of  the  ancient  times. 

Like  echoes  of  ascending  prayer! 

So  sweet  and  gentle  sound  they  yet, 

That  I,  who  never  bend  the  “knee, 

Gan  listen  on,  and  half  forget 
That  heaven's  brirfit  door  is  shut  for  me. 
King  on,  ye  hells !  Liet  others  throng 
Before  the  blessed  rood  to  pray ; 

Let  them  have  comfort  in  the  song 
That  celebrates  this  holy  day. 

King  on  for  them !  I  hear  you  well, 

But  cannot  lift  my  thoughts  on  high ; 
The  dreary  mists  that  rise  from  hell" 

Come  thick  between  me  and  the  sky  I 

II 

0  God,  I  vnsh.  that  I  were  dead ! 

That  I  had  died  long,  long  ago. 

With  hut  such  sin  upon  my  head 
As  men  of  dull  temptations  ipiow ! 

We  cleave  to  life,  yet  never  deem 
That  life  may  be  a  curse  and  snare — 

Far  better  with  the  dead  to  dream. 

Than  wake  in  torture  and  despair. 

O  yes,  I  can  be  humble  now ! 

Sometimes  my  mood  is  stern  and  wild, 
Yet  often  I  must  stoop  my  brow, 

And  weep  as  weakly  as  a  child. 

Defiance  burns  within  me  yet, 

But  none  are  near  me  to  defy; 

I  cannot  palter  or  forget, 

Or  cheat  .my  conscience  with  a  lie. 

I  have  shed  Blood,  and  rued  it  sore, 
^Because  it  was  not  knightly  done  ; 

Yet  were  that  all  my  gunt — no  more — 

It  well  might  brook  comparison 
With  deeds  that,  in  the  preachers’  eyes, 
Appear  a  righteous  sacrifice. 

They  own  no  saints ;  else,  well  I  ween, 

A  saint  had  Norman  Leslie  been : 
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Norman,  that  fiery  youth  and  bold, 

Who  forced  his  way  to  Beatoun’s  hold, 

And  saw,  unmoved,  the  murderer’s  knife 
Let  out  the  Primate’s  throbbing  life. 

Though  private  feud,  not  holy  zeal, 

Set  Norman  forward  with  his  steel,  50 

Yet  his  was  styled  a  godly  deed, 

Because  he  made  a  bishop  bleed. 

Witchcraft  has  charms  to  daze  the  sight ; 

Strange  glamour  has  religion  too  : 

It  makes  the  wrong  appear  the  right, 

The  false  as  worthy  as  the  true ! 

The  ten  commandments  dmndle  down, 

In  case  of  pious  need,  to  nine ; 

Murder  no  more  provokes  a  frown, 

’Tis  Justified  by  texts  divine !  60 

III 

Away,  away  with  thoughts  like  these ! 

Take  them,  ye  winds,  and  whelm  them,  seas ! 

For  other  memories  haunt  me.  Yes; 

As  greater  billows  drown  the  less, 

So  one  dark  surge  within  my  breast 
Boars  up,  and  overwhelms  the  rest. 

It  might  be  foul,  it  might  be  wrong 
To  slay  the  man  I  hated  long ; 

But  0,  what  mercy  from  above 

Can  he  entreat  who  strikes  at  love?  70 

IV 

Methinks  I  can  recall  the  scene, 

That  bright  and  sunny  day ; 

The  Pentlands  in  their  "early  green 
Like  giant  warders  lay. 

Upon  the  bursting  woods  below 
The  pleasant  sunbeams  fell ; 

Far  om  one  streak  of  lazy  snow 
Yet  lingered  in  a  dell. 

The  westlm’  mnds  blew  soft  and  sweet, 

The  meads  were  fair  to  see ;  80 

Yet  went  I  not  the  spring  to  greet 
Beneath  the  trysting-tree. 

V 

For  blades  were  glistening  in  the  light, 

And  morions  flashing  clear: 

A  thousand  men  in  armour  bright 
Were  there  with  sword  and  spear. 

A  thousand  men  as  brave  and  stout 
As  ever  faced  a  foe, 
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Or  stemmed  ttie  roaring 
When  fiercest  in  its  low. 

But  cold  and  ciieeiiess  was  their  m' 

And  faint  their  welcome  then 
‘  Why.  Ormiston !  what  sullen 
Hath  so  possessed  the  men? 

They  look  like  images  in  steel. 

Not  vassals  prompt  and  true’: 

Think  you  they  know  or  guess'  th 
And  vdll  they  hear  ns  tliroiio>i^^^  Work, 


‘  Tear  not  for  that !  No  single 
Will  fail  you  at  your  need  ; 

Were  it  to  gallows  or  to 
TheVd  foilow  where  I  leach 
Give  out  the  signal  for  the  south 
Or  ’^inst  the  townsmen  here,  ’ 

And,  fast  enough,  from  every 
Will  burst  a  deafening  cheer 
Nothing  need  they  but  action, 

To  make  them  fierce  and  fain.  ’ 

Last  night  their  blood  began  to 
Twas  pity  to  refrain !  '  ? 

A  blow  or  two  on  yonder  crew 
Eight  well  had  been  bestowecl  t 
But  more  anon :  the  day  wears  oii  • 

’Tis  time  to  take  the  road. 

Hay,  bid  the  trumpets  sound  thA 
Go,  Bolton,  to  the  van;^  '  Bareli : 

Young  Niddrie  follows  with  the 
Set  forward,  every  man  I "  ^  ? 


"But  what  hath  chanced?  The  strA^i- 
I  saw  no  gathering  throng :  are  clear ; 

No  sound  of  tumult  reached  my 
Now,  as  I  passed  alon^.* 

"0,  sir!  the  Edinburgh  folk  are 
They  know  the  yaiue  of  disguig.^  f  ' 

Short  warning  give  they  of  the 
For  they  are  hounds  that  do  not  if’ 

Until  they  tear  you  down  ; 

But  better  are  we  here  to-day 
Abroad,  than  in  the  town. 

I  knew  that  danger  was  at  hand 
But  deemed  it  not  so  nigh  ;  ’  15c 

Your  chance  was  lost,  despite  thA  > 

Had  this  one  day  gone  by  1 
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Kirkaldy's  friends  iiave  laid  their  plot : 

^Tliey  Tmow  onr  purpose  well. 

You  start — thank  G-od,  tliev  yentured  not 
To  sound  St  Giles's Ijell'! 

Tiien  had  the  craftsmen  ruslied  to  arms ; 

And  ill  it  were  to  strive, 

Yith  hampered  men,  against  the  swarms  ijc 
Lodged  in  yon  waspi^  hive ! 

Had  Morton  joined  them  with  his  might, 

Or  message  come  from  Max, 

Why,  you  and  I  this  self-same  night 
_^Had  lodged  within  Dunbar; 

Yot,  as^I  trust,  with  royal  guest, 

At  will  to  entertain, 

But  with  some  score  of  beaten  rogues, 

Too  scared  to  draw  the  rein. 

The  townsfolk  can  be  dangerous  foes,  150 

If  roused  within  their  den ; 

And  truly,  when  it  comes  to' blows. 

They  bear  themselves  like  men ! 

Tin 

‘  Last  night  they  tried  our  troopers’  faith ; 

And  many  a  can  of  ale 

Was  emptied  to  Queen  Mary’s  health 
By  lads  of  Liddesdale. 

Frankly  the  burghers  played  the  host : 

And  all  was  merry  game. 

Tiil^one  gruff  elder  of  the  'Kiik  160 

Waxed  wrathful  at  your  name. 

Short  say-  was  his  ancl  incomplete, 

^  A  J ardine  smote  him  down  ; 

Then,  'midst  the  brawl,  arose  the  call 
Of  ‘Douglas  for  the  town!’ 

That  cry  was  ready  and  designed. 

It  rung  through  street,  and  pealed  through  wviid. 
^Biit  Morton  was  not  there. 

Yet  bear  it  ever  in  your  mind, 

And  guard  against  the  stab  behind  170 

\¥hen  Douglas  speaks  you  fair ! 

Eight  glad  was  I  from  yonder  pack 
Our  men  unscathed  to  bring ; 

And,  when  we  ride  in  triumph  back, 

Lord  Earl,  I’ll  hail  thee  King ! 

IX 

•  And,  by  my  soul,  the  hour  has  come  I 
No  doubt  or  tariAung  now! 

Mark  yonder  drifting  cloud  of  dust 
Above  the  orchai*d  row. 
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Some  thii-ty  spears,  not  more,  are  there; 

I  reckon  b.v  their  sheen :  '  ' 

knight  in  mail— 
iis  Huntley  with  the  Oueen ! 

^  ^  forward  vou : 

i  ii  Mlow  with  my  hand  :  '  ' 

J^OTT,  Bothwell.  to  yhurself  be  true- 

ine  crown  is  m  your  liand  ! ' 

MI. 

And  lalse  to  all  beside ! 

1  ^  ^  acted  well ; 

^  i‘he  devil  was  my  guide, 
r  m  question  left  I  little  space : 

1  spurred  across  tlie  plain : 
i  met  Queen  Mary,  face  to  face. 

And  took  ber  palfrey's  rein. 

XI 

•■Pm^on,_  my  liege,  if  hot  with  haste 

1  laii  in  noniage  due ! 

precious  is  the  time  to  waste  • 

My  care  is  all  for  you. 

rebellion  rages  wide 
W^itMn  yon  luckless  town : 
craftsmen  in  tumultuous  tide 
^iyrood  sweep  down! 

.Hx’  chapel !  ”  is  their  cry ; 

XT  1  S  mumbied  prayer  f 

Male  loMh  the  priests,  and  let '"them  die  • 
iiowii,  down  with  rank  Idoiatiy ! 

bmite,  burn,  and  do  not  spare !  ” 
l^ay.  Madam — never  look  so  pale — 

1  ^r  friends  are  safe.  I  did  not  fail 
^  1  l^ave  a  trusty  band, 
n^o,  if  they  cannot  clear  the  street, 
enough  for  safe  retreat ; 

And  this  their  strict  conunand — 
io  make  at  least  the  passage  good 
train  from  Hol}Tood, 
im  Orieiiton,  my  ancestral  home, 
neie  the  false  villains  dare  not  come, 
ioifr  yon,  our  Lady  and  our  Queen — 
lour  safety  is  my  care: 

Wal  fortress  yet  remains, 

T  111  fcrax^ely  there, 

i  hold  your  castle  of  Dunbar, 

keep  equipped  for  war 
Withm  the  Lotliians  wide  : 

JN  o  other  place  is  half  so  sure ; 
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Tiiere  shall  you  rest  in  peace,  secure 
^Say,  Madam,  will  you  ride? 

Short  is  the  space  for  parley  now, 

The  road  beset  may  be ; 

But  though  we  hew  our  passage  tiiroiign, 

^  We’ll  bear  your  Highness  free  1  ^ 

Come,  Huntley !  we  await  your  word  : 

What  better  can  be  done  ? 

Bar  is  the  ride ;  but  yet,  my  Lord, 

There’s  nearer  shelter  none. 

Safe  is  that  hold  from  storm  or  siege, 
Howerer  wide  the  war—  ^  _ 

’Tis  well  resolved !  My  gracious  liege, 

This  nigiit  we  reach  Dunbar.’ 

XII 

0  wretch,  to  fashion  such  a  Jie ! 

0  slave,  to  ruin  one  so  fair ! 

0  false  to  faith  and  chivalry  ! 

0  villain,  well  may  I  despair ! 

Why  live  I  longer,  since  I  Imow  ^ 

That  prayer  and  penitence  are  vain ; 
Since  hope  is  dead,  for  me  below, 

And  hell  can  give  no  ghastlier  pain  ? 
Beneath  the  flags  that,  clay  by  day, 

Beturn  dull  echoes  to  my  tread, 

A  grave  is  hollowed  in  the  clay ; 

It  waits  the  coming  of  the  dead : 

A  .grave  apart,  a  grave  unknowui, 

A  grave  of  solitude  and  shame, 

Whereon  shall  lie  no  sculptured  stone 
"With  legend  of  a  warrior’s  name. 

0  wmuld  it  yawm  to  take  me  in,  ^ 
And  bind  me,  soul  and  body,  down: 

0  could  it  hide  me  and  my  sin,  ^ 

Wlie.n  the  great  trumpet-blast  is  blown ! 
0  might  one  guilty  form  remain 
Ilnsummoned  to  that  awful  crowd,  ^ 
When  all  the  chiefs  of  Both  well’s  strain 
Shall  rise  from  sepulchre  and  shroud ! 
How  could  I  meet  their  stony  stare 
Howr  could  I  see  my  father’s  tace 
I.  the  one  tainted  felon  there, 

The  foul  Iscariot  of  my  race? 
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XIII 

I  sought  her  presence  in  the  hail — 
Hot  as  a  knight  prepared  to  woo, 
But  like  a  faltering  criminal 

"Who  knows  not  what  to  say  or  do. 
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I  told  the  story  once  again 
Of  wide  rebellion  in  the  land. 

Of  clamour  raised  against  her  mign, 

Of  treason,  by  the  preachers  plaWed. 

I  told  her  tliat  the  English  Queen 
Was  bent  to  drive  her  Ironi  the  throne. 
That  still  Elizabeth’s  iiini  had  been 
To  rule  in  Britain’s  isle,  alone. 

'  Madam/  I  said,  though  great  her  pf-:wer 
Trust  me,  that  woman’s  .-raft  is  vain :  ' 
'Eot  any  town,  nor  any  towtu*.  ’ 

Shall  she  usurp  on  Scottisii  plain. 
Though  knaves  and  hypocrites  combine. 

Though  the  old  faith  be  trampled  dovn 
Well  rally  round  our  royal  line,  ^ 

And  pensh  ere  they  wrong  the  Crown ! 


XIV 

‘But  these  are  not  the  days  of  3'ore 
When  duty  was  a  sacred  thing,  ’ 

When  Io5'ai  hearts  the  people  bore. 

And  pnests  were  subject  to  the  kino'. 
hlot  now,  upon  the  Sabbath-day, 

Are  men  exhorted  to  obey, 

Nor  do  they  meet  to  kneel  and  pray. 
Savage  and  wild  the  preacher  stands' 

And  imprecates  with  lifted  hands  ' 

The  wrath  of  Heavm  upon  the  head 
Of  aE  who  differ  from  his  creed. 

Nor  only  that ;  the  pulpit  rings 
With  lying  tales  of  priests  and  kings. 

Bold  in  his  self-commissioned  cause, 

The  raEing  rebel  spurns  the  laws, 

And  bids  his  hearers  bare  the  sword. 
Against  their  rulers,  for  the  Lord ! 

0  since  your  father,  royal  James, 

Sighed  out  Ms  life  in  Falkland'  tower. 
How  many  churches,  wrapped  in  fiames, 
Have  witnessed  to^the  spoilers’  power! 
Yea,  even  in  Iona’s  isle, 

That  eaiiy  Bethlehem  of  the  west. 
Where,  by  Columba’s  stately  pile, 

The  l3o,nes  of  Scotland’s  in,onai*ch3  rest. 
Such  deeds  were  done,  by  christened  men. 
As  yvell  might  shame  the  Saracen. 

For  sacrilegious  hands  were  there 
The  dead  from  out  their  graves  to  tear. 
And  scatter  to  the  winds  abroad  ’ 
The  relics  of  the  saints  of  God  ! 
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XV 

‘And  deem  not  that  theii^  rage  has  passed—  520 
it  lives,  it  burns  ivithin  them  still ;  . 

Misrule  and  anarchy  will  last 

^^Ir^'iiile  those  wild  preachers  have  their  will. 

Bins  new  rebellion  shows  their  mood  ; 

The  throne  must,  like  the  altar,  down  : 
liie  hands  that  tore  away  the  hood. 

Are  eager  to  profane  the  Crown! 


XVI 

Blit  we  can  stay  them  in  their  course ; 
toTce  must  be  met,  and  fought  bv  force » 
The  nobles  who  allowed  their  aih 
To  help  the  growing  power. 

Simiik^froni  the  monster  they  have  -made 
Insatiate  to  devour.  ^  ’ 

leady  are  tiie>ywith  heart  and  hand 
To  crush  rebellion  in  the  land ; 

All  private  quarrel  to  forego, 

And  league  against  the  common  foe. 

Such,  Lady,  is  their  full  intent, 

Aim  this  the  token  they  have  sent. 

Behold  their  names — recorded  here 
those  of  prelate,  statesman,  peer. 

The  heart  of  Scotland  and  its  might 
in  this  great  bond  of  love  unite ; 

And  neyer  more^  shall  treason  dare 
To  lift  its  head  in  open  air 
Against  a  brotherhood  so  fair ! 


XVII 

But,  Madam,  something  they  require — - 
0  that  I  might  from  speech  refrain ! 
Scarce  can  I  utter  their  desire. 

Or  speak  a  prayer  that  may' be  vain  ! 

I  et  must  I  do  it.  Lady !  see— 
with  throbbing  heart  and  bended  knee, 
liius  low  before  your  royal  seat 
I  pour  my  homage  at  yom*  feet ! 

Of  by  the  heaven  that  spreads  above, 

By  all  that  man  holds  fond  and  dear ! 
1  had  not  dared  to  tell  my  love. 

Or  breathe  that  secret  in  your  ear! 
iirgence  of  the  time, 

_When  silence  almost  is  a  crime — 

But  foiM:he  danger  to  the  throne, 

James  Hepburn  to  his  grave  had' gone. 
And  never  knelt  as  now! 

Aay,  gracious  Madam— do  not  rise : 
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Well  can  I  fatliom  the  sni-prise 
That  shows  upon  pour  brow  I 
Were  I  by  wild  ambition  stirred 
Or  moved  by  selfish  aim. 

Then  might  you  spurn  my'  suit  preferred, 
-Did  me  begone,  condemned,  uiilieard. 

And  ever  loathe  my  name. 

^ay  more — for  franklv  will  I  speak — 
i  he  marriage  bonds  I  wear,  though  weak, 
\V  ould  still  have  tied  mv  tongue  * 

Diy  heart  had  friend  or  rafest, 
ml-  within  my  breast, 

This  free  confession  wrung!'” 

STIII 

Siknt  and  still,  thougii  pale  as  deatti 
Queen  Maiw  kept  her  throne.  * ' 

But  for  the  leaving  of  her  breatli. 

^  She  seemed  of  marble  stone. 

Scarce  by  a  gesture  did  she  show 
What  thoughts  were  rusliing  bv. 

O  noblest  work  of  Gcd ! — how  Iciw, 

How^^  mean  I  felt  when  grovelliiig  so, 

With  eveiy  word  a  lie  1 
'And  can  it  be/  at  length  she  said, 

;^hat  Bothwell  has  his  Queen  betmved  ? 
Bothwell,  my  first  and  foremost  knight— 
Bothwell,  whose  faith  I  deemed  more  brieii 
More  pime  than  any  spotless  gem 
That  glitters  in  my  diadem? 

Great  God !  what  guHt  of  me  or  mine 
Hath  thus  provoked  thy  ivrath  diwne? 
Weary,  though  short,  has  been  my  life; 
lor  dangers,  sickness,  murders,  strife. 

All  the  worst  woes  that  man  can  fear, 
Have  thickened  round  me  j^ear  by  yean 
The  smiles  of  love  I  scarce  had  seen 
Bre  death  removed  them  from  my  view ; 
My  realm  had  scarce  received  its  Queen 
Ere  treason's  hideous  trumpet  blew. 

They  whom  I  sought  to  make  my  friends. 
My  yery  kin,  proved  false  to  me  ; 

And  now  before  me  Bothwell  bends 
In  falsehood,  not  in  faith,  the  knee! 

O  sir!  was  this  a  knightly 'deed, 

To  wrongs  a  woman  in  her  need, 

When  neither  help  nor  friends  were  nigh, 
And  snare  her  ivith  an  odious  lie? 

False  was  the  tale  that  brought  me  here, 
False  even  as  the  love  you  feign ; 
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And  doubtless  now  you  hope,  tbrough  fear, 
loui’  Queen  and  Mistress  to  restraint 


SIX 

Stung  to  tbe  quick,  but  bolder  far, 

As  men  detected  ever  aie, 
answered  her  again — 

'Zdadam!  if  I  bare  erred  through  love, 

I  look  for  pardon  from  above, 

And  shall  not  look  in  vain. 

True  love  is  prompt,  and  will  not  wait 
Till  chance  or  hazard  ope  the  gate. 

Z^ot  mine  the  arts  that  gallants  own 
WIlo  glide  and  prattle  round  the  throne  I 
A  soldier  I,  unused  to  sue, 

Or  fawn  as  courtly  minions  do. 

If  I  am  plain  and"  blunt  of  mood, 

My  sword  is  sharp  and  keen  ; 

And  never  have  I  spared  my  blood 
In  service  of  my 

Why,  Madam,  should  you  speak  of  fear  ? 
I  used  no  force  to  bring  you  here. 

This  castle  is  a  royal  hold  ; 

Above,  upon  the  turret  high, 

The  Euddy  Lion  ramps  in  gold, 

True  sign  of  Scotland’s  majesty. 

Safe  as  in  Holyrood  you  bide 
With  friends  around  you  and  beside, 
i^d  here  you  keep  your  state. 

What  if  I  longed  to  speak  my  mind, 

To  tell  you  what  the  peers  designed — 

To  plead  my  cause,  however  rude, 

Where  no  rash  meddler  might  intrude— 
Was  that  a  crime  so  great? 

Ah,  Madam,  be  not  so  unkind  I 
If  love  is  hasty,  it  is  blind. 

And  will  not  bear  to  wait.’ 
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XX 

Then  rose  she  up  ;  and  on  her  brow 
Was  stamped  the  Stuart  frown 
‘  ^  all  the  saints  in  heaven,  I  trow 
This  man  would  bear  me  down  ! 

He  prates  of  love,  as  if  my  hand 
Were  but  a  sworder’s  prize, 

That  any  ruffian  in  the  land 
Might  challenge  or  despise! 

What  mad  ambition  prompts  you,  sir. 
To  utter  this  to  me? 


PART  V 


EOTHWELL 


IrYliat  iTord  of  mine  lias  raised  vour  hor^s 
In  such  a" wild  degree? 

I  gaye  you  trust,  because  I  deemed 
Your  honour  free  from  stain ; 

I  raised  you  to  the  highest  place 
That  subject  could  attain, 

Because  I  thought  you  braye  and  true. 
And  now,  forsooth,  you  dare  to  woo ! 

Ai-e  these  your  thanks  for  ail  mv  grace 
Is  this  your  Imightiy  tow  ?  ’ 

Bothweil  !  hide  your  perjured  face— 
There  s  falsehood  on  your  brow !’ 

XXI 

Swift  as  the  adder  rears  its  head 
When  trampled  by  the  shepherd’s  tread, 
Sprang  up  niy  pride ;  for  word  of  scorn 
By  me  was  never  tamely  borne. 

Like  iiqtiid  fire  through  eyery  vein 
The  blood  rushed  binning  to  my  brain  : 
All  the  worst  passions  of  my  soul 
Broke  out  at  once  beyond  control. 

Yo  longer  did  I  feign  to  woo ; 

Pity,  remorse,  away  I  threw, 

And,  desperate  that  my  aim  was  seen. 

I,  as  a  rebel,  faced  my  Queen  I 

xsm 

‘  Madam !  I  sought  in  gentle  guise 
^To  win  your  royal  ear ; 

Since  humble  speech  will  not  suffice, 

In  words  unblent  with  courtesies 
My  message  shall  you  hear. 

I  speak  not  for  myself  alone; 

But  for  the  noblest  near  your  throne. 
Deeply  the  Lords  ^of  Scotland  mourn 
The  cause  ^of  this  your  grief; 

The  fate  which  left  their  Queen  forlorn, 
And  took  away  their  chief. 

But  sorrow,  though  it  wiing  the  heart, 

Has  limits  to  its  range ; 

And  duty  must  resume  its  part. 

Since  even  empires  change. 

Therefore  they  pray  you,  of  your  giace. 

To  put  aside  the  garb  of  diile. 

And  choose  some  mate  of  Scottish  luce 
To  aid  you  in  the  sovereign  rule. 

You  need  a  gupdian  for  your  son, 

And  they  a  chief  to  lead  them  on. 

There ’s  not  a  man  but  will  rejoice 
To  hail  the  partner  of  your  choice  : 

H  3 
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To  liim  obedience  mil  tiiej  Yield, 

Him  mil  tbe;^  follow  to  tlie  “field  : 

And  deal  so  strictly  mtii  your  foes, 
Wbetber  abroad  "or  here, 

That  the  wide  land  shall  gain  repose. 

And  good  men  cease  to  fear. 

XXII I 

*  So  say  tile  Lords :  and  all  agree 
To  follow  and  be  ruled  by  me. 

Traced  on  this  parchment"  are  the  names 
Of  those  who  own  and  urge  mv  claims. 
Therefore  the  suit  which  you  despise 
Seems  not  so  strange  to  other  eyes ; 
l^or,  Madam,  were  It  safe  or  wise 
To  thwart  their  wishes  now. 

Alone,  be  sure,  you  cannot  stand : 

Gone  is  the  sceptre’s  might ;  the  brand 
Must  still  the  tumults  ot  the  land, 

^And  lay  rebellion  low^ 

Your  nobles  proffer  well  and  fair : 

They  wait  your  answer  to  their  prayer. 

And  now,  Twere  best  I  tell  you  plain, 
Besistance  to  that  prayer  is  vain. 

Their  will — or,  if  you  thinh  the  word 
Too  harsh— their  counsel  must  be  heard ! 
Weil  know  I,  Madam,  what  I  do, 

And  what  awaits  me  if  I  fail : 

I  stand  not  here  to  fawn  or  sue, 

I  came  determined  to  prevail ! 

Think  not  that  rashly  I  provoke 

The  sentence  and  the  headsman’s  stroke  ! 

Hope  not  for  rescue —none  will  come  : 

As  well  seek  answer  from  the  dumb ! ' 

xxiv 

'  Yav,  if  you  doubt  me,  send  and  trv. 

No  harsh  or  timid  gaoler  I ! 

Your  messengers  have  leave  to  go 
}^ere  water  runs  or  breezes  blow. 

Send  forth  your  summons— warn  them  all  ^ 
Tell  every  noble,  far  and  near, 

That  Boihwell  lured  you  to  his  hall, 

And  holds  you  as  a  captive  here. 

Bid  Morton  come,  bid  Cassilis  arm  ; 

paU  Errol,  Caithness,  and  Ai*gyle^; 

Give  order  for  the  wide  alarm 
n  strath  and  sound  o’er  isle. 

b‘dl  Lethington,  yourjrustiest  friend ; 

Warn  Herries  of  this  rude  surprise — 
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will  til  Gy  send  ^ 
Believe  me,  not  a  man  mil  rise*! 
Bound  to^  my  cause  is  every  peer : 

itli  tBeir  consent  I  brought  voo  here : 
And  here  voiir  Highness  must  reiiiaiii. 

wpnian's  pride : 

1111  trom  Dunbar  a  joyous  train 
To  Holyrood  shall  ride, 

"W I  til  Both  well  at  your  palfrey's  rein. 
And  you  iiis  willing  bride ! 


heart !  that  fiercer  gi’ew 

S  X  breath  she  drew— 

lliat  gloated  on  her  quivering  eye. 

And  trance  of  mortal  agony  f 
O' savage  beast!  most  justlv  driven 

by  abd  from  heaven 
wiiat  fitter  refuge  could  I  have 
Than  this  neglected  lair, 
here,  gi*o veiling  o'er  my  emptv  grave, 

I  3^et  am  free  to  howl  an3  raveri 
And  rend  my  grizzly  liaii’? 

O  well  becomes  it  me"  to  rage 
At  crimes  of  other  men, 

To  snarl  defiance  from  my  cage, 

And  antic  in  my  den —  ^ 

I,  than  ail  others ’'guiltier  far, 

So  vile,  so  lost,  so  mean ! 

O  fade  from  heaven,  thou  evening  star 
I  cannot  bear  thv  sheen ! 


xsvi 

Hopeless,  abandoned  to  despair, 

What  else  could  Mary  do  but  yield? 

I  took  her  hand— she  left  it  there ; 

'Twas  cold  and  white  as  frost  on  field. 

I  tried  to  comfort  her ;  a  burst 
^  Of  frenzied  tears  was  her  rephw 
For  ever  be  the  deed  accurst 
That  forced  such  witness  from  her  eve ! 
Dim  as^an  unregarded  lamp, 

Her  light  of  life  was  on  the  wane. 

And  on  her  brow  was  set  the  stamp 
pf  utter  miseiT  and  pain. 

Like  some  cagea_bird  that  in  dismay 

fluttered  till  its  strength  is  gone, 

She  had  no  power  to  fly  aw^y, 

Though  wide  the  prison-door  was  thrown 
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In  vain^  I  strove  to  wake  a  smile, 

In  vain  protested  she  was  free ; 

For  bitterly  she  felt  the  whHe 
Ihat  henceforth  she  was  bound  to  me ! 

XXYII 

Again  I  entered  Hohwood  ; 

Not  as  an  unexpected  guest, 
pride  of  iiiasterhood, 
with  haughty  eye  and  princely  crest. 

cannon  thundered  welcome  out  * 

The  magnates  all  were  there*  ' 

And  though  I  missed  the  people’s  shout, 
For  them  I  did  not  care ; 

More  trusty  than  the  rabble  rout, 

My  troopers  filled  the  square  ! 

XXVIII 

No  draught  from  magic  herb  or  flower 
Is  equal  to  the  taste  of  power ! 

Eight  royally  I  took  my  stand, 

With  knights  and  squires  on  either  hand 
gave  due  audience  to  the  ring  ’ 
As  though  I  had  been  born  a  king  ? 

More  wondrous  yet-mv  altered  tone 
beemed  strange  or  malapert  to  none. 

With  deep  respect  and  visage  meek, 

Each  CIVIC  ruler  heard  me  speak— 

Was  proud  my  mandate  to  fulfil, 

And  bowed  obedience  to  my  will. 

But  when  I  turned  me  to  the  Peers, 
bomethmg  there  was  that  waked  my  fears 
A  guaifred,  cold,  and  formal  aii% 

A  staid  retent  of  dignity, 

A  stodied  guise  of  courtesy, 

Which  faithful  friends  do  never  wear, 
m  nobles  did  not  come 

i  o  bid  their  Sovereign  welcome  home. 

Or  ratify  with  cordial  hand 

ihe  weighty  promise  of  their  Band. 

W  hy  kept  they  from  me  at  the  time 
_\Yhen  most  I  lacked  their  aid**^ 

w  to  crime, 

Deserted  and  betrayed  ? 

Bid  they  but  league  to  tempt  me  on  ? 

W ere ^ all  their  vows  a  lure? 

ill ven  with  mj  foot  upon  the  throne, 
i  stood  as  insecure 
A^he  rash  huntsman  on  the  lake 
vVden  winter  slacks  its  spell 
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^Yho  feels  the  ice  beneatii  Mm  quake. 

And  dreads  tiie  treaclierous  weiL 

5x:ix 

by  look,  or  word,  or  sim. 

Did  I  my  fears  betray ' 

0^  sole  desire  and  thought  was  niirie, 

^To  haste  the  wedding-day.  ^ 

The  law,  though  drowsy  in  its  course, 
gave  me,  at  length,  a  full  divorce. 

the_  Church  refuse  its  aid,  6-o 

Miough  Craig  a  stern  remonstrance  made, 
ile  was  a  zealot  like  the  rest. 

But  far  more  honest  than  his  kind. 

And  would  not  yield,  without  protest, 

A  service  hateful  to  his  mind. 

i  ^ould  not  wait 
iili  Mary  breathed  again. 

I  did  not  ask  for  idle  state, 

For  gathering  of  the  proud"  and  great, 

Or  pomp  of  nuptial  train.  '  66© 

I  spoke  the  word — she  made  me  Duke. 

I  claimed  her  hand  the  self-same  dav  : 
though  like  aspen-leaf  she  sliockl 
.And  wan  and  piteous  was  her  look. 

She  did  not  answer,  Kay! 

XXX 

Ail  was  accomplished.  By  my  side 
The  Queen  of  Scotland  knelt,  a  bride. 

In  face  of  Holy  Elirk,  her  hand 

Was  linked  with  mine  in  marriage  band: 

Her  lips  pronounced  the  solemn  word  :  670 

I  rose,  her  husband  and  her  lord  I 
And  now,  what  lacked  I  more  ? 

Around  me  thi'onged  the  guests  to  pay 
Their  duty  on  the  wedding-day : 

Proud  and  elate,  I  smiled  on  all 
As  master  in  that  royal  hall. 

Scarce  had  I  spoke,  when  clashing  fell 
A  weapon  on  the  floor : 

I  trembled,  for  I  knew  it  well— 

The  sword  that  Damley  wore.  6  So 

PAET  SIXTH 

I 

O  THAT  I  were  a  mountaineer. 

To  dwell  among  the  Highland  Mils! 

To  tread  the  heath,  ^  to  watch  the  deer. 

Beside  the  fountains  of  the  riUs : 
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To  wander  bv  tbe  lonely  lake 
_^1  silent  in  tbe  evening’s  glow, 

When,  like^  phantom,  friaii  the  brake 
Comes  gHdiiig  past  the  stealthy  roe — 
w  ithout  a  thought,  without  a  care, 

Without  ambition,  pomp,  or  crime. 

To  live  a  harmless  peasant  there. 

And  die  at  God's  ^appointed  time  ! 

For  0,  of  what  avail  are  poiver, 

^Wealth,  worship —all  we  seek  to  win. 
Unless  they  bring  the  priceless  dower 
Of  rest,  and  hope,  and  peace  vutliin '? 

II 

I  had  no  peace ;  if  peace  it  be 
To  rest  unscared,  to  wake  secure, 

To  let  the  fancy  wander  free, 

Or  dream  of  pleasant  things  and  pure ; 

To  take  sweet  counsel  with  a  friend, 

Or,  dearer,  with  a  loving  wife. 

And  sometimes  gladly  to  unbend 
The  strained  and  weary  bow  of  life. 
Broken  and  feverish  was  my  sleep. 

For,  all  night  long,  within  my  room 
ITethought-  I  heard  the  murderers  creep. 

And  voices  whisper  through  the  gloom, 
hior,  when  the  ghastly  night  was  o’er, 
Content  or  respite  did  I  win  ; 

For  guilt  stood  sentry  at  the  door. 

And  challenged  all  who  ventured  in. 

In  fear  I  slept  ;  in  fear  I  woke : 

In  fear  I  lingered  out  the  day; 

Whatever  lord  or  courtier  spoke.' 

I  thought  was  uttered  to  betray. 

I  had  no  friends,  save  those  whose  fate 
A  common  danger  Hnked  with  mine-- 
Men  who  provoked  the  people’s  hate, 

And  roared,  like  ruffians,  o’er  their  wine. 
The  burghers  heard  the  noisy  brawl 
That  scared  the  swallows  from  their  eaves, 
And  mourned  that  Scotland’s  royal  hall 
Should  thus  be  made  a  den  of  thieves. 

Ill 

I  had  .a  wife— a  fair  one  too — 

But  love  I  durst  not  even  name  ! 

I  kept  aloof,  for  why  renew 
The  memory  of  my  sin  and  shame? 

She  was  mj  hostage,  not  my  bride ; 

Enough  it  was. for  me  to  know 
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She  could  not  sever  irom  iiiv  side, 

Eor  yet  unsay  the  marriage-vow. 

thoughts  of  vore, 

V\  hen,  tree  from  fell  aniijition's  taint, 

I  ;wors]iipped,  as  I  hnelfc  before 
The  queen  the  woman,  and  the  saint ! 
Aly  hand  had  torn  the  wings  of  love. 

•Profaned  its  temple,  soileii  its  shi-ine  * 
ho  pardon  here,  nor  yet  above, 

Gould  granted  be  to  guilt  like  mine ! 

IV 

Pardon  !  I  sought  it  not  from  men  • 

I  w^ouM  iio>  take  it  at  their  hand': 

±  mvned  no  judge,  no  master  then  :  ^ 

I  w^as  the  lord  within  the  knd.  ' 
Pardon J  the  word  was  made  for  slaves, 
hot  for  a  Sovereign  Prince  like  .me :  * 
i-iost  IS  the  man  who  pardon  craves 
Prom  any  baser  in  degree. 

There  is  a  peak  of  guilt  so  high,. 

That  those  who  reach  it  stand'  above 
The  sweep  of  dull  humanity. 

The  trail  of  passion  and  of  love. 

Tim  lower  clouds  that  dim  the  heaven. 
Touch  not  the  mountain’s  hoarv  crown. 
And  on  the  summit,  thunder-riven, 

God  s  lightning  only  smites  them  down 

Y 

O  for  a  wax*  to  make  me  freed  I 
Had  England  but  denied  mv  claim. 

And  sent  an  army  o’er  the  Tweed 
^  To  wrap  the  Border  braes  in  flame — 
Then  Scotland  would  have  risen  indeed. 
And  followed  me,  if  but  for  shame ! 

I  might  have  met  the  foe  in  fieldf 
And  raised  the  Hepburn’s  name  so  high, 
TImt  none  thereafter  on  my  shield 
Could  trace  the  bend  of  inhiniv. 

I  might  have  won  the  people’s  heart, 

For  all  men  love  the  stalwart  arm ; 

And  valour  triumphs  over  art, 

As  faith  defies  a  ^vizard’s  charm. 

Once  wet  or  o’er  my  country’s  foes. 

What  lord  in  Scotland  durst  oppose 
Her  champion’s  rights.,  or  mutter  shame 
Against  my  newly-gilded  name  ? 

Nor  to  the  preachers  had  I  turned 
Disdainfiil  ear.  I  never  spumed 
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Their  doctrines,  though  I  did  not  care. 

And  knew  not  wliat  tiiose  doctrines  were 
In  trutli,  I  the  time  had  come 

When  eveiy  state  in  Europe  wide 
bhouM  clear  itself  from  bonds  of  Eoine  ; 

And  let  the  Pontiff,  deified, 

Peal  with  the  candle,  book,  and  bell 
In  any  way  that  pleased  him  well 


VI 

But  England  moved  not.  England  lav, 
M  doth  the  lion  in  the  brake, 
waiting  for  some  noble  prey, 
With  ear  intent,  and  eye  awake : 

1.  like  a  wi’efcched  mongrel  cm*, 

Might  safely  pass  his  couch  before  : 
hot  tor  my  snarling  would  he  stir—' 

I  was  not  worth  the  lion’s  roar  ! 

The  courtiers  left^me  ;  one  by  one, 

Like  shadows  did  they  glide  away; 

confederates  all  were  gone — 
Why  should  the  fortune-hunters  stav? 


lOO 


IIO 


There  was  dead  silence  for  a  space : 

A  hush,  as  deep  and  still 
As  on  the  lowly  valley  lies, 

When  clouds,  surcharged  with  lightning,  rise 
And  loom  along  the  hill.  '  %2i 

T^n  with  a  rush,  the  rumours  came 
Ot  gatherings  near  at  hand, 
here  nobles, ^  knights,  and  ciiiefs  of  fame, 

Were  arming  in  the  Prince’s  name 
To  drive  me  from  the  land ! 

s^'^%i^tway  through  the  city  rose 
iiie  low  and  angry  hum, 

^^"J^tells  of  keen  and  bitter  foes 
Who  cluster  ere  they  come.  i  ?o 

Post  after  post  rode  clattering  in, 

Loud  rung  the  court  with  soldiers’  din : 

For  Bolton  at  the  first  alarm 
Bade  all  the  troopei’s  rise  and  arm. 


Yin 

Aroused  as  if  by  trumpet-call, 

I  felt  my  spirit  bound  : 
m  longer  pent  in  hateful  hall, 

I  forth  to  fight  or  faU, 

With  men-at-arms  around! 

I  cared  not  what  the  scouts  might  bring- 
I  hungered  for  the  strife ; 


140 


PAST  VI 


BOTWWELL 


209 


victor,  I  must  reign  as  King ; 

If  Yanqiiislied,  yield  mv  life. 

Wttii  spear  in  resl:.,  and  visor  down, 

’Twas  but  one  swift  career- — 

A  glorious  grave,  or  else  a  crown-— 

The  sceptre,  or  the  bier! 

Aha !  there  was  no  tarrying  then ! 

prance  of  steed,  and  tramp  of  men. 

And  clash  of  arms,  and  hastv  call,  15.: 

Were  heard  in  court,  and  street,  and  half 
Each  trooper  drew  a  heartier  breath. 

And  keener  glowed  his  eve ; 

I  knew  that  from  the  field"  of  death 
Ko  man  of  mine  would  fly  ! 

IX 

'  Give  me  your  hand,  brave  Ormiston ! 

^My  father  loved  you  dear! 

Kofc  better  than  you  love  Ms  son— 

For  since  the  day  that  I  could  run, 

Or  shake  a  mimic  spear,  ’  1S3 

You  were  my  guai'dian  and  mv  guide. 

And  never  parted  from  my  side 
In  danger,  doubt,  or  fear. 

There’s  comfort  m  thy  hearty  grasp: 

^By  heaven,  it  ^  is  ^  an  honest  hand  I 
I’d  rather  hold  it  in  my  clasp, 

Than  any  noble’s  in  the  land. 

Henceforward  must  I  stand  alone, 

Or  only  lean  on  friends  like  thee  ; 

Of  all  the  caitiff  Lords,  not  one  170 

Is  here  to  strike  a  blow  for  me ! 

But  let  it  pass — we’ll  match  them  yet ! 

The  star  of  Bothweli  hath  not  set ; 

Kor  will  it  pale  its  royal  light, 

For  traitor’s  craft  or  foeman’s  might. 

I’ll  hold  account  for  every  deed. 

From  this  momentous  hour ; 

And  those  who  fail  me  in  my*  need 
Shall  feel  me  in  my  power  I 

X 

'  Now  then ;  what  news  ?  ’  ‘  This  much  I  learn. 
That  Morton,  Athoil,  and  Glencairn,  iSi 

Lindsay  and  Home,  ’Kirkaldy,  Mar, ' 

Brumlanrig,  Cessford,  raise  the  war. 

They’ve  drawn  to  Stirling.  What  their  force. 

Our  scouts  could  hardly  tell ; 

Enow  there  are  of  man  and  horse. 

To  fence  a  battle  well.’ 
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Morton  there? 

An,  then  I  have  him  in  the  snare  ? 
it  it  be  mine,  but  once,  to  tread 
Victonons  on  a  field  of  dead, 
ill  peijured  villain-*s  head! 

^Uholl  i  ^  It  IS  a  monstrous  sign, 

\^_hen  Atlioll  and  Glencairn  combine  I 
vVho  could  have  brought  the  friend  of  Eome 
lo  beard  me,  from  his  Highland  home? 

now  I  see  it !  Lethington, 

Ihat  arch-dissembler,  stirs  him  on : 

My  evil  genius  still  was  he— 

Fool  that  I  was  to  set  him  free  I 
A  dungeon  in  yon  fortress  grim* 

Had  been  the  fittest  place  for  him. 
bo  then !  The  masks  are  thrown  avrav 
Ooniessed  is  every  foe ;  "  ’ 

boldly  to  the  battle  fray, 

With  lighter  hearts  well  go. 

But  there  h  a  danger  near  at  hand, 

A  snake  to  crush  or  kill  I 

hearst  thou  of  the  City  band'i^ 

The  craftsmen— bide  they  still  ?  ’ 


nP  I  bave_read  their  faces  right, 
m/  "^bey  will  rise  to-night! 

iiie  booths  are  closed,  the  windows  barred  ■ 
in  every  street  patrols  a  guard. 

restless;  by  and  by, 

.  11  ^11  come  swarming  here  * 

^wJ®i  though  not  to  fly, 

Whilst  yet  the  road  is  clear. 

1  am  not  wont  to  shun  a  fi'aj^ 
j^d  seldom  give  a  faint  adece, 

Ihis  most  frankly  do  I  say — 

Id  rather  ride  the^Teviot  thrice. 

When  rolling  in  its  heaviest  flood, 
ihan  meet  that  rascal  multitude  I 
ixiye  me  an  open  field  mthout. 

And  then,  with  fiftv  men. 

1  the  rabble  rout 

^ack  to  them  smokv  den. 

Tenture;for  them  guard, 

Wliat  force  these  ivalls  require  : 
mi  were,  if,  in  our  ward, 

Ihe  Palace  sunk  in  fire  I 

warn  the  Queen: 

Doubtless  her  Grace  will  gladly  ride  I 
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Hot  presence  must  be  plainly  seei:. 

iaithful  to  our  side, 
ere  all  the  Border  chieftains  true, 
i  d  care  not  tvliat  the  rest  misht  do. 
4^®"^  !9.on  tte  strife  must  e. v.ne  • 

That  stout  Kirkaldy  would  not  sher> 
^OT  Morton  tarry  in  his  keer,—  '  ' 

But  this  revolt  of  Ker  and  Home 

^  4^®  aspect  of  the  war: 

Therefore  let 's  forth  tvithout  d^luv. 

^  be  Dunbar.  ' 

With  Borthwiek  on  the  way.’  ' 


I  know  not  why ;  but  o'er  my  soul. 

^at  eve.  the  self-same  bodement  stole 
That  thrilled  me  with  a  sad  presase 

i^st  I  gazed  on  Hermitas^e.'  2"c 

Ine  troopers  in  i}i*ocessioii  ’woiiiid. 

^ong  tile  slant  and  broken  gTomid, 

Beneatk  old  Arthur's  lion-liiii. 

Tlie  Queen  went  onward  with  lie::*  train 
1  rode  not  by  her  palfrey's 
Eut  lingered  at  the  tiny"  rill 
That  flows  from  Anton's  fane. 

Eeci  ivas  the  sky :  but  Holyrood 
In  dusk  and  sullen  grandeur  stood. 

It  seemed  as  though  the  setting  sun  -6o 

Eetiised  to  lend  it  light, 

was  its  look, 'and  dim, 

WMle  ail  above  wms  bright. 

Black  in  the  glai-e  rose  spily  and  vane, 
lustre  streamed  from  window-pane  * 

But,  as  T  stood,  the  Abbey  bell 
Tolled  ^out,  lyith  such  a  dfsnial  knell 
As  smites  with  awe  the  shuddering  crowd 
\^en  a  king's  folded  in  his  shroud™  ” 
Methought  it  said,  Farewell!  270 

XIII 

So  pa^ed  we  on.  The  month  was  June  : 

\Ve  did  not  need  the  lady  moon 
To  light  iis__onwai*ds  on  our  ’vray 
Through  ;&iekets  ivhite  with  hawtliorn  spray.  ^ 
Bast/  old  Balhousie's  stately  tower, 

Up  the  lone  Esk,  across  tfie  moor, 

By  many  a  hamlet,  many  a  spring. 

By  holt,  and  knowe,  and  fairy  ring, 

By  many  a  noted  trysting-place, 

we  held  our  course,"  nor  slacked  our  pace,  2 So 
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XjJI  far  awaj  beyond  the  road 
rbe  lights  in  Borfchwick  Castle  showed 
bhort  tarrying  had  we  there,  I  ween !  ' 
.^sought  the  woodlands  green  * 
on  our  track,  ”  ' 

With  thousand  spearmen  at  his  back : 
hor  dared  we  rest,  till  from  Dunbar 
1  gave  the  signal  for  the  war 


-A.1  V 

B;^eaven,  it  was  a  glorious  sight, 

VV  hen  the  sun  started  from  the  sea, 
in  the  vivid  morning  light 

c  1  were  rolling  free ' 

But  little  time  had  I  to  gaze  »  ‘  • 

Upon  the  ocean’s  kindling  face, 

Or  mark  the  breakers  in  the  bay— 
ror  other  thoughts  were  mine  that  dav. 
i  stood  upon  the  topmost  tower : 

|rom  wood,  and  shaw,  and  brake,  and  bower. 
I  heard  the  trumpet’s  blithesome  sound,  ' 
b  beard  the  tuck  of  drum ; 

And,  bearing  for  the  castle  mound 
_  b  the  squadrons  come. 

Bach  Baron,  sheathed  from  head  to  heel 
in  splendid  panoply  of  steel, 

Kode  stalwartly  before  bis  band, 
ihe  bravest  yeomen  of  the  land, 
ihere  were  the  pennons  that  in  fight 
Had  flashed  across  the  Southron’s  sight— 
ihere  were  the  spears  that  bore  the  brunt 
And  bristled  in  tie  battle’s  front  ’ 

rnu  ^  mS'iiy  a  bloody  day— 

1  i  through  the  hostile  press, 

'  w  5  were  plunging  masterless. 

-tlau  iiewn  tbeir  desperate  way ! 

O  gallant  hearts !  wli^t  joy  to  ride. 

X  our  lord  and  leader,  prince  and  guide, 

W/ ixli  you  around  me,  and  beside,  ^ 
isiit  once  in  battle  fray  ! 

XV 

Brief  counsel  held  we  in  the  haU ; 

Keady  lor  fight  seemed  one  and  all. 
ihough  somewhat  I  was  chafed  to  bear 
But  cold  regard  from  knight  and  peer. 

1  was  the  husband  of  their  Queen : 
less,  nor  more.  Old  Seton’s  mien 

gTave— no  frankness  there. 

AVith  his  long  oeard,  and  lyart  hair, 
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His  lieaYv  iiiaiitle  o'er  kim  tiirown, 
lie  looked  an  of  stone. 

He  must  be  in  Ms  ^ grave  ere  now, 

so  I  will  not  speak  him  wi*oiia': 

B  Lneiij  the  liardness  of  his  broiv 
%Aas  more  than  I  could  suffer  ions. 

He  was  a  noble  of  a  stamp 
Whereof  this  age  hath  witnessed  few  : 
Men  who  came  dulv  to  the  camp  ^ 
Whene’er  the  Eoyal  trumpet  Blew. 

Blunt  tenure  lords,  who  deemed  the  Orowi 
As  sacred  as  the  Holy  Tree. 

And  laid  their  lives  and  fortunes  down, 
hiot  caring  what  the  cause  mi,ght  be/' 
biich  chiefs  were  they  who  held  the  fight 
mdi  strove,  and  would  not  jieM,  ’ 
iill  rn^ed  irom  heaven  the  stars  of  night 
O  er  Flodden  s  cumljered  field.  ^ 

Spare  were  his  words,  his  gTeeting  cold. 
His  look  more  distant  than  of  old.  '  ' 
But  that  ’twere  madness  to  offend 
Tim  simplest  knight  that  seemed  a  friend  ; 

•But  that  my  m,en  were  few— 

I  would  have  made  Lord  Seton  know 
That  not  a  peer  should  slight  me  so. 

Or  fail  in  reverence  due! 


XVI 

And  Mai-y— what  did  she  the  while  ? 

Alas,  she  never  showed  a  smile ! 

I  dared  not  ask  her  to  appear 
Within  the  castle  hall. 

Her  champions  and_^  her  knights  to  cheer — 
She  might  have  hailed  them  with  a  tear, 
Or  breamed  a  word  in.  Seton’s  ear. 

That  would  have  wrought  my  fall. 

She  loathed  her  bondage — that  '1  knew* 
What  is  it  woman  will  not  do 
To  free  herself  from  thrall  ? 

She,  daughter  of  a  race  of  Mngs, 

Instinct  with  that  desire 
"V^'hicii  makes  the  eagle  beat  its  "wiiigs 
Against  the  prison  wii'e — 

She,  wronged,  insulted,  and  betrayed. 
Might  she  not  claim  her  vassals’  aid  ? 
Conjure  them  by  theii*  oath  and  vows 
To  bear  her  from  her  hated  spouse. 

And,  in,  the  face  of  heaven,  proclaim 
My  giiilt,  my  treason,, and  my  shame? 
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®®<^i’et  bowr-r 

T  to  see  ; 

Anif’nXri  husband’s  power 

And  none  dared  question  me.  ^  ’ 

“om-anotheV  dav  !- 

A^futitil?  a  clstfwS: 

Wbtn  1®  ®,  held  me  back 

Cuts’d  bf  t^^-T  track. 

And  tZ  F  turned  m^-  rein 

0  boa?ter^i“®  t'^ting  from  the  plhinl- 

liar,  murderer— worse 
Tiaitor  and  felon-hold  thv  cmse.’ 

ThSe  ’s°none^  others  be. 

A  mn,.d  ^®®P  dossed  as  thee ' 

A  far  acfa  P^^irong  of  heazf 
A  a  warrior's  part, 

A  traitor  may  be  bold  and  brave 
A  felon  fearless  at  the  grave-  ’ 

Thf  SJrafe°lf 

±ne  courage  ^  a  man  is  left. 

it  was  not  1 1— it  ivas  not  IT 

r  .  xvin 

Slowest  from  tlie  wes'^ 

tand  I  loved  thrbrst- 
Breathe  on  my  temples,  cool  mv  bmw 
And  keep  the  madness  from  m7,  fv  r' 

in  myfir 

A^d  fl1%hf the  skiel ;  ’ 

TU’'!  ti!  r  up  and  down 

Tw3c  a  burnmg  to^vS  ’ 

Mom  air  ii?  mi, m  ear- 

more  mr— more  air !  I  stifle  here ! 

Devil!  thou  shalt  not  vet  prevail  • 

T  never  fly^ 

I  am  no  coward— ’tis  a  lie !  ^ ' 
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I  stood  upon  Carbern-’s 

iTlrTi’ 

DoW  o?  tlJSain'^l  a  kniaic.' 

Liii  Ml  summer  ambush  lav^'  ’ 
i^ihe  children  on  a  holiday.  " ' 

Tlff^r  ^  to  their  van— 

My  equll\®^degrj;®“' 

And  all  the  rest  go  free.  “ ' 

|ly  blofifal^lowed^'le^then  ^  iS"'  • 

In- fiercer  combat  and  more  fell 
Tb^  any  Scottisb  peer  could  tell 

1  who  had  laid  John  Elliot  loit  ‘ 
iNeed  scarce  have  feared  another  foe  ’ 

Bare  answer  to  my  cail  thev  crave _ 

Flrif^^’^fw  tiearts  aSd'^brave  ' 

h1  offered  light. 

f  Without  a  ?ieiit 

To  meet  a  prince  like  me.  ® 
ft e  wa.s  no  mate  in  camp  or  hall  • 

^  ww  tt«re  to  fight  with  all 
^  Whatever  their  degi4  ^■ 

then,’  Erkaldy  said 

If  TutwK  on  my  head. 

Tni^^  too  low 

^  v-MbToiir  challenge  as  a  foe, 

Ao  better  claim  bare  I 

To  Orkney  del<^n 

^  \fd  fi,  ®  yonder  on  the  plain.  " 

And  tbeie  bis  fortune  try, 

I  eannot  tbink  that  any  stain 
o  pon  bis  name  woiiia  lie. 

In  K  It  to  ridP 

In  battle  front  by  Pnn,ces"  side  • '  ^ 
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With  Egmoni  I  have  broke  a  lance, 

Charged  vnth  the  Constable  of  France-  ’ 

Ormistoii  broke  in  : — 

•  /Rhat  needs  this  vaunting?  Wherefore  tell 

A  stoiy  til  at  we  know  full  well 
^  ^  If  never  Scot  did  win 
MOTe  fame  tlian  yomin  fields  abroad, 
better  men,  I  think,  have  trod, 

Mow  stand  you  here  to-day? 

A  traitor  to  your  Queen  and  God, 

A  knave  in  knight’s  array ! 

:^a  1  you  startle  at  the  word— 
am  I  ready,  with  niy  sword, 
io  prove  it,  if  you  dare  I 
I  am  your  equal— will  you  fight? 

1  stand  in  arms  for  Mary’s  right — 

believe  you  quite,  .  .go 

Kank  boaster  though  you  are  I’  ' 

5XII 

Grimly  Ms  foe  Kirkaldy  eyed, 
mi  breath  lie  drew ; 

Gienched  was  his  hand  as  he  replied 
^  sharp  the  taunt,  and  true. 

‘  iiiou  hast  the  yantage-that  I  feel! 

illy  wit  hath  mastered  mine  : 
i  ^me  not  here  to  proye  my  steel 
On  ruffian  crests  like  thine! 

I  et  just,  in  part,  is  thy  rebuke, 
bo  much  I  yield  to  thee— 

I  was  m  fault  to  urge  the  Duke 
As  now  thou  urgest  me.  ^ 
not  by  jeer  or  ribald  word 
Oanst  thou  so  far  preyail, 

As  tempt  me  now  to  draw  my  sword 
Jar  less  return  thy  rail. 

I  will  not  meet  a  murderer,  sir, 

^  art  thou!’ 

is  a  goodly  stir, 

And  tender  conscience  too ! 

•John  Einox  has  done  his  duty  well 
His  pupU ’s  apt  and  fain ! 

When  holy  Kirk  rings  out  the  bell, 

Her  saints  must  needs  refrain. 

knight !  for  all  your  boast, 
hor  all  your  foreign  pride. 

place  IS  humble  in  the  host, 

T  more-ypu  stand  defied ! 

Sips'  he  into  your  teeth, 

Ihe  scorn  upon  your  head ! 
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that  sword  within  its  she'-^h 

pnestly  Beatoun  bled  ^  ' 

Murder,  indeed!  Pluck  off  yoii  .love 
Lift  up  your  hand  on  hi.i-  “ 
Sirear  in  the  face  of  heaven  above 
You’re  sackless-tlien  I  lie  » ’ 
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i^Id,  sirs!’  I  said,  ‘and  list  to  rae 
Your  quarrel  well  can  wait: 
bmee  present  combat  may  not  be. 

Foibear  this  rude  debate !  ' 

Dmmswered  is  my  challenge  still 
By  those  to  whom  ’twasTborne 

thfl?f “y 
is  tn^  from  tear  or  scorn  ^ 

Your  offer,  sir,  was  mere  pretest  ? 

o|tirstK  = 

f  ^yJo'^MoiClfto  Map 

T  T  courtesy  too  far, 

In  that  I  sent  my  battle-gage 
To  every  rebel  peer. 

cools  their  rage 

Ui  eke  they  did  not  hear !  *= 

T yo“’  of  Giaiu^e— 

I  wish  you  joy.  Sir,  of  the  change'  ^ 
Here  might  I  tarry  for  a  week,  " 

And  never  find  a  foe. 

ihe  foends  in  Prance  of  whom  vou  speak 
Had  scarcely  lingered  so !  ^  ^ 

XXIV 

“^®  challenge  that  1  spoke, 
oay  that  I  now  demand  the  rlo-lit 
Open  to  every  peer  and  knight!  '* 

To  caU  his  equal  to  the  fie!?. 
ba.y,  that  I  smte  on  Morton’s  shield! 

^"tui®  trough  Europe  wide 

III  brand  Inm  as  a  recreant  knave— 

It  be  conies  forth,  the  quarrel’s  tried 
Por  one  or  both  sLailfind  a  grave.  ’ 

And  now,  God  speed  you !  go  vour  wav  • 

I  have  no  other  Wrd  to  say."  ^  ^ 

XXV 

Glad  was  I  when  he  turned  Ms  steed 
And  slowly  paeed  towards  the  mead. 
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Wliere,  round  a  standard,  wliose  device 
I  could  not  scan  so  far. 

Lay  stretciied  in  sluggards'  paradise, 
^Tlie  leaders  of  the  war. 

Yet  throbbed  my  heart,  for  well  I  knew 
A  cursed  chance  had  been, 

While  I  was  forth  the  field  to  view, 
Kirkaldy  met  the  Queen ! 

And  fear  came  on  me,  as  the  blight 
Of  fever  shakes  the  frame, 

I  could  not  guide  m^-^  thoughts  aright, 
My  blood  was  hot  as  flame. 

But  in  his  mail  writhed  Ormiston, 

As  writhes  in  storm  the  oak, 

And  twice  I  heard  his  angry  groan 
Ere  yet  a  word  I  spoke. 

“  What  answer  on  the  rebels’  part 
Will  yon  Kirkaldy  bear?’ 

‘An  answer  that  will  freeze  your  heart. 
And  drive  you  to  despair ! 
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WYiider,  unscathed,  triumphant,  goes 
The  only  man  I  dread  I 
What  madness  made  you  interpose, 

When  he  was  ready-ripe  for  blows, 

And  I  could  strike  him  dead?  580 

He  takes  a  secret  to  their  camp. 

Is  worth  your  life  and  mine,  ' 

Mv  hand  was  up  to  break  the  lamp, 

But  you  will  have  it  shine  I 
Ay !  and  forsooth,  you  must  display 
xour  idle  chivalry  to-day! 

You’d  fight  with  Morton  ?  Easy  boast  I 
He  will  not  fight  with  voii. 

Why  you  proclaim  your  fortune  lost— 

tell  them  that  you  doubt  your  host:  590 

^Eor,  if  that  host  were  true, 

Iso  warlike  leader,  ever  known, 

From  the  arch-angel  Michael,  down 
To  the  poor^  Laird  with  twenty  spears, 

Would  so  dishonour  his  compeers! 

are  faint :  and  fainter  still 
You  II  find  them  at  the  dawn, 

If  sets  the  sun  behind  the  hill 
Ere  yet  the  swords  are  drawn. 

Hark  you— one  only  chance  is  ours !  600 

Let  me,  this  instant,  form  our  powers, 
ilie  Border  lances  wiU  not  fail, 
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^  '^4  *“^1  1  ^  bands  of  Lidclesdale, 

And  lead  them  to  the  plain.' 

Bide  where  you  are,  or  seek  the  On,.,.,. 
Leave  ali  the  charge  to  me 

upon  the  green 
Within  the  hour,  yoiill  see !  ^ 

Lome  Biike-tiie  signal!  Let  me  c.o 
fathers  head. 

1  J  bring  3-0U  bound  your  deadliest  fnp 
Or  leave  him  yonder,  dead  V  " 

ZXVII 

*  I  cannot  do  it — for  my  word 
Js  ^edged  ;  I  needs  must  wait/ 

1  ou  .  Are  we  nothing  here,  mv  Let*/  * 
i  on  are  not  yet  so  great, 

Lhat  valiant  men  should  lay  their  livpo 
At  your  commandment  down, 
bir— had  you  twenty  royal  wives, 

1  ou  never  wore  the  ci'own ! 

I  have  some  reverence  for  my  neck 
And  will  noj:  risk  it  at  vour  beck!  ’ 
Mearken  !  lou  know  my  wav  of  old— 
Lest  2S  the  truth  when  ’bluntly  told. 

^  ^  ^  at  stakA 

iiiere's  but  one  game  to  play  ; 

One  charge  is  all  that  we  can  make 
And  that.ril  make  to-day! 

you  wash  it,  come  wdth  me 
^I'ogether  let  us  ride; 

^0  franker  hand,  so  it  were  free, 

I'd  welcome  to  mv  side. 

B^ter  to  die  with  helm  on  head, 

Than  mount  a  scaffold  grim  — 
^hj—you  are  paler  than  the  dead, 

1  ou  shake  in  everv  limb !  ’ 

Ai’e  YOU  the  man  who  went  so  far 
At  ^k-of-Pieid,  and  at  Dunbar. 

And  shrink  you  from  the  face  of  war  ^ 
Why  stand  you  here  as  on  parade? 

heaven  -i  think  the  Duke's  afraid  ' 
ii  ri  be  so,  then  fare  you  well ! 

I^ow,  shall  we  onwards  go? 

Each  minute  is  a  passing-bell — 

‘Sdeath !  answer,  3''es  or  no/ 

XXVIII 

^  ^  ^  ^ben _ 

1  11  see  thy  face  no  more ! 
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Like  water  spilt  upon  the  plain, 

Jiot  to  be  gathered  up  again,  6qo 

Is  the  old  love  I  bore. 

Best  I  forget  thee,  Both  well !  Yet 
Yis  not  so  easy  to  forget ; 

For,  at  the  latest  hour,  I  see 
Tve  twied  a  life  by  following  thee. 

Friends,  fortune,  fame,  a  crown  are  lost. 

By  you,  the  captain  of  a  host, 

The  host  is  standing  idly  there, 

And  not  a  single  blade  is  bare! 

Saint  Andrew!  what  a  sciiiwy  tale  660 

To  carrv  back  to  Teviotdale ! 

Farewell,  thou  poor  inconstant  lord — 

Farewell — it  is  my  latest  word !  ^ 

xxis 

He  parted  like  a  flash  of  fire  ; 

He  Tanished  o’er  the  hiU; 

My  friend,  the  follower  of  my  sire, 

The  man  I  trusted  still  1 
What  spell  was  on  me,  that  I  stayed, 
lllor  tried  the  chance  of  w^ar? 

Ah~she,  the  injured  and  betrayed,  670- 

The  captive  of  Dunbar— 

I  did  not  dare  to  face  her  then, 

Before  Lord  Seton  and  his  men! 

But,  from^  the  plain,  a  trumpet  call 
Came  ringing,  sharp  and  clear ; 

Up  flew  the  knightly  pennons  all. 

Up  rose,  in  clumps,  the  spear. 

Ana  hastily  each  leader  went, 

To  marshal  forth  his  band ; 

And  steeds  neighed  fiercely,  to  the  scent  6B0 
Of  battle  near  at  hand. 

Then,  from  their  ranks,  Kirkaldy  came. 

To  me  he  wended  slow; — 

0,  I  could  slay  myself  for  shame, 

As  I  recall  it  now! — 

There  was  no  vaunting  in  his  look : 

The  man  was  brave  as  bold  ; 

His  eye  was  like  a  priest’s  rebuke, 

So  calm  it  was  and  cold. 
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‘How,  sir — ^wiH  Morton  forward  stand,  690 

Or  does  he  shun  me  still?’ 

Aloft  ElirkaMy  raised  his  hand, 

And  pomted  to  the  hill. 


PAET  YI 


BOTHWELL 


221 


^Nay!  look,  my  lord,  to  Yonder  hernkt 
And  mark  the  tuinuit  there  •  ' 

Is  it  for  combat  or  for  flight,  ’ 

Those  broken  bands  pr^are? 

An  ancient  soldier,  well  rkn,ow 
Each  move  on  battle-plain : 

Though  firm  their  _front  an  hour  &20. 

They  11  never  knit 'again  ! 

There  go  the  men  from  Teviot-side ! 

Thev  do  not  fly  from  fear. 

Se0_0’0|.  -i-iiQ  edge  the  troopers  ride  ; 

How _ quick  they  disappear! 

Ihow  Liiddesdale,  vour  surest  stay. 

Is  turning— BiiSe,  you  groan ’ 
Whose  ensign  is  it  they  display? 

Look  there— it  is  yoiir  own  ! 


XXXI 

Yes!  every  word  he  spoke  was  true;  71c 

My  cause  was  lost,  and  that  I  knew^"; 

Yet  haughtily  I  said— 

'  My  challenge,  sh  I  Do  you  forget 
That  Morton  hath  not  answered  yet?’ 

Kirkakly  bowed  his  head. 

‘Take  this  for  answ'er — not  for  feud 
Or  cliivalrous  display, 

Shall  any  drop  of  Scottish  blood 
Be  wagered  here  to-day! 

Forego  this  dream  of  idle  strife,  720 

Black  Death  is  hovering  near ; 

O  sir,  you  dally  with  your  life 
By  longer  tarrying  here ! 

I  love  you  not ;  hut  loth  were  I, 

Whatever  your  deeds  have  been, 

To  see  a  Scottish  noble  die 
A  death  of  shame  and  infamy ; 

And  more,  because  he  stood  so  high, 

The  husband  of  my  Queen ! 

Take  counsel  from  a  foe — bewai’e  I  7  50 

Fly,  sir,  while  yet  you  can. 

Attainted  and  proscribed  you  are, 

A  tried,  and  sentenced  man ! 

And  swift  and  hasty  be  your  flight ; 

For,  if  you  spur  not,  while  the  night 
Can  shroud  you  with  its  gloom,"" 

You  die— but  hot  in  noble  fight ; 

The  scaffold  is  your  doom ! 

Come  then  mth  me :  while  I  am  here, 

No  sudden  onset  need  you  fear.  "  740 
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I  seek  tlie  Queen.  Belike^  once  more, 

You  lYoiiid  behold  her  face : 

Then,  far  awav  from  Scotland’s  shore, 
Depart —God  give  you  grace!’ 

XXXII 

Had  the  eaitli  yawned,  the  thunder  crashed, 
Or  had  the  bolts  of  lightning  flashed, 

And  right  before  me  broke  ; 

I  had  not  felt  more  deep  abashed 
Than  when  Hirkaldy  spoke. 

I  went  “God  help  me"  how  I  went ! — 

A  cuiprit  up  to  Mary’s  tent : 

Yo  eyes  were  fixed  on  me. 

All  looxed  upon  the  Laird  of  Grange, 

As  if,  throughout  broad  Scotlancrs  range, 
Was  none  so  great  as  he. 
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There  was  more  life  in  Mary’s  face, 

A  higher  dignity  and  grace, 

Than  I  had  marked  for  many  a  day. 

Behind  her,  in  their  steel  array, 

Seton  and  Tester  gravely  stood :  760 

Their  presence  boded  little  good, 

Yo  love  for  me  had  they. 

And  none  were  there,  with  kindly  grasp.' 

My  hand  within  tiieii'  own  to  claspQ 
Yo  voice  to  whisper  in  my  ear 
^  That  hope  was  yet  alive ; 

Yo  friend  to  bid  iiie  cope  with  fear, 

And  still  with  fortune  strive. 

I  might  have  conquered— who  ca..ii  tell  ? 

I  might  have  kept  mine  own:  770 

0  Orniiston— it  was  not  well 
To  leave  me  thus  alone,,! 

xxxiv 

Before  the  Queen  Kii*kaldy  bent. 

And  graciously  s,he  said  : — 

'Now,  speak,  Sir  Knight  ;  with  what  intent 
Is  yonder  host  arrayed? 

What  seek  my  Lords'?’  Then  answered  he, 

They  come  to  set  your  Highness  free  I 
Your  pardon— though  the  Duke  be  here, 

I  must  speak  boldly  on.  ^ '  780 

They  hold  "hiin  as  a  traitor  peer, 

To  jmu  and  to  your  son— ’ 

Then  burst  my  wrath  'Dare  they  deny 
The  solemn  Band  they  gave  ? 
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By  lieaven,  siicii  Yv^eigiit  of  iiifaiiiY 
Should  sink  them  to  the  grave  ! 

Did  they  not  say  that  I  alone 
\^"as  the_fit  man  to  guard  the  throne? 
"Who  claimed  for  me  my  Sovei'eigihs:  li-iiid 
Have  faith  and  honour  left  the  lain]  ?**' 

XXXY 

'  Your  pardon,  Duke  !  ’  Elirkaldy  said, 

*  Yot  of  the  Band  is  question  made. 

But  did  you  not,  by  force  of  Y'ar, 

Convey  her  Highness  to  Dunbar  ? 

My  gracious  Liege  !  The  Peers  invite 
Your  Highness  to  return  this  night 
To  Hoij^rood,  your  royal  home. 

And  to  escort  you  there,  they  come. 

Hot  against  you  shall  Scottish  sTrorcis 
E’er  glitter  in  the  sun. 

This  message  hear  I  from  the  Lords : 

And  now  my  task  is  done.’ 

XXXVI 

Not  once  did  Mary’s  eye  and  mine 
Encounter  whiie^  he  spoke. 

I  felt  it  as  a  dismal  sign : 

The  daughter  of  the  Stuart  line 
Would  not  endure  the  yoke ! 

'  My  answer,  sir,’  she  said,  ‘  depends 
Upon  the  temper  of  your  friends. 
Plainly— their  purpose  with  the  Duke  ? 
Mai’k  this,  that  when  Ms  hand  I  took 
And  spake  the  solemn  vows, 

I  lost  my  freedom  to  rebuke  f 
owned  him  as  my  spouse. 

If,  for  my  sake,  the  Lords  appear. 

The  right  is  mine  to  dictate  here.’ 

My  husband  shall  not  brook  the  shame 
t)f  trial  and  disgrace  ; 

I  will  not  so  demean  my  name, 

Or  so  belie  my  race,  "  ■ 

As  let  my  subjects  venge  iiiy  wrong. 

Whatever  wrong  there  bed 
Thanks  be  to  God,  I  yet  am  strong 
Through  those  brave  Lords  you  see  ! 
Good  sir  !  your  course  has  upright  been, 
Your  honour  all  allow— 

Pray  you,  deal  frankly  with  your  Queen 
Who  asks  a  service*"  now. 

Set  free  the  path,  your  host  restrain ; 

And  by  your  kmghthood  swear. 
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That  not  a  man  shall  quit  his  train. 

Ere  I  pass  downward  to  the  plain. 

And  ^’eet  my  nobles  there/ 

*  So  shall  it  be/  Earkaldy  said ; 

*  For  that  I  pledge  my  life,  my  head  ! 

Free  is  the  Duke  to  pass  from  hence, 

Without  molest,  without  offence, 

With  ail  his  following,  all  his  power, 

So  that  he  tanies  not  an  hour/ 

xxxvii 

The  tear  was  in  Queen  Maiy’s  eye,  840 

As  forth  she  held  her  hand. 

’  Then  is  the  time  of  parting  nigh ! 

For,  Bothweli,  my  command 
Is  that  go  and  save  a  life 
That  else  were  lost  in  useless  strife. 

Farewell !  A¥e  shall  not  meet  again j 
But  I  have  |)assed  such  years  of  pain  — 

So  many  partings  have  I  known, 

That  this  poor  heart  has  callous  grown. 

Farewell!  If  any  thing  there ^ be  S50 

That  moves  you  when  you  think  on  me, 

Believe  that  you  are  cjiiite  forgiven 
By  one  who  bids  ^  you  pray  to  Meaven  ! 

Ino  soul  alive  so  innocent 
But  needs  must  beg  at  Mercy’s  door — 

Farewell  1  ’  She  passed  from  out  the  tent. 

0  God — I  never  saw  her  more  1 

XXXYIII 

Was  it  a  dream?  or  did  I  hear 
A  yell  of  scorn  assail  my  ear, 

As  frantic  from  the  host  I  rode?  860 

The  very  charger  I  bestrode 
Eebelled  in  wi-ath  against  the  rein, 

'■  And  strove  to  bear  me  back  again ! 

Lost,  lost !  I  cared  not  where  1  went — 

Lost,  lost!  And  none  were  there, 

Save  those  who  sought  in  banishment 
A  refuge  from  despair. 

How  fared  the  rest?'  I  do  not  know, 

For  I  was  maddened  with  my  woe. 

But  I  remember  when  we  sailed 
From  out  that  dreary  Forth, 

And  in  the  dull  of  morning  hailed 
The  headlands  of  the  Forth : 

The  hills  of  Caithness  wrapped  in  rain. 

The  reach  of  Stroma’s  isle,^ 

The  Pentiand,  where  the  furious  main 
Eoars  white  for  many  a  mile-- 
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Until  we  steered  by  Shapinsav. 

And  moored  our  bark  in  Kiikwall  bar. 
let  not  in  Orkney  would  they  brook' 
The  presence  of  their  banished  Duke 
Ine  castle  gates  were  shut  and  barred, 
up  rose  in  arms  the  burgher  guard  ■ 

^0  refuge  there  we  found. 

But  that  I  durst  not  tarry  lon^y 
I  would  have  ta’en  that  castlestrono- 

And  razed  it  to  the  ground  ’ 

:North,  ever  north!  We  sahed  by  night 
And  yet  the  sky  was  red  with  light." 

And  purple  rolled  the  deep.  " 

When  mornm^  came,  we  saw  the  tide 
oil  file  rugged  side 

Of  Sumburgn^s  awful  steep  ■  "  * 

weary  of  the  wave,  at  last 

in  iJressay  Sound  our  anchor  casi:. 
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waves  and  wind ! 
btiii  tlie  avenger  sped  behind. 

rock  so  rude,  no  isle  so  lone, 
inat^i  niigiit  claim  it  as  my  own, 

A  price  was  set  upon  my  head. 

Munted  from  place  to  place  I  fled : 
ill!  cnased  across  the  open  seas,  ' 

I  met  the  surly  Dane. 

These  were  his  gifts  and  welcome—tliese ' 
A  dungeon  and  a  chain ! 
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Descend  black  night!  Biot  out  thy  stars: 
^  TO  ti  through  those  prison  bars 
lieliold  me  writhing  here ! 

For  there  a  hand  upon  my  heaii 
Ihat  makes  my  being  thrilf  and  start : 

A  voice  is  in  mine  ear. 

I  hear  its  whisper,  sad  and  low. 

As  if  a  spirit  wailed'  in  woe  -— 

‘Bothvrell!  thine  end  is  near.' 

"O  then,  in  mercy,  keep  away. 

Ye  spectral  forms,  nor  cast  Hisniay 

I^on  me  in  my  dying  horn*  I 

TOy  should  it  please  you  that  I  cower. 

A  j  \%shed  hound,  beneath  your  stare. 

shriek,  a  madman  in  despair? 
give  me^one  night,  'tis  all  I  crave, 
io  pass  in  darkness  to  the  grave. 

Nor  more  this  agony  renew— 

AYT0U5  I 
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What'S  here?— I>[o  phantom^  of  the  tomh! 

Death  has  not  cast  his  livid  hue  ^ 

On  that  pale  cheek,  nor  stamped  Ms  gloom 
Upon  the  forehead,  fair  and  high. 

Of  Scotland’s  Queenly  Majesty  1 
Mary,  is’t  thou?  and  com’st  thou  here. 
Alive,  to  chide  me  for  wrong? 

0,  for  the  love  of  God,  forbear  1 
'Haunt  me  not  now!  I’ve  suffered  long, 
And  bitter  has  my  anguish  been ! 

What  brings  thee  hither,  woeful  Queen? 
Ah,  what  is  that  ?  a  scaffold  dressed — 

The  axe,  the  headsman,  and  the  priest— 

0  God!  it  surely  cannot  be!  — 

Come,  Death ;  and  I  will  welcome  thee ! 
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iBlackwGod's  Magazine,  Kovemter  IS47‘ 

^  The  subject  of  the  following  ballad  is  tbe  atrocious  and 
oastavdly  assMsma^ion  of  Janies  Sharp,  Archbishou  of  «»■ 
Andrews  and  Primate  of  Scotland. 

More  than  one  attempt  was  made  upon  the  life  of  tha* 
eminent  prelate.  ^  On  the  llih  of  July,  1663,  a  shot  wL^ 
aied  into  his  carnage  in  the  High  Stieet  of  EdicbiircTo,  bv 
one  James  .Mitchell,  a  fanatical  field  preacher  and  sr 
associate  of  the  inlamons  Major  Weir.  The  primat;  escaped 
unharmed,  but  his  colleague  Honyman.  Bilhou  of  Ork£ef 
received  a  severe  woun^_  from  the  effects  of  which  he  died 
assassin  Mitcbell  fled  lo  Huilaml 
D»au  subsequently  returned,  and  was  arrested  in  the  mids^  n* 
ms  preparations  tor  another  diabolical  atteD^D^'. 

WHO  afterwards  suffered  for  his  crimes,  and  who  Tn  7ob 
sequence  has  otdamea  a  place  in  the  book  of  ^  Corenaiiti-i^j. 
_kartyroiogy  ,  described  his  motive  ‘as  an  impulse  of  th? 
doly^^bpint,  and  justified  it  from  Phinehas  killing  Cosbi  and 
Zimri,  and  from  that  iawjn  Deuteronomy  commanclin^^  :o 
laL  iaise  prophets  ' .  This  is  ^no_  matter  of  surprise,  when 
‘principles  of  assassination as 
El  ;•  T ‘  strongly  recommended  in 
^^apMiaU,  Jus  Fopiih  fmdicatum,  and  afterwards  in  the 
Mmd  let  Loose,  which  books  were  in  almost  as  much  esteem 
with  the  Presoytenans  as  their  Biblesd  Sir  Georcre 
Mackenzie  states :  ‘  fliese  irreligious  and  heterodox  books, 
callea  and  Jus  Populi,  had  made  the  killing  of  all 

dissenters  from  Presbytery  seem  not  only  lawful,  but  a  duty 
among  many  of  that  profession :  and  in  a  postcript  to  Jm 
Fopuh  It  was  told  that  the  sending  of  the  Archbishop  of 
St.  Andrews  head  to  tne  king  would  be  the  best  present 
that  could  be  made  to  Jesus  Christ.’  ^ 

These  principles,  at  first  received  with  doubt,  were  after¬ 
wards  earned  out  to  the  utmost  extent  by  the  more  violent 
ot  the  insurgent  party.  Murder  and  assault,  freauentlv 
perpetrated  upon  unoftending  and .  defenceless  persons  be¬ 
came  so  common,  that  the  ordinary  course  of  the  law^  was 
suspended,  and  its  execution  devolved  upon  the  militarv. 
beotland  was  indeed  m  a  complete  state  of  terrorism.  Gau  Js 
01  armed  fanatics,  who  had  openly  renounced  their  aliegianc^ 
perambuiated  the  country,  cominittiiig  every  sort  of  arroeitv^ 

1  Lawson’s  Sistory  of  the  Episcopal  Church  qfScot’and, 
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and  directing  tbeir  attacks  promiscuous! v  against  the  clerical 
incumbents  and  the  civil  magistracy. 

But  the  crowning  act  of  guilt  was  the  murder  of  the 
unfortunate  Archbishop.  On  the  3rd  of  May,  1679,  a  party 
of  the  Fife  non-conformists  were  prowling  near  the  village 
of  Ceres,  on  the  outlook,  it  is  said,  for  Carmichael  the 
Sheriff-substitute  of  the  county,  against  whom  they  had 
sworn  vengeance  if  he  should  ever  fall  into  their  hands. 
This  party  consisted  of  twelve  persons,  at  the  head  of  whom 
were  J ohn  Balfour  of  Kinloch,  better  known  by  liis  soiilriquet 
of  Burley,  and  his  brother-in-law,  David  Hackstoun  of 
Ratliillet.  Balfour,  whose  moral  character  had  never  stood 
high,  though  his  religious  fanaticism  was  undoubted,  had 
been  at  one  time  chamberlain  to  the  Archbishop,  and  had 
failed  to  account  for  a  considerable  portion  of  the  rents 
which  it  was  his  official  duty  to  levy.  Hackstoun,  whose 
earlier  life  had  been  in  little  accordance  with  the  ostensible 
tenets  of  his  party,  was  also  in  debt  to  the  Archbishop,  and 
had  been  arrested  by  the  new  chamberlain.  ‘These*  two 
persons  says  Mr. “Lawson,  ‘  had  most  substantial  reasons  for 
their  rancour  and  hatred  towards  the  Archbishop,  apart 
from  theii*  religious  animosities.’ 

It  does  not  seem  to  be  clearly  ascertained,  whether 
Carmichael  was  the  real  object  of  their  search,  or  whether 
their  design  from  the  first  had  been  directed  against  the 
person  of  the  Primate.  It  would  appear,  however,  from  the 
depositions  taken  shortly  after  the  murder,  idiat  the  deed 
had  been  long  premeditated,  and  that  three  days  previously 
some  of  the  assassins  had  met  at  a  house  in  Ceres  and  con¬ 
certed  their  plans.  The  incumbent  of  Ceres,  the  Rev. 
Alexander  Leslie,  was  also  to  have  been  made  a  victim  if 
found  in  company  with  the  Prelate. 

Fortunately  for  himself,  Carmichael  eluded  their  search, 
but  towards  evening  the  carriage  of  the  Archbishop  was 
seen  approaching  the  waste  ground  near  St.  Andrews,  which 
is  still  known  by  the  name  of  Magus  Muir.  A  hurried 
council  was  then  held.  Hackstoun,  probably  from  some 
remnant  of  compunction,  declined  to  take  the  lead;  but 
Balfour,  whose  bloodthirsty  disposition  was  noted  even  in 
those  unhappy  times,  assumed  the  command,  and  called 
upon  the  others  to  follow  him.  The  consummation  of  the 
tragedy  can  best  be  told  in  the  words  of  the  historian 
already  quoted. 

‘  When  the  Primate's  servants  saw  their  master  followed 
by  a  band  of  men  on  horseback,  they  drove  rapidly,  but  they 
were  overtaken  on  the  mnir  about  three  miles  west  of  St. 
Andrews;  the  murderers  having  previously  satisfied  them¬ 
selves,  by  asking  a  female  domestic  of  the  neighbouring 
farmer,  who  refused  to  inibrm  them  himself,  that  it  was  really 
the  Archbishop’s  coach. 
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^Russell  first  cacie  up,  and  recognized  tie  Piimate  sittins? 
with  his  daughter.  The  Archbishop  looked  out  of  the 
coach,  and  Russell  cast  Ms  cloak  from  him,  esclaimiii^. — ' 

Judas,  he  taken  !  The  Primate  ordered  the  postilion  to 
drive,  at  which  Russell  fired  at  the  man,  and  called  to  iiis 
associates  to  join  him.  With  the  exception  of  Hackstoun. 
they  threw  off  their  cloaks,  and  continued  firing  at  thtr 
coach  for  nearly  half  a  mile.  A  domestic  of  the  ArchMAop 
presented  a  carbine,  but  was  seized  by  the  neck,  and  it  was 
pulled  out  of  his  hands.  One  of  the  assassins 'outrun  the 
coach,  and  struck  one  of  the  horses  on  the  head  with  a,  swoiA 
The  postilion  was  ordered  to  stop,  and  for  refasinir  he  wis 
cut  on  the  face  and  ankle.  They  soon  rendered  it  imnosVible 
to  proceed  further  with  the  coach.  Disregarding  the  soreains, 
entreaties,  and  tears  of  his  daughter,  a  pistol  was  discharged 
at  the  Primate  beneath  his  left  arm,  and  the  voung  lady  was 
seen  removing  the  smoking  combustibles  from  her  father’s 
black  gown.  Another  shot  was  fired,  and  James  Russell 
seized  a  sword  from  one  of  his  associates,  dismoiinted,  and 
at  the  coach-door  called  to  the  Archbishop,  whom  he  desig¬ 
nated  Judas,  to  come  forth.’  Sir  William  Sharp’s  account 
of  what  now  occurred,  which  would  be  doubtless  related  to 
him  by  his  sister,  is  as  follows They  fired  several  shots  at 
the^  coach,  and  commanded  my  dearpst  father  to  come  out, 
which  he  said  he  would.  WheA  lie  had  come  out.  not  beinir 
yet  wounded,  he  said,— ‘‘  Gentlemen,  I  beg  my  lile'l  “  No- 
bloody  Mllain,  betrayer  of  the  cause  of  Christ- no  mercy! 
Then  said  he, — I  ask  none  for  myself,  but  have  inercy  on  mv 
poor  child !  ”  and,  holding  up  his  hand  to  one  of  them  to  get 
his,  that  he  would  spare  his  child,  he  cut  him  on  the  wrist. 
Then  falling  down  upon  his  knees,  and  holding  up  his 
hands,  he  prayed  that  God  would  iorgive  them  ;  and  begging 
mercy  for  his  sins  from  his  Saviour,  they  murdered  him  bv 
sixteen  great  wounds  in  liis  back,  head,"  and  one  above  iii's 
left  eye,  three  in  his  left  hand  when  he  was  holding  it  up, 
with  a  shot  above  his  left  breast,  which  was  found  to  he 
powder. ^  After  this  damnable  deed  they  took  the  papers 
out^of  Ms  pocket,  robbed  my  sister  and  their  servants  of  all 
their  papers,  gold,  and  money,  and  one  of  these  hellish 
rascals  cut  my  sister  on  the  thumb,  when  she  had  him  by 
the  bridle  begging  her  father’s  life.’ 

So  died  with  the  calmness  and  intrepidity  of  a  martyr  this 
reverend  and  learned  prelate,  maligned  indeed  by  the 
fanatics  of  his  own  and  succeeding  ages,  but  reverenced  and 
beloved  by  those  who  best  knew  his  innate  worth,  unostenta¬ 
tious  charity,  and  pure  piety  of  soul.  In  the  words  of 
a  worthy  Presbyterian  divine  of  last  century, — ^His  inveterate 
enemies  are  agreed  in  ascribing  to  him  the  high  praise  of 
a  beneficent  and  humane  disposition.  He  bestowed  a  con¬ 
siderable  Dart  of  his  income  in  ministering  to  pressing 
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indigence,  and  relieving  tlie  wants  of  private  distress.  In 
the  exercise  of  liis  cliarity  he  had  no  contracted  views.  The 
widows  and  orphans  of  the  Presbyterian  brethren  richly 
shared  his  bounty  without  knowing  whence  it  came.  He 
died  with  the  intrepidity  of  a  hero,  and  the  piety  of  a 
Christian,  praying  for  the  assassins  with  his  latest  breath/ 

.  MAGUS  MUIR 

Gektly  ye  fall,  ye  summer  showers. 

__  On  blade,  and  leaf,  and  tree : 

he  bring  a  blessing  to  the  earth, 

But  nane~0  nane,  to  me! 

Ye  cannot  wash  this  red  right  hand 
Free  from  its  deadly  stain, 

Ye  cannot  cool  the  burning  ban 
That  lies  within  my  brain. 

0  be  ye  still,  ye  blithesome  birds, 

Within  the  woodland  spray,  lo 

And  keep  your  songs  within  ymur  hearts 
Until  another  day : 

And  cease  to  fill  the  blooming  brae 
With  warbliiigs  light  and  clear. 

For  there's  a  sweeter  song  than  yours 
That  I  maun  never  hear. 

It  was  upon  the  Magus  Muir 
Within  the  lanesome  glen, 

That  in  the  gloaming  hour  I  met 
WT  Burley  and  his  men.  20 

Our  hearts  were^  hard  as  was  the  steel 
We  bore  within  the  hand  ; 

But  harder  was  the  heart  of  Mm 
That  led  that  biuidy  band. 

Dark  lay  the  clouds  upon  the  west 
Like  mountains  huge  and  still : 

And  fast  the  summer  lightnmg  leaped 
Behind  the  distant  Mil. 

It  shone  on  grim  Ratliillet's  brow 
With  pale  and  ghastly  glare :  ,  3° 

I  caught  the  glimpse  of  his  cold  gray  eye — 
There  was  muedeb  glittering  there  ! 

Away,  away!  o’er  bent  and  hill, 

Through  moss  and  miiir  we  sped: 

Around  us  roared  the  midnight  storm, 

Behind  us  lay  the  dead. 

7  ban  so  in  1847 
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We  spoke  no  word,  we  made  no  sign 
But  bKndly  rade  we  on. 

For  an  angry  voice  was  in  our  ears 
That  bade  us  to  begone.  4  a 

We  were  brothers  alt  baptised  in  Mood, 

Yet  sought  to  be  alone ! 

Away,  away !  with  headlong  speed 
We  rade  through  wind  and  ham. 

And  never  more  upon  the  earth 
Did  wo  all  meet  again. 

There’s  some  have  died  upon  the  field 
And  some  upon  the  tree. 

An  some  are  bent  and  broken  men 

Within  a  far  countrie,  50 

But  the  heaviest  curse  hath  lighted  down 
On  him  that  tempted  me  I 

0  luime,  ^hame,  hame  !— that  holy  place— 

There  is  nae  hame  for  me ! 

There ’s  not  a  child  that  sees  my  face 
Bat  runs  to  its  mither’s  kiieei 

There’s  not  a  man  of  woman  born 
That  dares  to  call  me  km— 

0  grave  I  w-ert  thou  but  deep  enough 
To  hide  me  and  my  sin!  60 

I  wander  east,  I  wander  west, 

I  neither  can  stop  nor  stay/ 

But  I  dread  the  night  when  all  men  rest 
Far  more  than  the  glint  of  day. 

0  weary  night,  wF  all  its  stars 
Sae  clear,  and  pm:e,  and  hie ! 

Like  the  eyes  of  angels  up  in  heaven  * 

That  will  not  w^eep  for  me ! 

0  weary  night,  when  the  silence  lies 
Around  me,  broad  and  deep,  70 

And  dreams  of  earth,  and  dreams  of  heaven. 

That  vex  me  in  my  sleep. 

For  aye  I  see  the  murdered  man, 

As  on  the  muir  he  lay, 

With  his  pale  white  face,  and  reverend  head. 
And  his  locks  sae  thin  and  gray ; 

And  my  _  hand  grows  red  with  the  holy  blude 
I  shed 'that  bitter  day! 

0  were  I  but  a  water  drop 
To  melt  into  the  sea — 

But  never  water  yet  came  down 
Could  wash  that  blude  from  me  ! 
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And  O  I  to  dream  of  that  dear  heaven 
That  I  had  hoped  to  win — 

And  the  heavy  gates  o’  the  burning  gowd 
That  mil  not  let  me  in ! 

I  hear  the  psalm  that ’s  sung  in  heaven, 

When  the  morning  breaks  sae  fair, 

And  my  soul  is  sick  wi’  the  melodie 
Of  the  angels  guhing  there.  90 

I  feel  the  breath  of  God’s  ain  flowers 
Prom  out  that  happy  land, 

But  the  fairest  flower  o’  Paradise 
Would  wither  in  my  hand. 

And  aye  before  me  gapes  a  pit 
Par  deeper  than  the  sea, 

And  ivaeth’  sounds  rise  up  below, 

And  deid  men  call  on  me. 

0  that  I  never  had  been  born. 

And  ne’er  the  light  had  seen !  loo 

Dear  God — to  look  on  yonder  gates 
And  this  dark  gulf  between  ! 

0  that  a  wee  wee  bii'd  wad  come 
Though  ’twere  but  ance  a-year  ! 

And  bring  but  sae  much  mool  tind  earth 
As  its  sma’  feet  could  hear, 

And  drap  it  in  the  iigsome  hole 
That  lies  ’twist  heaven  and  me, 

I  yet  might  hope,  ere  the  waiid  were  dime. 

My  soul  might  saved  be!  'no 
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BURKED  AT  THE  STAKE  IK  OXFORD,  A.  D.  1555. 

Magazine,  Februaiy  1851] 

[The  fires  of  Smithfield  and  the  massacre  of  Bartholomew 
are  truly  events  of  little  consequence  in  history,  if  they  fail 
to  convince  us  of  the  aggressive  and  unscrupulous  policy  of 
the  Roman  Catholic  Church.  The  claim  of  the  Pope,  which 
never  has  undergone  or  can  undergo  any  modification  what¬ 
ever,  is  nothing  less  than  one  of  universal  supremacy.  That 
claim  is  asserted  now  as  broadly  and  boldly  as  it  was  three 
hundred  years  ago ;  when,  at  the  accession  of  Mary,  Cardinal 
Pole  was  sent  over  as  legate  to  England,  for  the  reduction  of 
that  realm  to  the  obedience  of  the  See  of  Rome,  and  for  the 
extirpation  of  heresy. 
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It  matters  not  Tvhat  mar  have  been  the  private 
of  the  Cardinal.  He  has  been  represented  as  a  man  of ’-dV 
nature,  humane  disposition,  and  averse  ir,  fl,e 
cruelties  which  were  then  perpetrated,  the  odium  of 
has  been  commoniy  thrown  ii do n  ^ 

Bonner.  This  much  at  lelst  is'  p?aiS“  ^n^Terer 
hare  been  his  opinion  as  to  tijt-  TtA^br,''-!-  Yi,; 
employed  for  the  suppression  of  he  did"S 

deem  it  e.tpedient  to  exercise  his  arreat  power  in  raititr^t-r.^ 
the  fury  or  tempering  the  crueltv  of  the  persecuT^n^  h" 
was  a  passive  witness  of  the  enormities,  and  aliowed  tr- 
Cnujjch  to  supersede  the  dictates  of  humanh'v 
and  the  merciful  teaching  of  the  Saviour 
The  records  of  the  reign  of  Marv  ou?ht  esneciailv  ,f  +!-  - 
present  time,  to  be  studied  by  those  who  in  S  zeal 
to  eration,  forget  that  they  have  to  contend  with  thTni;^: 

Inf  W-f  “ ““P/-°«'sing  enemies.  Not  only  the  su4rtnf  ^ 
and  foi  tirade  of  the  martyrs,  (among  whom  were  nnmbei  e“i 

of clergymen  of  the  Reformed 
laioh  of  England  )  but  the  charges  on  which  thev  wer^ 
condemned,  and  the  noble  testimony  which  they  bore  w’*! 

to  that  of  Ai-chbishop  Cranmer,  the  names  of  Latimer  ami 
Padley  can  never  be  forgotten  in  this  land,  so  long  as  the 
voice  of  ProtestaiHism  is  heard  against  Papal  sup<-r3tition 
and  supremacy.  -Political  and  ecclesiastical  dommion  are 
things  inseparable  from  each  other  in  the  eye  of  Rome  •  and 
wherever  she  has  succeeded  in  planting  her  foot  ste  has 

ifbffv  ofrf  submission,  and  to  extinguish 

Ml ^  conscience,  by  the  power  of  the  secular  arm.  The 
following  extract,  from  the  work  already  referred  to,  narrates 
ae  close  of  the  terrible  tragedy  which  consio-ned  two 

English  prelates  to  the  flames  at  Oxford ^ 

^  Then  they  bi^ngM  a  faggot,  kindled  with  fire,  and  laid  the 
same  down_at  Dr.  Eidley’s  feet.  To  whom  mker  Latimer 
spake  m  this  mann^:  ‘‘Be  of  good  comfort,  master  kXt 
and  play  the^man.  We  shall  this  day  light  sach  a  candle  Ii\- 
O-od^s  grace,  in  England,  as  I  trust  shall  never  be  put  out  ^ 

.he  fire  flaming  up  towards  him,  he  cried  with  a  wonderful 
loud  voice,  ‘‘In  manus  tuas,  Domine,  commendo  sSm 
menm :  Domine,  recipe  spiritnm  meum.  And  after,  repeated 

sfl^bo  vehemently  on  the  other 

ol  heaven,  receive  my  soul !  ”  who  received  the 
iTLti,  embracing  of  it.  After  that  he  had  stroked  his 

face  with  his  hands,  and  as  it  were  bathed  them  a  little  in  the 
soon  died  (as  It  appeareth)  with  very  little  pain  or 
none.  And  thus  ^  much  coneerning  the  end  of  this  old  and 
blessed  servant  of  God,  master  Latimer,  for  whose  laborious 
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travails,  fraitfiil  life,  and  eoiistant  death,  the  whole  realm 
hath  cause  to  give  great  thanks  to  Almighty  God. 

*  But  master  RidleVy  by  reason  of  the  evil  making  of  the  fire  unto 
Mm,  because  the  wooden  faggots  were  laid  about  the  gorse,  and 
over-high  builtj  the  fire  hurned  first  beneath,  being  kept  down 
by  the  wood ;  which  when  he  felt,  he  desired  them  for  Christas 
sake  to  let  the  fire  come  unto  him.  Which  when  his  brother- 
in-law  heard,  but  not  well  understood,  intending  to  rid  him  out 
of  his  pain  (for  the  which  cause  he  gave  attendance,)  as  one  in 
such  sorrow  not  well  advised  what  he  did,  heaped  faggots  upon 
him,  so  that  he  clean  covered  him,  which  made  the  fire  more 
vehement  beneath,  that  it  burned  clean  all  his  nether  parts, 
before  it  once  touched  the  upper;  and  that  made  Mm  leap  up 
and  down  under  the  faggots,  and  often  desire^  them  to  let  the 
fire  come  unto  him,  saying,  I  cannot  burn.”'  Which  indeed 
appeared  well ;  for,  after  his  legs  were  consumed  by  reason  of  Ms 
struggling  through  the  pain  (whereof  he  had  no  release,  but 
only  his  contentation  in  God,)  lie  showed  that  side  toward  us 
clean,  shirt  and  all  untouched  with  flame.  Yet  in  all  this 
torment  he  forgot  not  to  call  unto  God  still,  having  in  Ms 
mouth,  *‘Lord,  have  mercy  upon  me!”  intermingling  his  cry, 

Let  the  fire  come  unto  me  :  I  cannot  burn.”  In  which  pangs 
he  laboured  till  one  of  the  standers-by  with  his  bill  pulled  ofi 
the  faggots  above,  and  where  he  saw  the  fire  flame  up,  he, wrested 
liimself  unto  that  side.  And  when  the  flame  touched  the  gun¬ 
powder,  he  wasseen  to  stir  no  more,  but  burned  on  the  other  side, 
falling  down  at  master  Latimer’s  feet ;  which,  some  said, 
happened  by  reason  that  the  chain  loosed  ;  others  said,  that  he 
fell  over  the  chain  by  reason  of  the  poise  of  his  body,  and  the 
weakness  of  the  nether  limbs. 

‘  Some  said,  that  before  he  was  like  to  fall  from  the  stake,  he 
desired  them  to  hold  him  to  it  with  their  bills.  However  it 
was,  surely  it  moved  hundreds  to  tears,  in  beholding  the 
horrible  sight ;  for  I  think  there  was  none  that  had  not  clean 
exiled  all  humanity  and  mercy,  which  would  not  have  lamented 
to  behold  the  fury  of  the  fi.re  so  to  rage  upon  their  bodies.’] 
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I 

’Tis  good  to  sing  of  cliampions  old 
The  honour  and  renown ; 

To  tell  how  truth  and  loyalty 
HaYe  saved  an  eaiihly  crown. 

But  shame  to  us,  if  on  the  da}^ 

When  higher  themes  ai*e  given — 

When  maMs  device  and  man’s  decree 
Usurp  the  word  of  Heaven— 

We  dare  forget  the  nobler  names 

Of  those  who  vanquished  death,  lo 

To  keep  unstained,  n-oni  sire  to  son, 

Our  ireeclom  and  our  faith  I 
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\v_e  bend  the  knee  and  bovr  tie  head 
Upon  the  Cnristaias  moL-;:. 

that,  tor  sinful  mop, 

Tiie  SaTiour,  Clirist,  s  bo-n 
^'or  iess.^  unto  tiie  feirlbbl  heart, 

111  at  ^  time  must  iiaLowecl  be,  ' 
an  winch  our  Lord  and  Masted  db-^d 
In,  angiiisn  on  the  tree* 

And  Easter  brings  its  holV  hTmn, 
tniiniph  o’er  the  grave.' 

Anen  He.  the  dead,  arose  in  might 
Omnipotent  to  saye. 

Ill 

We  worship  as  oiir  fat’ners  did, 
in  this  our  Engiisli  home. 

Aot  asking  grace  from  mortal  man 
A  or  craving  leave  from  Rome. 

Once  more  the  warning  note  is  heard 
Ene  horn-  of  strife  is  near— 
hat  seeks  be  with  his  mitred  pomp, 
That  rank  Italian,  here  ^ 

WAat  sought  they  in  the  former  da, vs, 
Vv  hen  last  that  mission  came  ? 

Ti^  will,  -yie  craft,  the  creed  of  Eome 
Lemain  for  aye  the  same  1 


JL  V 

*1°  to  dream 

That  England  might  be  free: 

Papal  power  and  Papal  rule 
W  ere  banished  o’er  the  sea  ; 

That  he  who  sate  in  Peter’s  chair, 

Had  lost  the  will  to  harm, 

V\  as  powerless  as  a  withered  crone 
Who  works  by  spell  and  charm ! 

V\  oe,  woe  to  those  pvho  dared  deny 
Phe  Poman  Pontiff’s  sway  ! 

His  ,red  right  arm  is  bared  In  wrath, 

10  smite,  and  bmn,  and  slay! 


Light  up,  light  up  the  ready  fires ! 

bound  trumpet,  fife,  and  drum: 
hriYe  welcome  meet  to  him  who  brings 
Ihe  sovereign  bests  of  Eome. 

E  0  humble  barefoot  messenger — 

No  sanda.Iled  monk  is  he  ; 

A  stately  priest— a  Cardinal— 

Proc,laims  the  Pope’s  decree. 
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And  see !  upon  lier  royal  knees 
The  Queen  of  England  falls. 

In  homage  to  a  mightier  Prince, 

Within  her  fathers’  halls  !  6o 

VI 

’Tis  done.  Pair  England  !  bow  thy  head. 

And  mourn  thy  grievous  sin !  ^ 

What  though  the  universal  Church 
"Will  gladly  let  thee  in? 

The  stain  is  still  upon  thy  brow. 

The  guilt  is  on  thy  hand ; 

For  thou  hast  dared  to  worship  God, 

Against  the  Pope’s  command. 

And  thou  hast  scoffed  at  saint  and  shrine, 

Denied  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  7c 

And  opened  up  with  impious  hands 
The  Holy  Book  iinshriven. 

VII 

For  this,  and  for  thy  stubborn  will 
In  daring  to  be  free, 

A  fearful  penance  must  be  done 
■  Ere  guilt  shall  pass  from  thee._ 

The  prophets  of  the  new-born  faith. 

The  leaders  of  the  blind— 

Arise,  and  take  them  in  the  midst— 

Leave  not  a  man  behind !  ^  So 

In  London’s  streets  and  Oxford’s  courts 
A  solemn  fast  proclaim, 

And  let  the  sins  of  England’s  Church 
Be  purged  away  ]3y  name ! 

VIII 

In  order  long,  the  monkish  throng 
Wind  through  the  Oxford  ^  street, 

With  up-drawn  cowls,  and  folded  hands, 

And  slow  and  noiseless  feet. 

Before  their  train  the  Crucifix 
Is  borne  in  state  on  high,  90 

And  banners  with  the  Agnus  wave, 

And  crosiers  glitter  by: 

With  spangled  image,  star-becrowned, 

And  gilded  pyx  they  corne, 

To  lay  once  more  on  English  necks 
The  hateful  yoke  of  Eome. 

IX 

The  mail-clad  vassals  of  the  Church 
With  men-at-arms  are  thei'e, 

And  England’s  banner  overhead 
Moats  proudly  in  the  air.  100 
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And  England’s  bishops  walk  beneath- 

All  me !  that  sight  of  woe ! 

tottering  limbs 

And  hail’  as  white  as  snow. 

Another,  yet  in  manhood’s  prime 
The  blameless  and  the  brk-e— 

A^  xiiust  they  pass,  0  cruel  Bome, 
ro  yonder  hideous  grave  ? 


’  the  Church  reclaims  her  oto  : 

lo  her  all  power  is  given— 

the  sword  on  earth— 

The  keys  of  heU  and  heaven. 

xo  sweep  the  heretics  a  wav, 

thus  the  Church  commaiids — 

VY  hat  means  that  wailing  in  the  crowd  ^ 
Why  wing  they  so  their  hands? 

Wliy  do  the  idle  women  shriek— 

The  men,  why  frown  thev  so? 
ijirt  up  the  Host,  and  let  them  kneel 
As  onwards  still  we  go.'*  ’ 

XI 

Tl^  H^t  was  raised—they  knelt  not  yet- 
Bor  English  knee  was  bowed, 

-^tinier  and  Bidley  came, 

Each  in  his  penance-shroud. 

^  the  throng  on  either  side, 

iiien  knelt  both  sire  and  dame, 

And  thousand  voices,  choked  with  sobs. 
Invoked  the  martvBs  name. 

Bo  chaunted  hymn  could  drown  the  crv 
Bo  tpmp,  nor  clash  of  steel—  “  ’ 

O  England!  in  that  piteous  hour. 

Was  this  thy  sole  appeal? 

XU 

more  ?  That  cry  arose  on  liij^h  : 
heard,  where  all  is  calm, 

By  Him  who,  for  the  martyr^s  panff, 
V^chsafes  the  martyr’s  palm : 

who  needs  no  human  arm 
.  To  work  his^  righteous  ivOi 
'  The  Lord  is  in  his  hoiv  place. 

Let  all  the  earth  be  still.* 

They  ^id  it— they  who  gave  the  doom. 

In  mat  most  awful  name— 

And  if  they  spoke  in  blasphemv, 
oo  snail  they  die  in  shame ! 


2S8 


LATIMER  AND  RIDLEY 


xni 

To  death— to  death  I  The  stake  is  near. 

The  faggots  piled  around  : 

The  men-at-arms  have  made  their  ring. 

The  spearmen  take  their  ground  ; 

The  torches,  reeking  in  the  sim, 

Send  up  their  heavy  fume ; 

And  by  the  pile  the  torturer 
Is  waiting  for,  the  doom. 

With  earnest  eye  and  steadfast  step, 

Approach  the  martyr  twain — 

^Oiur  cross!’  they  said— they  kissed  the  stake. 
And  bowed  them  to  the  chain. 

XIV 

Short  be  the  pang!— Not  yet,  not  yet!  ^ 

The  Tempter  lingers  near— 

Rome  parts  not  with  her  victims  so  : 

Priest  is:.at  their  ear. 

•  Life — life,  and  pardon  !  say  the  word. 

Why  still  so  stubborn  be? 

Do  homage  to  our  Lord  the  Pope — 

One  word,  and  you  are  free ! 

0  jirothers !  yield  ye  even  now — 

Speak  but  a  single  name — 

Salvation  lies  not  but  with  Rome ; 

Why  die  in  raging  flame  ?  ’ 

XV 

Then  out  spoke  aged  Latimer : — 

^  ‘  I  tarry  by  the  stake, 

Not  trusting  to  my  own  weak  heart, 

But  for  the  Saviom*’s  sake. 

WTiy  speak  of  life  or  death  to  me. 

Whose  days  are  but  a  span? 

Our  crown  is  yonder — Ridley — see  ! 

Be  strong,  and  play  the  man. 

Q-od  helping,  such  a ’torch  this  day 
We’ll  light  on  English  land. 

That  Rome  and  all  her  Cardinals 
Shall  never  quench  the  brand  !  ’ 

XVI 

They  died.  0  ask  not  how  they  died ! 

May  never  witness  tell. 

That  once  again  on  English  ground 
Was  wrought  that  deed  of  "hell  1 
The  Consul, ’~mad  for  Christian  blood, 

Even  in  his  deadliest  rage, 

Was  human  when  he  opened  up 
The  famished  lion’s  cage — 


LA.TIMEE  AND  EIDLEY 

More  himiaa  far  than  iliev  of  Eome. 

^^7.  the  Cliristian  name. 

vv_^ii  those,  the  inmister.s  of  Christ. 

VV  ere  writhing  in  the  flame  1 

XVII 

^■w-M  thou  come 

bland  deineaoour  now"? 
Ti^brdal-smiie  upon  tliv  lius^ 
i’iie  liiisli  upon  tiij  brow— 

of  sorcery  in  thy  hand, 

"Otill  in  the  same  arrav". 

As  'W' lien  our  fathers  in  their  wrath 
jjasliea  it  and  thee  away  ? 

E"© !  by  the  ashes  of  the  saints, 
beneath  thy  hand,' 
shaft  not  dare  to  claim  as  tliiiie 
One  foot  of  English  land  1 

XVIII 

Ti^  echo  of  thy  tread  shaU  make 
The  light  still  higher  burn- 
A  blaze  shall  rise  from  Craiimer's  gmve 
martyred  Eidley’s  urn ! 

A  maze  which  they  wto  own  thy  power 
.shall  stand  aghast  to  see, 

^  that  in  your  infamy 

ShaU  show  both  them  and  thee! 

!  send  thy  Cardinals  again— 

Once  more  array  thy  powers— 

TJieir  ^tchword  is  The  Pope  of  Eome- 
The  T7 ord  of  God,  be  ours ! 
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THE  CRUSADERS’  MARCH 

WEITTEX  FOE  HUSIC. 
[Blachcoocrs  Magazine,  Septemfoer  1S521 


R^se  ye  up  the,  sons:  of  Zion  ; 

Raise  it  up  ^mong  Judah’s  hills. 
Who  mil  dare  to  meet  the  Lion 
By  the  fountains  of  the  rills  ? 

Strong,  strong-raise  the  song! 

^  Raise the  hills  among, 

Raise  it  till  the  Moslem  hear — 

Sound,  sound,  trump  and  drum ! 
Let  them  know  we  come-— 

Gross  and  banner,  sword  and  spear  ’ 
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II 

Base  it  were  for  us  to  linger 
By  the  dull  and  weary  wave, 

While  the  Unbeliever’s  finger 
Points  with  scorn  the  Holy  Grave. 
Ride,  ride  !—  to-morrow’s  tide 
Sees  us  the  spot  beside 
Watered  by  our  Lady’s  tear. 

Sound, sound,  trump  and  drum! 
Let  them  know  we  come— 

Cross  and  banner,  sw-ord  and  spear ! 

III 

Saintly  forms  above  are  bending, 
Martyrs’  hands  are  beckoning  on  ; 
They,  the  brave,  who  died  contending 
For  the  faith  that  Christians  own ! 
Speed,  speedj — pilgrim’s  iveed 
Shows  not  like  steel  at  need. 

Men  in  mail,  not  monks,  are  here ! 
Sound,  sound,  trump  and  drum ! 
Let  them  know'  we  come— 

Cross  and  banner,  sword  and  spear  ! 

IV 

Lo !  the  evening  shadows  gather ; 

See,  the  night  is  settling  down. 
Shield  us,  0  Almighty  Bather  !— 
Shield  our  army,  and  thine  owui! 
Halt,  halt !  beneath  the  palm 
Raise  ye  the  evening  psalm. 

Raise  it  up  both  loud  and  clear. 
Sound,  sound,  trump  and  drum  ! 
Let  them  know'  we  come— 

Cross  and  banner,  sword  and  spear ! 

V 

Bright  the  stars  above  are  burning, 

As  they  may  have  burned  of  yore, 
the  shepherds,  home  returning, 
Told  the  words  that  angels  bore. 
Pray,  pray !  for  the  day 
Calls  us  again  away. 

Once  more  let  the  foemen  hear. 

Sound,  sound,  trump  and  drum ! 
Let  them  know  w'e  come— 

Cross  and  banner,  sw'ord  and  spear! 


FROM  THE  ‘BON  GAULTIER 
BALLADS’ 

1845-1857 


edition  are  incS  hire  bv  >1-^® 

the  other  poems  were  fha  1  yh>«^jic.  borne 

but  they  are  not  here  s^iven.  The  test  is  that 

1857  (three  later  editions  pub]ishef^  A^ni^,v‘^?'^"^°“^ 

reprints  of  the  fifth  ®  life-tmie  are 

editions  are  given  in  the  footnoted  readings  of  earliei- 

each  poem  il  noterundt  fe  Ttb 
notes  anterior  to  1845  are^ 


EDITIONS  OF  THE  ‘BON  GAULTIER  BALLADS’ 
DURING  ATTOUN’S  LIFETIME. 

Edition  1 

1845 

16mo 

89  Ballads. 

2 

1849 

sm.  4to 

51  Ballads.  This  has  not  been  seen 
by  the  present  editor. 

[1849] 

53  Ballads.  This  is  indicated  by 
1849^  in  our  footnotes. 

,,  4 

[18551 

54  Ballads. 

1857" 

,, 

54  Ballads. 

»  6 

1859 

1861 

54  Ballads,  rp,  ^  . 

54  BAlads.  repnncs 

n  S 

1864 

54  Ballads. )  Edition, 

THE  BROKEN  PITCHER 

iTaits  Edinburgh  Magazine,  December  1S41  a-  •'Prrm  -i- -  c 

oVbnpCblUhe’i' 

It  was  a  Moorish  maiden  was  sittino-  bv  a  well 

Alphonzo  Guzman  was  he  bight,  the  Count  of  Tololedo. 

maiden!  why  sitt’st  thou  by  the 

pitcher  lie  broken  by  thy 

y;  do  not  seek  a  lover,  thou  Christian  knio-ht  so  o-av 
Because  _an  article  like  that  hath  never  come 

^po^.you,  I  cannot,  cannot  tell 
^  sweu!^  ^  uncommon 

'  My  pitcher  it  is  broken,  and  this  the  reason  is  - 
^  tlslf  *0  snatch 

I  would  not  stand  his  nonsense,  so  ne’er  a  word  I  sooke 
But  scored  him  on  the  costard,  and  so  the  jug  was  l?ok' 

®’  *i'!  f  he  waits  for  me  at  home 

tumbler  until  Zoravda  come  • 

I  cannot  bring  him  water-t!ie  pitcher  is  'in  pieces- 
And^so^^I^m  sure  to  catch  it.  •'cos  he  wallop!  aU  his 

'  /\1,  •  * 

■  Oh^aMen,  Moorish  maiden !  wilt  thou  be  ruled  by 

helmet,  thou  Mad  and  courteous 
To  carry  borne  the  water  to  thy  uncle,  the  Alcaydfe.’ 

4  Tololedo]  Desparedo  18il.  1845,  1849  ^  7  dost  thoa  looi' 
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He  lighted  down  from  off  his  steed-he  tied  him  to 

a  tree— 

tBree  maiden^  and  he  took  his  kisses 

•To  wrong  thee,  sweet  Zorayda,  I  swear  would  be 

a  sm  * 

"^*helm^in  fountain,  and  he  dipped  his 

stSs^^  Sloorish  maiden— behind  the  knight  she 
-‘^‘^^caught  Alphonso  Guzman  in  a  twinkling  by  the 

‘>>e 

A  Ghiistian  maid  E  weeping  in  the  town  of  Oviedo  • 
commg  of  her  love,  the  Count  of  Tolo- 

I  prav  you  all  in  charity,  that  you  will  never  tell, 
^°'wel!  Moorish  maiden  beside  the  lonely 


THE  FIGHT  WITH  THE  SNAPPING  TURTLE; 

OE,  TRE  AMERICAN  ST.  GEORGE. 

[Fasfs  Edinburgh  Magazine,  from  ‘  Bon  Gaultier  and  his 
friends^,  June  1844] 


EYTTE  PIEST 


Have  you  iieard  of  Philip  Sliiigsby, 
blmgsby  of  the  manly  chest  ; 

How  he  slew  the  Snapping  Turtle 
In  the  regions  of  the  T\^st? 


Evejy  day  the  huge  Cawana 
Lifted  up  its  monstrous  jaws ; 
And  it  swallowed  Langton  Bennett 
And  digested  Eufiis  Dawes. 


Riled, _  I  ween,  was  Philip  Slingsby, 
Their  untimely  deaths  to  hear ; ' 

lor  one  author  owed  him  money 
And  the  other  loved  him  dear.’ 


lO 


26  bent]  bowed  in  all  earlier  versions  and  be  took!  and 

took  1841, 1845  1849  ^  28  And  he]  He 

and  he  ^pped]  and  dipped  1841,  1845  80  in  a  twinklin-1 

Desparedo 
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•Listen  nmx,  sagacidus  Tyler, 

\\hom  the  loafers  all  oW: 

Congress ‘give  me, 
ii  i  taAe  this  pest  away?’ 

Then  sagacious  Tyler  answered, 

lonie  the  ring-tailed  scmealer  ’  L^sa 
Than  ^  hnndivd  £eaw  dollars  ” 

W  on  t  be  offered  you,  I  guess  ! 

And  a  lot  of  wooden  nutmegs 

OnK-f®  too,  we’ll  tlrow- 

y.ou  just  fix  the  critter, 

VV  on  t  you  liquor  ere  you  go  ?  ’ 

Straightway  leaped  the  valiant  Slingsbv 
lato  armour  of  Seville,  “  ^ 

With  a  strong  Ai'kansas  toothpick 
Screwed  in  every  joint  of  steel. 

■Come  thou  with  me,  Cullen  Brvant, 
Oome^th  me  as  squire,  I  prav ; 

®  wu?  of  tLe  battle  ^  ' 

V\  inch  1  go  to  wage  to-day/ 

careering 

mrii  XT  ^  loud  and  martial  tramp. 

tI  Snapping  Tiuile 

In  the  dreary  Swindle  Swamp. 

But  when  Slingsby  saw  the  water, 

1  ween,  was  he. 

1  Bryant, 

Tell  the  tale  to  Melanie !  ' 

her  that  I  died  deyoted. 
victim  to  a  noble  task! 

got  a  drop  of  brandy 
In  the  bottom  of  your  flask  *?  ’ 

As  he  spoke,  an  alligator, 

.  ^7^  across  the  sullen  creek : 

“S  two  Columbians  started 
When  they  heard  the  monster' shriek ; 

Pot  a  snout  of  huge  dimensions 
Bose  above  the  waters  high. 

And  took  down  the  alligator, " 

As  a  trout  takes  down  a  fly, 

"nfk  ^®^th  I  the  Snapping  Turtle  ’  ^ 

Thus  the  squire  in  terror  cried  : 

Jom  the  noble  Slingsby  straightway 
Brew  the  toothpick  from  ins  sidl 

2S  just]  jest  1844,  1845,  1849  2  S2  WTieli]  Thut  mi,  ISiS,  1349  * 


5'3 


246 


THE  B02T  GAULTiEE  BALLADS 

•Fare  thee  well!’  he  cried,  and  dashing 
__  Through  the  waters,  strongly  swam; 

laeanwliile,  Cullen  Bryant,  wal chine, 
-breatlied  -a  prayer  aiid  sucked  a  di4m. 

SiuMen  from  the  slimy  bottom 
snout  again  upr eared, 
uuta_^a  snap  as  loud  as  tliiirider, — 

Ana  tile  Slingsby  disappeared.’ 

Lip  a  mighty  steam-ship  foundering, 

Down  the  monstrous  vision  sank  * 

AikJ  the  ripple,  slowly  rolling, 
i  lashed  and  pla3^ed  upon  the  bank. 

Sthl  and  stiller  grew  the  water, 

Biished  the  canes  within  the  brake  : 
dneie  was  but  a  kind  of  coughiii*^ 

At  the  bottom  of  the  lake.  "" 

Bryant  wept  as  loud  and  deeply 
^  As  a  father  for  a  son — 

He  s  a  finished  ’coon,  is  Slingsby, 

And  the  brandy ’s  nearly  done  I  ’ 


FYTTE  SECOKD 

O'  trance  of  sickening  anguish, 

,_^Cold  and  stiff,  and  sore  and  damn, 
tor  two  days  did  Biwant  linger 
By  the  dreary  Swindle  Swamp  ,* 

Always  peering  at  the  water, 

TAfi  waiting  for  the  hour, 

When  those  nionstroiis  jaws  should  open 
As  he  saw  them  ope  before. 

Still  in  vain  ;--the  alligators 
Scrambled  through  the  marshy  brake, 
the  vampire  leeches  gaily 
Sucked  the  garfish  in  the  lake. 

S^^apping  Turtle  never 
Bose  for  food  or  rose  for  rest 
brnce  he  lodged  the  steel  deposit 
.  in  the  bottom  of  his  chest. 


Oifiy  always  from  the  bottom 
bounds  of  frequent  coughing 
Cawana 

Had  a  most  confounded  cold. 


rolled, 


So 


57  dashing]  flashing  1844 
94  Sounds  of  frequent]  Yioleiit 


74  a  son]  his  son  1844 
sounds  of 1844,  1845,  1849  ® 


FIGHT  WITH  THE  SHAPPIXG  TUETLE  245 

On  the  bank  kv  Cullen  Bi-rant, 

As  tile  second  moon  arose 
Gougiiig_on  the  sloping  greensward 

»^oiiie  iniaginarv'  foes. 

+t!^  swamp  began  to  treml^Ie* 

And  tlie  canes  to  lustle  fas* 

As  tboiign  some  stisrendons  brnw 
iJiroiigli  tnen*  roots  were  crnsHin?  past. 

And  the  waters  boiled  and  bubbled 
Ann  in  groops  of  twos  ano  tbree? 

.^n\eral  alligators  bounded.  ’ 

bmart  as  squirrels.  ii,p  tbe  trees. 

Tiien  a  Mdeous  bead  was  lifted, 

TW  i  distended  jaws, 

Tmt  they  mmht  baye  held  (Joliatli 
quite  as  well  as  Enfus  Dawes. 

Fiwos  of  elephantine  tbicAmess 
Dragged  its  body  from  tbe  baw 
And  it  glared  at  Ciillen  Dry  ant  ' 

In  a  most  unpleasant  way. 

Then  it  writbed  as  if  in  torture. 

And  it  staggered  to  and  fro :  ' 

And  ite  yery  shell  was  shaken 
in  tbe  anguish  of  its  throe:  120 

^^rLiid  its  cough  grew  loud  and  louder, 

And  its  sob  more  husky  thick ! 

it  was  apparent 
lhat  the  beast  was  yery  sick. 

TiJl,  at  last,  a  spasmv  vomit 
Shook  its  carcass  tfirongh  and  throagk 
And  as  if  from  out  a  cannon, 

Ail  in  aimoiir  Slingsby  flew. 

bloody  was  the  bowie 

Wmch  he  held  within  Ms  grasp ;  150 

so  much  exhausted 

That  he  scai’ce  had  strength  to  gasp — 

‘<^uge  Mm,  Biyant!  darn  ye,  gouge  him! 
brouge  him  while  he  *s  on  the  shore !  * 
s  thumbs  were  straightway  buried 
Where  no  thumbs  had  pierced  before. 

103  tlioiijh]  if  1844,  1S45,  1S49  ^  IO4  were  1844, 185S 

J&/J  was  184o,  1849  105  waters]  water  1844,  1843,  1349® 

mt  adamantlBe  iS44  125  spasmy]  violent 

1844, 18^5, 18^9  loo  Bryant’s]  and  Hs  in  oE  earlier  tersiom 
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Eight  from  out  tiiek  bony  sockets 
Did  be  scoop  the  monstrous  balls ; 

And,  with  one  convulsive  shudder, 

Dead  the  Snapping  Turtle  falls!  140 


^  Post  the  tin,  sagacious  Tyler !  ’ 

But  the  old  experienced  file. 
Leering  first  at  Clay  and  Webster, 
Answered,  with  a  quiet  smile — 

^  Since  you  dragged  the  'tainal  eriitur 
Prom  the  bottom  of  the  ponds, 
Here's  the  hundred  dollars  due  you, 
All  in  Pennsylvanian  Bonds  P 


THE  LAY  OF  MR.  COLT 

’^JFraser*s  Magazine,  August  184S.  From  *  A  Night  at  Seleg 
Longfellow's 

'[The  story  of  Mr.  Colt,  of  which  our  Lay  contains  merely 
the  sequel,  is  this :  A  New  York  printer,  of  the  name  of 
Adams,  had  the  effrontery  to  call  upon'  him  one  day  for 
payment  of  an  account,  which  the  independent  Colt  settled 
l3y"  cutting  his  creditor’s  head  to  fragments  with  an  axe. 
He  then  packed  his  body  in  a  box,  sprinkling  it  with  salt, 
and  despatched  it  to  a  packet  bound  for  New  Orleans. 
Suspicions  having  been  excited,  he  was  seized,  and  tried 
before  Judge  Kent.  The  trial  is,  perhaps,  the  most  dis¬ 
graceful  upon  the  records  of  any  couniiy.  The  ruffian’s 
mistress  was  produced  in  court,  and  examined,  in  disgusting 
detail,  as  to  her  connection  with  Colt,  and  his  movements 
during  the  days  and  nights  succeeding  the  murder.  The 
head  of  the  murdered  man  was  bandied  to  and  fro  in  the 
court,  handed  up  to  the  jury,  and  commented  on  by  witnesses 
and  counsel;  and  to  crown  the  horrors  of  the  whole  pro¬ 
ceeding,  the  wretch’s  own  counsel,  a  Mr.  Emmet,  commencing 
the  defence  with  a  cool  admission  that  his  client  took  the 
life  of  Adams,  and  following  it  up  by  a  detail  of  the  whole 
circumstances  of  this  most  brutal  murder  in  the  first  person, 
as  though  he  himself  had  been  the  murderer,  ended  by 
telling  the  jury,  that  his  client  was  *  entitled  to  the  sympathy 
of  a  jury  of  his  country’,  as  ‘  a  young  man  just  entering  into 
life,  whose  prospects,  probably,  have  been  permanently  blasted J 
Colt  was  found  guilty;  but  a  variety  of  exceptions  were 
taken  to  the  charge  by  the  judge,  and  after  a  long  series  of 


THE  LAY  OF  ME.  COLT 


249 


appeals,  wMcli  occupied  ?mre  than  a  year  from  the  gi 
the  conviction,  tlie  sentence  of  death  was  ratined  by  G  wernor 
Seward.  The  rest  of  Colt's  story  is  told  in  our  CailacL^' 


STEEAK  THE  FIEST 


Ajsd  now  the  sacred  rite  was  done,  and  the  marriao'e- 
knot  was  tied,  ' 

And  Colt  withdrew  his  bliisliiiig  wife  a  little  wav 

aside ; 

Ijet  s  go  j  he  said,  *  into  ■  iiiv  cell,  let 's  go  alone  niv 
clear ;  ^  ’ 

I  fain  would  shelter  that  sweet  face  from  the  sherifFs 
odious  leer. 

The  gaoler  and  the  hangman,  tliev  ftt*e  waiting  both 

for  me,— 

I  cannot  hear  to  see  them  wink  so  knowingly  at  thee  ^ 

Oh,  how  I  loved  thee,  dearest !  They  sa\T  that  I  am 
wild, 

That  a  mother  dares  not  trust  me  mth  the  weasand 
of  her  child  ; 

They  say  my  home-knife  is  keen  to  sliver  into  halves 

The  carcass  of  my  enemy,  as  hiitchers  slay  their 
calves.  lo 

They  say  that  I  am  stem  of  mood,  because,  like  salted 
bee£ 

I  packea  my  quartered  foeman  up.  and  marked  him 
‘prime  tariff’ ; 

Because  I  thought  to  palm  him  on  the  siniple-souled 
John  Bull, 

And  clear  a  small  percentage  on  the  sale  at  Liverpool ; 

It  may  be  so,  1  do  not  know — these  things,  perhaps, 
may  be ; 

But  surely  I  hav«  always  been  a  gentleman  to  thee ! 

Then  come,  my  love,  into  my  cell,  short  bridal  space 
is  ours,— 

Yay,  sheriff,  never  look  thy  watch— I  guess  there’s 

good  two  hours. 

[  shut  the  prison  doors  and  keep  the  gapins 
world  ,  at  bay, 

For  love  is  long  as  Tarnity,  though  I  must  die  to¬ 
day!’  ~  ^  2C 

^  This  prose  preface  appeared  first  in  TSJ5,  altered  from  a  foot¬ 
note  in  18i8 

IS  palm  him  on  tbe]  palm  him  off*  on  IMS,  palm  liiiii  on  1845 
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STKEAK  THE  SECOND 

Tlie  clock  is  ticking  onward, 

It  nears  tke  liour  of  doom. 

And  no  one  yet  hath  entered 
Into  that  ghastly  room. 

The  gaoler  and  the  sheriff, 

Thev  are  walking  to  and  fro : 

And  tlie  hangman  sits  upon  the  steps, 

And  smokes  his  pipe  below. 

In  grisly ^  expectation 

The  prison  all  is  bound,  30 

And,  save  expectoration, 

You  cannot  hear  a  sound, 

The^turnkej'  stands  and  ponders, — 

His  hand*”  upon  the  bolt, — 

Hn  twenty  minutes  more,  I  guess, 

'Twill  all  be  up  with  Colt!' 

But  see,  the  door  is  opened! 

Forth  comes  the  weeping  bride; 

The  courteous  sheriff  Htfs  his  hat, 

And  saunters  to  her  side,—  40 

H  beg^your  pardon,  Mrs.  C., 

But  is  your  husband  ready?’ 

H  guess  you’d  better  ask  himself/ 

Replied  the  woeful  lady. 

The  clock  is  ticking  onward, 

The  minutes  almost  run, 

The  ^  hangman’s  pipe  is  nearly  out, 

’Tis  on  the  stroke  of  one. 

At  every  grated  window 
Unshaven  faces  glare ;  50 

There ’s  Puke,  the  judge  of  Tennessee, 

And  Lynch,  of  Delaware ; 

And  Batter,  wffh  the  long  black  beard, 

Whom  Hartford’s  maids  know  well  ; 

And  Winkinson,  from  Fish  Kill  Reach, 

The  pride  of  Hew  Rochelle  ; 

Elkanah  Hutts,  from  Tarry  Town, 

The  gallant  gouging  boy  ; 

And  coon-faced  Bushwhack,  from  the  hills 
That  frown  o’er  modern  Troy  ;  60 

Young  J ulep,  whom  oui-  W ilhs  loves, 

Because, _  ’tis  said,  that  he 
One  morning  from  a  bookstall  filched 
The  tale  of  ‘  Melanie  ’  ; 

22  It  nears]  Towards  lSi3,  18i5 
ail  earlier  versions 
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Skiink,  iviio  foiiglit  liis  couiitrrY  fiMit 
Leu  eat  ii  tiie  stripes  and  sb-.rs  — 

Ail  tiirongiiig  at  the  wind-ATs  stc^sd, 
gazed  between  the  Ijars. 

Tlie^ little  boys  tliat  stood  leAind 
(Young  tiiieTisii  imps  were  thov  !'i 
Displayed  considerable  rioiis  “  ' 

On  that  eventful  dav : 

For  bits  of  broken  looking-glass 
They  held  aslant  on  liioin 
And  there  a  mirrored  gallows-tree 
Met  tiaeir  delighted  eye.* 

The  clock  is  ticking  onward  ; 

Hark  !  hark  !  it  striketli  oii,e ! 

Lacii^  felon  di*aws  a  wiiistling  b.reatb. 

‘  Time ’s  up  with  Colt ;  lie  s  done  !*" 

The  shenfi:  looks  his  watch  again 
Then  puts  it  in  his  fob. 

And  tuims  him  to  the  hangman, 

‘  Get  ready  for  the  job/ 

The  gaoler  knocketli  loudly. 

The  turnkey  draws  the  bolt. 

And  pleasantly  the  sheriff  says. 

‘Wehe  waiting^  Mister  GoItL 

Yo  answer!  Yo!  no  answer! 

All ’s  still  as  death  witiiin ; 

The  sheriff  eyes  the  gaoler. 

The  gaoler  strokes  his  chin. 

‘  1  sliouldnT  wmnder,  Yahuiii,  if 
^  It  were  as  you  suppose.’ 

The  harjgTiiaii  looked  unhappTj  and 
The  turnkey  blew  his  nosL"^ 

They  entered.  On  his  pallet 
The  noble  convict  lay. — 

The  bridegroom  on  his  marriage-bed, 

But  not  in  trim  array. 

His  red  right  hand  a  ihzor  held, 

Fresh  sharpened  from  the  hone, 

And  ills  ivory  neck  was  severed, ' 

And  gashed  into  the  bone. 

And  when  the  kmp  is  lighted 
In  the  long  Yovember  clays, 

And  lads  and  lasses  mingle 
At  the  siiiieking  of  tiie^'niaize ; 

^  A  fact.  [J  Mf/2or ,s 
108  At  tlie]  At  1843,  JSio" 
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When  pies  of  smoking  pumpkin 
Upon  the  table  stand, 

And  bowls  of  black  molasses 
Go  round^from  hand  to  hand  ; 
When  slap-jacks,  maple-sugared, 

Are  hissing  in  the  pan, 

And  cider,  with  a  dash  of  gin, 

Foams  in  the  social  can  ; 

When  the  goodman  wets  his  whistle, 
And  the  goodwife  scolds  the  child ; 
And  the  gilds  exclaim  convulsixely, 

^  Have  done,  or  I’ll  be  riled  !  ’ 
When  the  loafer  sitting  next  them 
Attempts  a  sly  caress, 

And  whispers,  ‘'Oh!  you  ’possum, 
YoiiVe  fixed  my  heart,  I  guess  !  ’ 
With  laughter  and  with  weeping, 
Then  shall  they  tell  the  tale, 

How  Colt  his  foeman  quartered, 

And  died  vdthin  the  gaol. 


THE  LAY  OF  THE  LEVITE 

[Taii’S  Edinburgh  2Iagamie,  April  1842.  Prom  ‘  The 
Poets  of  the  Day.  Reviewed  by  Bon  Gaultier’] 

These  is  a  sound  that’s  dear  to  me, 

It  haunts  me  in  my  sleep  ; 

I  wake,  and,  if  I  hear  it  not, 

I  cannot  choose  hut  weep. 

Above  the  roaring  of  the  wind, 

Above  the  river’s  flow, 

Methinks  I  hear  the  mvstic  cry 
Of  ‘Clo!-~Oid  CloT  “ 

The  exile’s  song,  it  thrills  among 
The  dwellings  of  the  free. 

Its  sound  is  strange  to  English  ears, 

But  ’tis  not  strange  to  me ; 

For  it  hath  shook  the  tented  field 
Ill  ages  long  ago, 

And  hosts  have  quailed  before  the  cry 
Of  ‘Clo!-~01d  Clol’ 

Oh,  lose  it  not !  forsake  it  not  1 
And  let  no  time  efface 

The  memory  of  that  solemn  sound, 

The  watchword  of  our  race ; 

117  whistle]  whittle  184S 
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For  not  by  dark  and  eag'Ie  eve 
The  Hebrew  siiail  vou  know. 
So  well  as  by  tbe  plaintiYe  crv 
Of  '  Clo  !-~01d  Clo  I ' 


^ ,P®3:cbance,  I  w  J orJaii^  bank^ 
Or  feidoii's  sunny  walls, 

Where,  diai-iike,  to  portion  time 
The  palm-tree’s  shadow-  fail-. 

The  pilgrims,  wending  on  their  wav. 
Will  linger  as  tiiev  sjo. 

And  listen  to  the  distant  ciw 


Of  -Clo!— Old  Gio!' 
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THE  QUEEN  IN  FRANCE 

AX  AXCIEXT  SCOTTISH  BALLAD., 

Tati's  Edinburgh  Magasine,  November  1843.  From  ^  Yoa,iisr 
Scotland.  By  Bon  GTaultier  ~ 

PART  I 

It  fell  upon  the  Au^st  moiith. 

Wiien.  iaiidsin.eii  bide  at  haiiie. 

That  our  gude  Queen  went  out  to  sail 
Upon  the  saut-sea  faem. 

And  she  has  ta’en  the  silk  and  gowd. 

The  like  was  never  seen : 

A,nd  she  has  ta’en  the  Prince  Albert, 

And  the  bauld  Lord  Aberdeen. 

WVse  bide  at  iiame,  Lord  Wellington: 

Ye  daurna  gang  m’  me:  rc 

For  ye  hae  been  ance  in  the  land  o’  France, 

And  that ’s  eneuch  for  3-e. 

‘Ye’se  bide  at  hame,  Sir  Robert  Peel. 

To  gather  the  red  and  the  white  iiionie ; 

And  see  that  my  men  dinna  eat  me  up 
At  YYndsor  wP  their  giuttonie.* 

They  hadna  sailed  a  league,  a  league, — 

A  leaOTe,^but  barely  twa. 

When  me  lift  grew  dark,  and  the  waves  grew  wan,. 
And  the  wind  began  to  biaw.  2c 

‘0  weel  weel  may  the  waters  rise. 

In  welcome  o’ their  Queen  ; 

What  gars  ye  look  ,sae  wiiite^  Albert? 

What  makes  your  e’e  sae  green '?  ’ 

26  Or]  On  2Si„2,  ISM 
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‘  My  heart  is  sick,  my  held  is  sair : 

Gie  me  a  glass  o’  the  glide  brandie : 

To  set  my  foot  on  the  binid  green  sward, 
I’d  gie  the  half  o’  my  yearly  fee. 

Ht’s  sweet  to  hunt  the  sprightly  hare 
On  the  bonny  slopes  o’  Wind&hr  lea^ 

But  0,  it’s  ill  to  bear  the  thud 
And  pitching  o’  the  saut  saut  sea !  ’ 

An  cl  aye  they  sailed,  and  aye  they  sailed, 
Till  England  sank'  behind. 

And  over  to  the  coast  of  Eiance 
They  drave  before  the  wdiicL 

Then  up  and  spak  the  King  o’  Franco, 

Was  birling  at  the  wine ; 

‘  0  wha  may'  be  the  gay  ladye. 

That  owns  that  ship  kie  fine? 

‘And  wdia  may  be  that  bonii}^  lad, 

That  looks  sae  pale  and  lyaii  ? 

I’ll  wad  my  lands  o’  Picardie, 

That  he ’s  nae  Englishman.’ 

Then  up^  and  spak  an  aulcl  French  lord, 
Was  sitting  beneath  his  knee, 

'Ie  is  the  Queen  o’  braid  England 
That ’s  come  across  the  sea.’ 

‘And  0  an  it  he  England’s  Queen, 

She ’s  weicoiiie  here  the  day ; 

I’d  rather  hae  her  for  a  frieiici 
Than  for  a  deadly  fae. 

‘  Gae,  kill  the  eerock  in  the  yard, 

The  aiild  sow  in  the  st}^ 

And  bake  for  her  the  hroekit  calf, 

But  and  the  puddock-pie  1  ’ 

And  he  has  gane  until  the  ship, 

As  suiie  as  it  drew  neai', 

And  he  luas  ta’en  her  by  the  hand — 

•  Ye’re  kindly  welcoine  here  I  ’ 

And  syne  he  kissed  her  on  ae  cheek. 

And  syne  upon  the  ither ; 

And  he  ea’d  her  his  sister  dear, 

And  she  ca’d  him  her  hrither. 

‘Light  doiin,  light  doun  now,  ladye  mine, 
^  Light  clnun  upon  the  shore  ; 

Hae  English  king  has  trodden  here 
This  tliousand  years  and  more.’ 
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Uiiid  gin  I  lighted  on  vour  land, 

As  Imht  fu'  weei  I  niay, 

0  am  I  free  to  feast  wi'  Vor\ 

And  free  to  come  and  gae’?^ 

And  lie  has  sworn  hj  the  Hair  Eiaod, 

And  the  black  stane  o’  DcmLlane. 

That  she  is  free  to  come  .anci  ^ae 
Till  Wenty  days  are  gane. 

‘I'^ve  lippened  to  a  Prenclainaii’s  aitb  ’ 

^  _^aid  ^^iide  Lord  Aberdeen  ; 

Ill  never  lippen  to  it  acrain. 

Sae  laiig ’s  the  grass  is  green. 

'  Tet  gae  your  ways,  my  sovereign  lieve. 
Sin’  better  mayna,  be ; 

The  wee  bit  bairns  are  safe  at  Lame. 

By  the  blessing  o'  Marie!’ 

Then  doiin  she  lighted  frae  tiie  ship. 

She  lighted  safe  and  sound  ; 

And  glad  was  our  good  Prince  Albei: 

To  step  upon  the^ground. 

*  Is  that  your  Cbueen,  my  Lord/  she  said, 
'That  aiild  and  buirdly  dame? 

I  see  the  crowii  upon  her  heid: 

Blit  1  dinna  ken  her  name.’ 

And  siie  has  kissed  the  Frencliman’s  Ouee 
And  ^  eke  her  daughters  three, 

And  gien  her  hand  to  the  j^oung  Princess, 
That  louted  upon  the  knee. 

And  she  has  gane  to  the  proud  castle. 
That ’s  biggit  beside  the  sea : 

But  aye,  when  she  thought  o’  the  bairns  at 
The  tear  was  in  her  ee. 

She  gied  the  King  the  Cheshire  cheese, 
But  and  the  porter  hue ; 

And  he  gied  her  the  puddock-pies, 

But  and  the  biiide-red  wine. 

Then  up  and  spak  the  dourest  Prince, 

An  admiral  w^as  lie  ; 

'Let’s  keep  the  Queen  o’  England  here. 
Sin’  better  mayiia  be. 

'  0  mony  is  the  dainty  king 
That  we  hae  trappit"  here"; 

And  mony  is  the  English  yeri 
That’s  in  our  dungeons  drear!’ 

95  Princess]  Princes  105  spaE  ai;,'  1S4< 
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‘You  lee,  you  lee.  ye  graceless  loon, 

Sae  loud’s  I  hear  ye  lee! 

There  neyer  yet  was"  Englishman 
That  came  to  skaith  by  me. 

‘Gae  oot,  gae  oot,  ye  faiise  traitour! 

Gae  oot  until  the  street ; 

It ’s  shame  that  Kings  and  Queens  should  sit 
Wi’  sic  a  knave  at  meat  I  ’ 

Then  up  and  raise  the  young  French  lord, 

In  WTB.th  and  hie  disdain— 

‘0  ye  may  sit,  and  ye  may  eat 
Your  puddock-pies  alane  I 

‘  But  were  I  in  iiiy  ain  gude  ship, 

And  sailing  wi’  the  wind, 

And  did  I  meet  wi’  auld  Napier, 

I’d  tell  him  o’  my  mind.’ 

0  then  the  Queen  ieuch  loud  and  lang, 

.^d  her  colour  %vent  and  came ; 

‘  Gin  ye  meet  wi’  Charlie  on  the  sea, 

Ye’d  wish  yersel  at  hame  !  ’ 

And  aye  they  birlit  at  the  wine, 

And  drank  richt  merrilie, 

Till  the  auld  cock  erawed  in  the  castle-yard, 
And  the  abbey  bell  stmck  three. 

The  Queen  she  gaed  until  her  bed, 

And  Prince  Albert  likewise ; 

And  theQasfc  word  that  gay  ladve  said 
Was— ‘0  tliae  pud  dock-pies  !’ " 


PA.RT  II 

The  ^sun  was  high  within  the  lift 
Afore  the  French  Eiing  raise  ; 

And  syne  he  louped  intS  his  sark, 

Amd  warslit  on  his  claes. 

‘(^e-up,  gae  up,  my  little  foot-page, 

Gae  up  until  the  toun ; 

And  gin  ye  meet  wi’  the  auld  harper, 

Be  sure  ye  bring  him  cloun.’ 

11 /,  118  oot]  out  184.8,  1845,  1849^  traitour]  traitor  1M3, 
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met  wf  the  auld  iai-per- 

O  but  ills  een  were  reid ;  ^  ' 

And  tbe^  bizzing  o'*  a  swarm  o’  bees 

Was  singing  m  Mg  held. 

the  harper  said, 

Thai  this  should  e’er  hae  been  ' 

1  daurna  gang  before  my  Heo-e  ' 

For  I  was  fou  yestreen,’ 

J!  “'‘“f  W  auld  harper: 

1  e  daui-na  tai-ry  lang ;  ^ 

The  Khng  IS  just  demintit-like 

x!  01  wanting  o’  a  sang,’ 

->' Toti.’s.ir A 

‘I  want  a  sang,  hai-per,’  he  said 

And  OTn  ye  dinna  make  a  sang, 
lU  hang  ye  up  on  the  galloWs  tree,’ 

‘I  gnna  do’i,  my  liege,’  he  said, 

Rnf  grer  hair! 

I  Gad  get  the  wo'rds. 

1  tiunJv  that  I  might  mat  the  air.’ 

to  mak  the  words,  fause  loon 
AnJ\^^  Miinstrels  we  have  bareiT  twa:  ' 

And  Lamartine  IS  in  Paris  toim/ 

And  Victor  Hugo  far  awa?’ 

^  Lamartine, 

And  flee  awa  wi  anld  Hugo 

wfthfn  tSem  baith 

VVithiii  this  Tery  toun  I  know. 

■0  kens  my  liege  the  gude  Wter, 

TJ  ni  him  Bon  Gaultiee 

®  A  n  True  Thom™  ‘ 

.  And  he  is  m  the  castle  here.’ 

Fr?  ^^«ctit  loud. 

i  ^  begin  to  sing ; 

iuy  een  are  auld,  and  my  heart  is  eauld, 
wr  j.  suld  hae  known  the  minstrels’  King. 
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•Gae  take  to  him  this  ring  o’  gowd. 

And  this  mantle  o’  the  silk  sae  fine,  ,  190 

And  bid  him  mak  a  maister  sang 

For  his  sovereign  ladye’s  sake  and  mine.’ 

^  I  winna  take  the  gowden  ring, 

Nor  vet  the  mantle  fine  : 

But  Ill  mak  the  sang  for  my  ladye’s  sake, 

And  for  a  cup  of  wine.’ 

Queen  was  sitting  at  the  cards. 

The  King  ahint  her  back ; 

And  aye  she  dealed  the  red  honours, 
iGid  aye  she  dealed  the  black ;  200 

And  syne  unto  the  dourest  Prince 
She  spak  richt  courteouslie 
^Kow  will  3"e  play,  Lord  Admiral, 

Now  will  ye  play  wi’  me?’ 

The  dourest  Prince  he  bit  his  lip, 

And  liis  brow  was  black  as  glaiir  ; 

‘The  only  game  that  e’er  I  play 
Is  the  ’bluidy  game  0’  war  I  ’ 

A4nd  gin  y'e  play  at  that,  young  man, 

It  weel  may  cost  ye  sail*;  210 

Ye’d  better  stick  to  the  game  at  cards, 

For  youll  win  nae  honours  there  I  ’ 

The  King  he  leuch,  and  the  Queen  she  leuch, 

Till  the  tears  ran  blithely  doun ; 

But  the  Admiral  he  raved  and  swore, 

Till  they  kicked  him  frae  the  room. 

The  Harper  came,  and  the  Harper  sang, 

And  O  but  they  were  fain  ; 

For  when  he  had  sung  the  gude  sang  twice, 

They  called  for  it  again.  220 

It  was  the  sang  o’  the  Field  0’  Gowd, 

In  the  days  of  aiild  langsyne; 

When  bauld  King  Henry  crossed  the  seas, 

Wi’  his  blither  King  to  dine. 

And  aye  he  harped,  and  aye  he  carped, 

Till  up  the  Queen  she  sprang— 

H’ll  wad  a  County  Palatine, 

Gude  Walter  made  that  sang.’ 

Three  days  had  come,  three  days  had  gane, 

The  fourth  began  to  fa’,  ^  230 

When  our  gude  Queen  to  the  Frenchman  said, 
‘It’s  time  I  was  awa! 
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,are  the  fields  o’  Prance 
And  saftly  draps '  the  rain  :  ^ 

Hut  mj  bannies  are  in  Windsor  Tower 
^  And  gi'eeting  tlieii-  lane.  ^ 

Wow  ye  maun  come  to  me.  Sir  Kino- 
Afe  1  have  come  to  ye ; 

And  a  benisoii  upon  vonr  held 
I  or  a'  your  courtesie! 

maun  come,  and  bring  Tour  ladve  fere  - 
le  sail  na^sav  me  no ;  ^  ’ 

And  se  ininJ,  we  have  aye  a  bed  to  snare 
^For  that  gawsy  cMeld  Ginzot’  ^ 

Now  he  has  ta'en  her  lily-white  hand. 

And  put  it  to  his  lip,  “  ’ 

strand, 

And  left  her  m  her  ship. 

y  come  back,  sweet  bird.’  he  cried 

y©  come  kindiy  here 

lavroeks  sins 

In  the  spring-time  o’  the  year?’ 

Ht ’s  I  would  blithely  come,  mv  Lord 
f 0  see  ye  in  the  spring;  '  "  ’ 

blithely  yenfui’e  back. 

But  for  ae  httle  thing. 

It  isna  that  the  winds  are  rude 
Or  that  the  waters  rise, 

But  I  ioe  the  roasted  beef  at  hanie 
And  no  thae  puddock-pies !  ’ 
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THE  MASSACRE  OF  THE  MACPHERSON 

(from  the  GAELIC.) 

[Taifs  Edinburgh  Magasim,  August  1844.  From  '  Bon 
Gaultier  and  his  Friends  *] 

I 

Fhaieshox  swore  a  feud 

the  clan  M*Ta'^ush : 

Marched  into  their  land 
To  murder  and  to  rafish  ; 


maun,  c^me  •  .  .]  This  stanza  appeared  first  in  1849. 
iS45  your  wily  frie,iid  1849  %  1S55  249  bird] 

The  Massacre  of  the  Maepherson.  (Prom  the  Gaelic 'll 
JOTtadh  Miiic-Flieairslion ;  or,  The  Massacre  of  the  Maephersem 
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Eor  lie  did  resolve 
To  extirpate  the  vipers, 

With  four-and-twenty  men 
And  five-and-thirty  pipers. 

II 

But  when  he  had  gone 
Half-way  down  Strath  Canaan,  lo 

Of  Ms  fighting  tail 
Just  three  were  remainin’. 

They  were  all  he  had. 

To  hack  him  in  ta  battle ; 

All  the  rest  had  gone 
Off,  to  drive  ta  cattle. 

III 

*Fery  coot!’  cried  Fhairshon, 

‘  So  my  clan  disgraced  is ; 

Lads,  well  need  to  fight 
Before  we  touch  the  peasties.  20 

Here ’s  MMc-Mac-Methusaleh 
Coming  wi’  his  fassals, 

Gillies  seventy-three, 

And  sixty  Dhuinewassails  !  ’ 

IV 

'  Coot  tay  to  you,  sir  ; 

Are  you  not  ta  Fhairshon  ? 

Was  you  coming  here 
To  fisit  any  person? 

Yon  are  a  plackguard,  sir ! 

It  is  now  six  hundred  30 

Coot  long  years,  and  more, 

Since  my  glen  was  plundered.^ 

V 

‘  Fat  is  tat  you  say  ? 

Dare  you  cock  your  peaver? 

I  will  teach  you,  sii*, 

Fat  is  coot  pehavioiir! 

You  shall  not  exist 
For  another  day  more  ; 

I  will  shoot  you,  sir, 

Or  stap  you  with  my  claymore  I  ’  40 

12  remainin’]  remaining  IBM,  1845  14  battle]  pattle  ISMj 

1S45  17  coot]  goot  ISM,  1845  ■  20  peasties]  paisties  18M, 

pasties  1845  21,  45  Methnsaleii]  Methuselah  1844, 1845  26  yon 
not]  not  yon  1844,  1845,  1849  ^  28  fisit]  visit  in  all  earlier 

Tersiom  29  Yon  are  ]  Yon’re  1S44,  1845  84  peaver] 

beaver  18M,  1845 
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TI 

am  fery  glad 

To  learn  what  you  mention, 
bmce  i  can  prevent 
Cl  sncli  intention/ 

So  Alhic-Mac-Metliusaleli 
Gave  ^some  warlike  howls. 
Irew^nis  sMiian-dlm, 

An  stuck  it  in  his  powels. 

VII 

In  this  fery  way 

taliant  Fhairslion, 
vViio  was  always  thought 
A ^  superior  p^-son. 

Fnairsiion  hao.  a  son, 

Who  married  Noah's  daughter 
And  nearly  spoiled  ta  Mood, 

By  trinking  up  ta  water:  ^ 

YIII 

"^^ich  he  would  have  done, 

I  at  least  pelieve  it. 

Mad  ta  mixture  peen  ' 

Only  half  Glenlivet, 

TMs  is  all  my  tale : 

Sirs,  I  hope  Tis  new  tVe ! 
Jlere ’s  your  feiy  good  healths. 
And  tamn  ta  whiisky  duty  I " 


6o 


A  MIDNIGHT  MEDITATION 

BY  sm  E -  B -  L - . 

MinhurgJi  Magazine,  May  1848.  From  ‘  lavs  of  tlie  would-* 
be  Laureates.  Contributed  by  Boa  Gaultier ’1 

Pill  me  once  more  the  foaming  pewter  up  I 
Another  board  of  oysters,  ladye  mine !  ^ 
liUciillus  with  himself  shall  sup. 

These  mute  inglorious  Miltons  are  di■^'ine  ! 

^  here  in  slippered  ease  recline. 

Ouaf^g  ot  Perkins’s  Entire  mv  fill.  ' 

1  sigh  not  for  the  lyniph  of  Aganippe’s  rill. 

60  Glenlivet]  Glenlivat  18U,  1845  63  good]  coot  ISU. 

1^,  1840-  ills  val/' 

Title  E —  B—  L — J  E.  L.  BVLW'EE  l$iS 
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A  nobler  insniration  fires  my  braiii, 

Causiit  fibin  Old  England's  fine  time-fiallowed 
drink  : 

I  snatcn  the  pot  asain  and  yet  again,  lo 

And  as  the  foaming  fluids  shrink  and  shrink. 

Fill  me  once  inc.re,'  I  say,  up  to  the  brink!  ^ 

This  makes  strong  hearts— strong  heads  attest  its 

charm —  ,  ,  ^  •  -r^  -x  •  < 

This  nerves  the  might  that  sleeps  in  Britain  s  brawny 

arm ! 

But  these  remarks  are  neither  here  nor  there. 

IThere  was  I?  Oli.  I  see— old  Southey's  dead! 
Thevll  want  seme  bard  to  fill  the  vacant  chair, 

And  drain  the  annual  butt— and  oh,  what  head 
3Iore  fit  with  laurel  to  be  garlanded 
Than  this,  which,  curled  in  many  a  fragrant  coil,  20 
Breathes  of  Castalia’s  streams,  and  best  hlacassar  oil? 

I  know  a  grace  is  seated  on  my  brow, 

Like  Young -Apollo’s  with  his  golden  beams— 

There  stoiihl  Apollo’s^  bays  he  budding  now 
And  in  mv  flashing  eyes  the  radiance  beams, 

That  marks  the  poet  m  his  waking  dreams, 

When,  as  his  fancies  cluster  thick  and  thicker. 

He  feels  the  trance  cliYine  of  poesy  and  hiiuor. 

Thev  throng  around  me  now,  those  things  of  air, 
That  from  niY  fancy  took  their  being’s  stamp :  30 

There  Pelham  sits  aiid  Twirls  Ms  glossy  hair, 

There  Clifford  leads  his  pals  upon  ^ the  tramp ; 

There  pale  Zanoni,  bending  n’er  his  lamp, 

Eoanis  through  the  starry  wilderness  of  thought. 
Where  all  is  every  thing,  "and  eveiy  thing  is  nought. 

Yes,'  I  am  he  who  sung  how  Aram  won 
The  gentle  ear  of  pensive  Madeline ! 

How  love  and  murder  hand  in  hand  may  run, 
Cemented  by  philosophy  serene,  39 

And  kisses  bless  the  spbt  where  gore  has  been! 
Who  breathed  the  melting  sentiment  of  crime, 

And  for  the  assassin  waked  a  sympathy  sublime! 

Yes,  I  am  he,  who  on  the  novel  shed 
Obscure  philosophy’s  enclianting  light ! 

Until  the  public,  ’wdidered  as  they  read, 

Believed  they  saw  that  wMch  was  not  in  sight— 
Of  course  ’twas  not  for  me^to  set  them  right; 

For  in  my  ■  nether  heart  convinced  I  am, 
Philosophy’s  as  good  as  any  other  flam. 

47  set]  put  1843,  1845  4S  netlier]  inmost  1843,  1845 
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Kovels  tliree-voliiiiied  I  stall  write  no  more--  50 
Someliow  or  other  now  they  will  not  sell  : 

And  to  invent  new  passions  is  a  bore — 

I  find  the  Magazines  pay  quite  as  well. 

Translating '‘s  simple,  too,  as  I  can  tell 
WhoVe  hawked  at  Schiller  on  his  lyric  throne. 

And  g‘i\en  the  astonisiiecl  bard  a  meaning  all  my  own. 

Moore,  Campbell,  Wordsivortb,  their  best  davs  a-e 

grassed ;  ^  - 

Battered  and  broken  are  their  early  lyres, 

Eogers,  a  pleasant  memory  of  the  past.”' 

Warned  his  young  hands  at  Sniitiifieid^s  inanyr 
nres, 

And,  -worth  a  plum,  nor  bays  nor  butt  desires. 

But  these  are  things  would  suit  me  to  the  letter 
For  though  this  Stout  is  good,  old  Sherry  greatly 
better. 

A  fieo  for  your  small  poetic  ravers, 

Toil!  Hunts,  your  Tennysoiis,  your  Milnes.  and 
these ! 

Slmll  they  compete  with  Mm  who  wrote  ^Maltravers' 
Prologue  to  M41ice  or  the  M^^steries '*  ? 

Ko !  Even  now-  my  glance  prophetic  sees 
Mv  own  high  brow  girt  with  the  bays  about.  69 
hat  ho !  within  there,  ho  I  another  pint  of  Stout  ! 


LITTLE  JOHN  AND  THE  BED  FRIAR 

A  LAY  OP  SHEBW-OOD. 

\_Appeared  first  in  1849^ 

PYTTE  THE  FIEST 

The  deer  may  leap  within  the  glade ; 

The  fawns  may  follow  free-- 

For  Pobin  is  dead,  and  his  bones  are  laid 
Beneath  the  greenivood  tree. 

And  broken  are  his  merry,  merry  men, 

That  goodly  eompanie: 

There 's  some  have  ta'en  the  northern  road 
With  Jem  of  Netherbee. 

^  60  fires]  184S  has  this  fooHiote :  Sir  Edward  lias,  by  this  fine 
line,  fixed  a  date  for  Eogers*  birth,  which  hitherto  has  been 
a  desideratum  in  literary  history.  It  was  generally  believed 
that  the  date  of  this  event  had  perished  in.  the  obscurity  of  the 
middle  ages.  65  your  Milnes,]  Maekays  1848  66  com¬ 
pete]  dispute  1848  67  Prologue]  Sequel  1843,  1845 
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Tlie  Lest  and  braTest  of  the  hand 
With  Derby  Ned  are  gone  ;  la 

Blit  Eaiiie  Grey  and  Charlie  Woods 
They  stay'd  with  Little  John. 

Nijw  Little  John  was  an' outlaw  proud, 

A  prouder  ye  never  saw  ;  ,  , 

Through  Notfingliani  and  Leicester  shires 
He  thought  his  word  was  law, 

And  he  strutted  through  the  greenwood  wide. 

Like  a  pestilent  jack-daw. 

He  swore  that  none,  but  with  leave  of  him, 
Should  set  foot  on  the  turf  so  free :  20 

And  he  thought  to  spread  his  cutter's  rule, 

Ail  over  the  south  .eouiitrie. 

*  There 's  never  a  knave  in  the  land,’  he  said, 

*  But  shall  pay  his  toll  to  me  I ' 

And  Charlie  Wood  was  a  taxman  good 
As  ever  stepped  the  ground, 

He  levied  mail,  like  a  sturdy  thief, 

From  all  the  yeomen  round. 

‘  Nay,  stand ! '  quoth  he,  ^  thou  shalt  pay  to  me, 
Seven  pence  from  every  pound  ! '  3® 

Now  word  has  come  to  Little  John, 

As  he  lav  upon  the  grass, 

That  a  Friar  red  was  in  merry  Sherwood 
Without  his  leave  to  pass. 

‘’Come  hither,  come  hither,  my  little  foot-page! 

Ben  Hawes,  come  tell  to  me, 

What  manner  of  man  is  this  burly  frere 
Who  walks  the  wood  so  free  ?  ’ 

*  Mv  master  good ! '  the  little  page  said, 

‘  His  name  I  wot  not  well,  4'^ 

Blit  lie  wears  on  his  head  a  hat  so  reel, 

With  a  monstrous  scallop-sheil 

‘He  says  he  is  Prior  of  Copmanshurst, 

And  ‘Bishop  of  London  town, 

And  he  comes  with  a  rope  from  our  father  the  P ope 
To  put  the  outlaws  down. 

H  saw  him  ride  but  yester-tide, 

With  his  Jolly  chaplains  three  ; 

And  he  swears  that  he  has  an  open  pass 
From  Jem  of  Netherbeel’  5® 

Little  John  has  ta'en  an  arrow  so  broad, 

And  broke  it  o’er  his  knee ; 

^Now  may  I  never  strike  doe  again, 

But  thus  wrong  avenged  shall  be  1 
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And  ^ lias  lie  dared,  tMs  greasv  frere 
To  trespass  .in  mv  bound.  ^  * 

Not  asked  for  leave  from  Little  John 
To  range  ^Ylth  hawk  and  lioniid? 

‘And  has  he  dared  to  take  a  pass 
From  Jem  of  Netherbee,  ”” 

Forgetting  that  the  Shei^ood  siiaws 
Pertain  of  right  to  me? 

‘  0  were  he  hut  a  simple  man. 

^And  not  a  slip-shod  frere! 

I'd  hang  him  up  by  liis  own  Wiiist-rope 
Above  yon  tangled  brere. 

'O  did  he  come  alone  from  Jem. 

And  not  from  our  father  the  Pope, 

I'd  in  to  Copmanshurst,  “ 

VV  ith  the  noose  of  a  heinpen.  rope !  70 

•  But  since  he  has  come  from  our  father  the  Pone, 

^  And  sailed  across  the  sea,  "  " 

AM^  since  he  has  power  to  "bind  and  loose, 

His  life  is  safe  for  me; 

But  a  heavy  penance  he  shall  do 
Beneath  the  gi*eenwood  tree  !  ’ 

‘O  tarry  yet!’  quoth  Charlie  Wood, 

^  ‘  0  ^  tarry,  master  mine ! 

It’s  ill  to  shear  a  yearling  hog. 

Or  twhst  the  wool  of  swine T  8c 

‘It’s  ill  to  make  a  honnv.silk  purse 
^  From  the  ear  of  a  bristly  boar  ; 

It’s  ill  to  provoke  a  shaveling’s  curse. 

When  the  way  lies  him  before. 

‘I’ve  walked  the  forest  for  tweiitv  vears, 

In  wet  weather  and  drv, 

And  never  stopped  a  good'  fellowe. 

Who  had  no  coin  to  buy. 

‘What  boots  it  to  search  a  beggarman’s  bas's, 

^  When  no  sfrver  groat  he  has?  '  90 

So,  master  mine,  I  rede  you  well, 

E’en  let  the  Friar  pass!’ 

‘Now  cease  thy  prate,’  quoth  Little  John, 

‘  Thou  Japest  but  in  vain  ; 

An  he  have  not  a  groat  within  his  pouch, 

We  may  find  a  silver  chain. 

.  87  fellowe]  fella  we  lS4d  ® 

K  3 
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‘But  were  iie  as  bare  as  a  new-flayed  buck. 

As  triilv  lie  mav  be. 

He  shall  not  tread  the  Sherwood  sliaws 
Without  the  leave  of  me!’  loo 

Little  John  has  taken  his  arrows  and  bow, 

His  sword  and  buckler  strong, 

Aiu']  lifted  up  his  quarter-staff. 

Was  full  three  cloth  yards  long. 

And  he  has  left  his  merry  men 
At  the  trysiing-tree  behind. 

And  aon^'^  into  the  gay  greenwood, 

This  burly  frere  to  Ind. 

O'er  holt  and  hill,  through  brake  and  brere 
He  took  liis  way  alone—-  no 

hiow.  Lorcliings,  Est  and  you  shall  hear 
Tills  geste  of  Xittle  J ohn. 

PYTTE  THE  SECOND 

’Tis  merry,  Tis  meriy  in  gay  greenwood. 

When  the  little  birds  are  singing, 

When,  the  buck  is  belling  in  the  fern, 

And  the  hare  from  the  thicket  springing! 

His  iiieiTY  to  hear  the  waters  clear, 

As  they  splash  in  the  pebbly  fail ; 

And  tiiehuzel  whistling  to  his  mate. 

As  he  lights  on  the  stones  so  small.  120 

Blit  small  pleasaunee  took  Little  John 
in  all  he  heard  and  saw ; 

Till  he  reached  the  cave  of  a  iierm.it  old 
Who  wonned  within  the  shaw, 

*  Om  pro  noMS'!  ’  C£uoth  Little  J  ohn—  ^ 

His  Latin  was  somew'iiat  rude— 

‘  Now,  holy  Father,  hast  thou  seen 
A  tiere  within  the  wood  ? 

‘  Bv  his  scarlet  hose,  and  liis  ruddy  nose, 
r  guess  you  may  know  him  well;  130 

And  he  wears  on  his  head  a  hat  so  red, 

And  a  monstrous  scallop-shell.'' 

‘I  have  served  Saint  Pancras,’  the  hermit  said, 
‘In  this  cell  for  thirty  year, 

Yet  never  saw  I,  in  the  forest  bounds, 

The  face  of  such  a  frere! 

*An  if  ye  find  him,  master  mine, 

E’en' fake  an  old  man’s  advice, 

And  raddle  Mm  well,  till  he  roar  again, 

Lest  ye  fafi  to  meet  .him  twice!’  140 
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‘Tmst  me  for  that!’  quoth  Little  John- 
Trust  me  tor  that!’  quoth  he  with  a  lau?h. 

^eie  ne;\er  yas  man  oi  woman  tioni, 

quarter- 


John,  lie  strutted  on, 

-'lill  he  came  to  an  open  bound. 

And  he  was  aware  of  a  Eed  Friar 
w  as  sitting  upon  the  ground.  ' 

Hib  shoulders  they  were  broad  and  stroii^^ 
And  large  was  lie  of  limb  : 

Few  yeomen  in  the  north  coiintrie 
Would  care  to  mell  with  him. 

He  iie^ard  the  mstliiig  of  the  boughs. 

As  Little  J qlin  drew  near ; 

But  never  a  single  word  lie  spoke 
Of  weleoine  or  of  cheer  ; 

Legs  stir  he  made  than  a  pedlar  ivoulcl 
h  or  a  small  gnat  in  his  ear  ! 

I  like  not  his  looks!  thought  Little  John. 

IN  or  Ins  staff  of  the  oaken  tree. 

Aow  may  our  Lady  be  my  help. 

Else  beaten  I  well  may  be ! 

*  W  hat  dost  thou  here,  tlioii  strong  Friar 
in  bherwood’s  merrv  round,  "  ' 

Without  the  leave  of  Little  John, 

To  range  mth  hawk  and  hound  ?  ’ 

'  thought  have  I,’  quoth  the  Eed  Friar 

^  ‘  Ot  any  leave,  I  trow, 

That  Little  John  is  an  outlawed  thief. 

And  so,  I  ween,  art  thou! 


‘Know,  I  am  Prior  of  Gopmanshurst, 

And  Bishop  of  London  town, 

And  I  bring  a  rope  from  our  father  the  Poiie, 
i‘o  put  the  outlaws  down/  " 

Then  out  spoke  Little  John  in  wrath, 
tell  thee,  burly  frere,  ’ 

Tim  Pope  may  do  as  lie  likes  at  iiome. 

But  he  sends  no  Bishops  here ! 

‘  Up,  and  away,  Eed  Friar ! '  he  said, 

‘  Up,  and  away,  right  speedilie ; 

An  it  were  not  for  that  cowl  of  thine, 
Avenged  on  thy  body  I  would  be !  ’ 


157  Less  stir  .  ,  ,  ear]  First  appeared  in  1337 
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*  Hsv,  liG€cl  110  i  tliSjt',  fcSiid  "t'D6  Rod  ErisiTj 
^  *  And  let  bit  cowl  no  hindrance  be ; 

I  warrant  that  I  can  gixe  as  good  ^ 

As  ever  I  think  to  take  from  thee  I 

Little  Jolin  tie  raised  his  q^iiarter-staff, 
l4jid  so  did  the  burh-  priest, 

And  theT  fought  beneath  the  greenwood  tree, 

A  stricken  hour  at  least.  190 

But  Little  John  was  w’eak  of  fence, 

And  Ms  strenoth  began  to  fail  :  ^ 

Whilst  the  Briars  blows  came  thundering  down, 
Like  the  strokes  of  a  threshing  flail. 

*  How.  hold  thT  hand,  thou  stalwart  Friar, 

^How  rest  beneath  the  thorn, 

Until  I  gather  breath  enow. 

For  a  blast  at  my  bugle-hom  I 

•  I’ll  hold  my  hand/  the  Friar  said, 

Hince  that  is  your  propine,  20c 

But,  an  YOU  sound  your  bugle-horn, 

I’ll  eTen  blow  on  mine !  ’ 

Little  John  he  wound  a  blast  so  shrill 
That  it  rung  o’er  rock  and  linn, 

And  Charlie  Wood  and  his  merry  men  ail 
Came  lightly  bounding  in. 

The  Friar  he  wound  a  blast  so  strong 
That  it  shook  both  bush  and  tree, 

And  to  his  side  came  Witless  Will, 

And  Jem  of  Hetherbee;  s  * 

With  all  the  worst  of  Eobin’s  band, 

And  many  a  Eapparee  I 

Little  John  he  wust  not  what  to  do, 

When  he  saw  ^  the  others  conie ; 

So  lie  twhsted  his  quarter-staff  between 
His  Angers  and  his  thumb. 

*  There ’s  some  mistake,  good  Friar !  ’  n©  said, 

•  There ’s  some  mistake  Twixt  thee  and  me ; 

I  know  tliou  art  Prior  of  Copmansliurst, 

But  not  beneath  the  greenwood  tree.  2: 

‘  And  if  you  will  take  some  other  name, 

You  sball  have  ample  leaxe  to  bide  ; 

With  pasture  also  for  your  Bulls,  ^ 

And  power  to  range  the  forest  wide. 

*  There ’s  no  mistake  i  ’  the  Friar  said, 

"Fli  call  mjself  Just  what  I  please. 

My  doctrine  is  that  chalk  is  chalk,  ^ 

And  cheese  is  nothing  else  than  cheese. 
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•So  be  it,  then!’  quoth  Little  John; 

*  But  surely  you  will  not  object, 

If  I  and  all  iiiy  merry  men 
Should  treat  you,  iTith  reserTed  respect  ? 

'  We  can’t  call  vou  Prior  of  Gopniansiiurst. 

^Nor  Bishop  of  London  town.,* 

Nor  on  the  grass,  as  you  chance  to  pass. 

Can  we  Yery  well  lineel  down. 

^  But  youll  send  the  Pope  mv  compliments. 
And  say,  as  a  further 

That,  within  the  Sherwood  bounds,  von  saw 

Little  J ohn,  who  is  the  son-in-law  ” 

Of  Ms  Mend,  old  Mat-o’-tlie-Minf: !  ’ 

So  ends  this  geste  of  Little  John— 

God  save  our  noble  Queen ! 

But,  Lordlings,  say — Is  Sherwood  now 
What  SiieriTood'' o.iice  hath  been? 
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A  LEGEND  OF  CmASGOW. 

BY  MRS.  E -  B -  B - . 

IF'irst  appeared  m  ISdS": 

There’s  a  pleasant  place  of  rest,  near  a  City  of  the 
West,  "  " 

Where  its  bravest  and  its  best  find  their  graTe. 
Below  the  willows  weep,  and  their  hoaiy"' branches 
steep 

In  the  waters  still  and  deeji. 

Not  a  wave ! 

And  the  old  Cathedral  Wall^  so  scathed  and  grev  and 
tall,  _ 

Like  a  priest  surveying  all,  stands  bevond. 

And  the  ringing  of  its  bell,  when  the  ringers  ring  it 
weU, 

Makes  a  kind  of  tidal  sweE 

On  the  pond!  lo 

And  ^there  it  was  I  lay,  on  a  beauteous  summer’s  day, 
WNth  the  odour  of  the  hay  floating  by  ; 

And  I  heard  the  blackbirds  sing,  and"  the  bells  de- 
^  nmrely  ring, 

Chime  by  chime,  ting  by  ting, 

Droppingly. 
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Then  in\"  tlioiigbts  went  wandering  back,  on  a  veiw 
beaten  track, 

To  the  confine  deep  and  black  of  the  tomb. 

And  I  wondered  who  he  was,  that  is  laid  'beneath 
the  grass, 

Where  the  dandelion  has 

Such  a  bloom.  20 

Then  I  straightway  did  espy,  wfith  my  slantly  sloping 
eye,  -  -  „  . 

A  cafyed  stone  hard  by,  soiiiew'hat  worn ; 

And  I  read  in  letters  coIcl--|ifn:e  .  *  aiauitctfot  . 

M  ,  hclOe, 

.  ge  ,  race  ,  off ,  Bogile  .  clD, 

,  '5onic» 

?Bc ,  loa!^  .  anc  .  babaiiiit ,  kngcljte  .  maigt  ,  terrible  ♦  k  , 
fgrinr. 

Here  the  letters  failed  outright,  but  I  knew 

That  a  stout  crusading  lord,  who  had  crossed  the 
Jordan’s  ford, 

Lay  there  beneath  the  sward. 

Wet  with  clew.  30 

Time  and  tide  they  passed  away,  on  that  pleasant  surn- 
mer’s  day, 

And  around  me,  as  I  lay,  all  grew  old: 

Sank,  the  chimneys  from  the  tow^n,  a.nd  the  clouds  of 
yapoiir  browni 

No  longer,  like  a  crown, 

O’er  it  rolled. 

Sank  the  great  Saint  Eollox  stalk,  like  a  pile  of  dinny 
chalk; 

Disappeared  the  cypress  walk,  and  the  flowers. 

And^a  donjon  keep  arose,  that  might  baffle  any  foes. 

With  its  men-at-arms  in  row's, 

On  the  tow^ers.  40 

.And  tlie^flag  that  flaunted  there,  showed  the  grim  and 
grizzly  bear. 

Which  the  Bogles  always  w'ear  for  their  crest. 

And  heard  the  warder  '"call,  as  he  stood  upon  the 

‘Wake  ye  up!  my  comrades  all,  [wall, 

From  your  rest ! 

*For,  by  the  blessed  rood,  there’s  a  glimpse  of  armour 
good 

In  the  deep  Cowcaddens  wood,  o’er  the  st,reaiii ; 

40'  the]  its  1849  ^ 
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And  I  Lear  the  stifled  hum,  of  a  mnlritLicle  that  eonm. 
Though  they  have  not  beat  tiie  drum. 

It  Would  seem  I  50 

■‘"Go  teU  it  to  my  Lord,  lest  lie  wish  to  man  the  lord 
With  partisan  and  sword,  iust  rjer.e;uli: 
Ho.^GilMson  and  Aares!  Ho,  ProTan  of  CowLu'rsI 
Well  back  the  bonny  bears 

To  the  death  !  ’ 

To  the  tower  aboTe  the  moat,  like  one  wlnr  bee  let  h  :w:. 

Came  the  bold  Sir  LaiinceL-t.  half  iindresSi'd : 

On  the  outer  rim  he  stood,  and  let-rei  into  the  Wu.  d. 
With  his  arms  across  him  glued 

On  Ms  breast.  60 

And  he  mutter’d,  ‘Foe  accurst  I  hast  thou  dared  'to 
seek  me  first? 

George  of  Gorfeals,  do  thy  worst— for  I  swear. 

O’er  thy  gory  corpse  to  rfde,  ere  thx  sister  aiic!  iiiv 
bride, 

From  my  imdissevered  side 

Thou  shalt  tear! 

^Ho  herald  mine,  Brownlee!  ride  forth,  I  prav,  and 

see, 

Who,  what,  and  wMence  is  lie,  foe  or  friend ! 

Sir  jRoderick  Dalgleish,  and  my  "foster-brother  Yeisli 
With  his  bloodhounds  in  the  leash, 

Shall  attend.’  70 

Forth  went  the  herald  stout,  o’er  the  drawbridge  and 
without. 

Then  a  wild  and  savage  shout  rose  amain. 

Six  aiTows  sped  their  force,  and,  a  pale  and  bleeding 
corse, 

He  sank  from  off  his  horse 

On  the  plain! 

Back  drew  the  bold  Dalgleish,  back  started  stalwart 
Heish, 

With  Ms  bloodhounds  in  the  leash,  from  Brownlee. 
‘How  shame  be  to  the  sword  that  made  thee  knight 
and  lord, 

Thou  caitiff  thrice,  abhorred, 

Shame  on  thee !  So 

‘  Ho,  bowmen,  bend  your  bows  I  Discharge  upon  the 
foes, 

Forthwith  no  end  of  those  .heavy  bolts. 

M  undisseverecl]  undesevered  1849- 
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Three  angels  to  the  brave  who  finds  the  foe  a  grave 

And  a  gallows  tor  tlie  slave 

revolts !  ’ 

defenders 

While  the  foemen,  better  pastied,  fed  theD  host- 
lou  tte  savage  cheers  of  the  hungry 

As  at  night  tliey  dressed  the  steers 

For  tiie  roast.  90 

And  Bir^Lanncelot  grew  tliln,  and  Provan's  double 

Showed  sundry  folds  of  skin  down  beneath  • 
in  silence  and  in  grief  found  Giikison  relief  ' 
i^or  did  IXeish  the  spell- word,  beef, 

Bare  to  breathe. 

To  the  ramparts  Edith  came,  that  :^air  and  vouthful 

With  the  rosy  evening  flame  on  her  face, 
biae  signed,  and  looked  around  on  the  soldiers  on  the 
ground, 

iio  but  little  penance  found, 

Saying  grace!  100 
And  she  said  unto  her  lord,  as  he  leaned  upon  his 

^One  short  and  little  w’ord  ma}’  I  speak? 
i  cannot  bear  to  yiew  those  eves  so  ghastiv  blue 
Or  mark  the  sallow  hue  ^  ' 

Of  thy  cheek ! 

^  ^  furious  brother 

Is  less  against  us  both  than  at  me. 
inen,  dearest,  let  me  go  to  find  among  the  foe 
An  arrow  from  the  Bow, 

Like  Brownlee  I  ’  no 

mine,  should  such  a  shame  on  me  light : 

together  stiU  we  stand, 

Heart  to  heart,  hand  in  hand ! 

Said  the  knight. 

hS  hosr®®  t>i-oiher  and 

Sh^l  discover  to  their  cost  rather  hard  ' 

Ho,  ftovan!_  take  this  key— hoist  up  the  Malvoisie, 

And  heap  it,  d'ye  see,  ' 

Ill  the  vard. 
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^Of  usqnebaugli  and  rum,  you  will  Unci,  I  reckon 
some,  • 

Besides  ^the  beer  and  mum,  extra  stout  * 

®  roirine  all  the 

As  also  range  the  flasks, 

Just  without. 


If  I  Gorbaliers,  they  are  sure  to  dip  tlieir 

In  the  veiy  inmost  tiers  of  the  riiink 
Let  them  win  the  outer-court,  and  hold  it  for  tbeY 
sport, 

Since  their  time  is  rather  short, 

I  should  think, !  ’  130 

bridge 

E^sbed  the  Gorbaliers  pell-meU.  \Tild  as  Druids: 
Mad  with  thirst  for  human  gore,  how  thev  threa:^-^d 

and  swore,  ' 

Till  they  stumbled  on  the  door. 

O’er  the  fluids ! 

Down  their  weapons  then  they  thi-ew,  and  each 

savage  soldier  arew 

Prom  his  belt  an  iron  screw,  in  his  fist  : 

George  of  Gorbals  found  it  vain  their  exeitemejit  to 
restrain. 

And  indeed  was  rather  fain 

To  assist.  140 

With  a  beaker  in  his  hand,  in  the  midst  he  took  his 

stand. 

^  And  silence  did  command,  all  below— 

'Ho!  Laimcelot  the  bold,  ere  thy  Ups  are  lev  cold 
In  the  centre  of  tliy  hoM,  ' 

Pledge  me  now  I 

‘4rt  surly,  brother  mine?  In  this  cup  of  rosy  wine 

I  dnnk  to  the  decline  of  thy  race ! 

Thy  proud  career  is  done,  thy  sand  is  neaidy  run, 

A  ever  more  shall  setting  sun  '  ^ 


Gild  thy  face ! 


150 


pilgrim,  in  amsxe,  shall  see  a  goodly  blaze, 

Ere  the  pallid  morning  rays  flicker  up. 

And  perchance  he  may  espy  certain  corpses  swinging 
high !  “  ^  o  & 

What,  brother!  art  thou  dry? 

Fill  my  cup  I  * 
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Dumb  ^  (learh  stood  Launoelot,  as  thouo-h  lie  iiei".] 

_  rum  not.  ^  ‘ 

Blit  Ms  bosom  Provan  smote,  and  he  swore  • 

And  S,ir  Roderick  Dalgleisli  remarked  aside  to>ehii 
‘hi ever  sure  did  thirsty  fish  ‘  ' 

Swallow  more  !  1 6o 

•  Tiiirtv  casks  are  nearly  done,  vet  the  revel  scarce, 
begun,  ’  ' 

^  It  were  kiii,g^htly  sport  and  fun  to  strike  in ! '' 

‘h»ay,  tarry  till  they  come/'  quoth  Neish,  Amto  the 
rum — 

They  are  working  at  the  mum. 

And  the  gin ! " 

Then  straight  there  did  appear  to  each  gallant 

u-orDalier 

Twentv  castles  dancing  near,  all  around: 

The  sohd  earth  did  shake,  and  the  stones  beneath 
them  quake, 

And  sinuous  as  a  snake 

Moved  the  ground.  ijo 

my  and  wherefore  they  had  come,  seemed  intricate 

^  to  some, 

But^  all  agreed  the  rum  was  divine. 

And  thev  looked  with  bitter  scorn  on  their  leader 

liighly  born, 

Who  preferred  to  fill  his  horn 

Up  with  wine ! 

Then  pid  Launeelot  the  tall,  ‘Bring  the  chargers 
ironi  them  stall ;  == 

Lead  them  straight  unto  the  hall,  down  helow’: 
Draw  your  weapons  from  your  side,  fling  the  --"uites 
asunder  wide,  ^ 

And  together  we  shall  ride 

On  the  foe!’  iSo 

"Tlien  Pryan  knew  full  weU  as  he  leaped  into  his 

,  ’scape  to  tell  how  thev  fared. 

And  (xihuson  and  A  ares,  both  mounted  on'  their 

mares, 

Looked  terrible  as  beai’s, 

All  prepared. 

With  Ms  bloodhounds  in  the  leash,  stood  the  iron- 

^smewed  Neish, 

And  the  falehion  of  Balgleish  glittered  bright — 
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t™“Pet’s  blast;  aticl  comrades.  foll.Ar 

Smite  tliein  dow  unto  the  last ! ' 

Cried  tlie  Iviiiglit  19.3 

In  ,he,e 

As  file  warriors  wheeled  about,  all  in  ma’l 
On  the  miserable  kerne,  fell  the  death-strokes  "stiff  and 

St  61*11, 

As  tlie  deer  treads  down  the  fern. 

In  the  Tale ! 

Saint  ^Mungo  be  my  guide]  It  was  goodly  in  that 

To  see  the  Bogie  ride  in  his  hasie  ■ 

He  accgn|3aiiied  each  blow,  with  a  cry  of  ‘  Ha !  ’  or 

And  always  cleft  the  foe 

To  the  waist.  20  c 

‘George  of  _ Gorbals— m-aven  lord  I  thou  didst  threat 

me  wit  11  tlie  cord, 

Come  forth  and  brave  nay  sword,  if  tou  dcire ! ' 

with  no  reply,  and  never  could  descrv 
liie  glitter  01  his  eye 

Anywhere. 


Ere  the  dawn  of  morning  shone,  all  the  Gorbaliers 

were  down, 

Like  a  field  of  barley  mown  in  the  ear; 

f  ^  ftoyan  stood. 

With  Heish  all  bathed  m  blood, 

Panting  near.  21c 

•How-  ply  ye  to  your  tasks— go  carry  down  those 

CQjSIxS^, 

And  place  the  emptv  flasks  on  the  floor. 

George  of  Gorbals  scarce  will  come,  with  trumpet  and 

With  drum,  ' 

To  taste  our  beer  and  nun 

Any  more !  * 


So  they  plied  them  to  theii-  tasks,  and  thev  carried 

dowm  the  casks. 

And  replaced  the  empty  flasks  on  the  floor: 

pallid  for  a  week  was  the  cellar-iiiaster\s  cheek 
Jj'or  he  swore  he  heard  a  shriek  ' 

Through  the  door.  22c 

When  the  merry  Christmas  came,  and  the  Yule-lo''^ 
lent  its  flame  '  ^ 

To  the  face  of  squire  and  dame  in  the 
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The  cellarer  went  down  to  tap  October  bro'iYii, 

WMcb.  was  rather  of  renown 

’Mongst  them  all. 

He  placed  the  spigot  low,  and  gave  the  cask  a  blow, 
But  his  liquor  would  not  flow  through  the  pin. 
•Sure,  Tis  sweet  as  honeysuckles!'  so  lie  rapped  it 
with  Ms  knuckles. 

But  a  sound,  as  if  of  buckles. 

Clashed  within.  230 

‘Bring  a  hatchet,  varlets,  here!'  and  they  cleft  the 
cask  of  beer : 

What^  a  spectacle  of  fear  met  their  sight ! 

There  George  of  Gorbals  lay,  skull  and  bones  all 
blanched  and  grey. 

In  the  arms  he  bore  the  day 

Of  the  fight! 

I  have  sung  this  ancient  tale,  not,  I  trust,  without 
avail. 

Though  the  moral  ye  may  fail  to  perceive ; 

Sir  Launcelot  is  dust,  and  his  gallant  sword  Ts  rust. 
And  now,  I  think,  I  must 

Take  mj  leave!  240 

TARQUIN  AND  THE  AUGUR 

[Taifs  Idifwia-gk  Magazine,  October  1843.  From  ^  Puffs  and 
Poetry. .  By  Bon  iTaultier.’  "In  the  divine  stanza  of  Goethe^s 
Bride  ofCorbith!^  (1843).  First  appeared  in  book-form,  1S49] 

Givgeely  is  good  King  Tarquin  shaving, 

^Gently  glides  the  razor  o'er  his  chin. 

Near  him  stands  a  grim  Hariispex  raving. 

And  with  nasal  whine  he  pitches  in 
Church  extension  hints. 

Till  the  monarch  squints, 

Snicks  Ms  chin,  and  swears — a  deadly  ! 

‘  Jove  confound  thee,  thou  bare-legged  impostor ! 

From  my  dressing-table  get  thee  gone ! 

Dost  thoirtliink  my  flesh  is  double  Glo'ster?  10 
There  again !  That  cut  was  to  the  bone  I 
Get  ye  ^froin  my  sight : 

I'll  Believe  youTe  light, 

When  my  razor  cuts  the  sharping  hone ! ' 

Thus  spoke  Tarquin  with  a  deal  of  divness  ; 

But  the  Aiiguiy  eager  for  his  fees. 

Answered — *Try  it,  youi*  Imperial  Higlmess, 
Press  a  little  harder,  if  you  please. 

4  nasal  whine]  frantic  mien  1S4S  7  chin]  cheek  1848 
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There!  the  deed  is  done  I' 

.  Through  the  solid  stone 
Went  the  steel  as  glibly  as  tiu-ough  cheese. 

So  the  Augur  toueir'd  the  tin  of  Taroui’-- 
■D  X  e  suspected  some  celestial  fid- 
hut  he  wronged  the  blameies=  €4o-is mr  >  ea 
Ere  the  monarch’s  bet  was  rasidvdaic." 

ills  searching  eve 
Bid  the  priest  espy 

Eodgeks'  name  engraved  upon  the  blade. 


LA  MORT  D’ARTHUE 

VOT  BY  ALFEED  TEVVYSOV. 

[TaiSsE^Rluygh  J/asBa'He  October  ]  843.  From  •  Fags  and  Poen-r 
Bj  Bon  faultier.  First  appeared  in  booi-form,  1849;  '  ' 

Slowi,'^  as  one  who  bears  a  mortal  hurt, 

Tnrough  yl^ch  the  fountain  of  his  life  runs  drv 
Giept  good  Eing  Arthur  down  unto  the  lake  ‘  ’ 

VV  ith  cold  dull  plash  and  plunging  to  the  shore 
A^  a  bank  of  clouds  came  "sailing  up 
Athwart  the  aspect  of  the  gibbous  moon 
Lea^g  no  glimpse  save  starlight,  as  he’sank. 

V\ith  a  short  stagger,  senseless  on  the  stones. 

No  man  j^et  Imows  how  long  he  lar  in  swoiiad  • 
enough  it  was  to  let  the  ruit 
hick  hah  the  surface  of  his  polished  shield- 
V®'®  ^ax  inferior  hands. 

Than  forged  ins  helm  his  breastplate,  and  his  greave= 

^yereon  no  canker  lighted,  for  thev  bore 
Ihe  magic  stamp  of  Mechi’s  Silver  Sieel. 


THE  HUSBAND'S  PETITION 

LTaii’s  Edinburgh  Magazine.  Jarmarv  1844.  From  ‘Mv  \V--te4 

Album.  By  Eon  Gaultier’ 1 

CoM.E  hitlier,  my  heart  A  dariiiis’. 

Gome,  sit  upon  mv  tnee, 

And  listen,  viiile  I  Vliisper 
A  boon  I  ask  of  tbee. 

You  need  not  puli  my  wMskers 
bo  amorously,  my  dove ; 

Yis  sometbing  quite  apart  from 
Tile  gentle  cares  of  love. 


Ti^Ie]  La  Mort  d' Artimr, 
2  life]  blood  1843 
10  SNvo-aad]  swoun  1S4S 


A  fragment,  yot  by  Tennyson.  1S43 
S  down  lintoj  downward  to  IS43 
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I  feel  a  bitter  craving — 

^A  diirk  and  deep  desire, 

Til  at  glows  beneatb  my  bosom 
Like  coals  of -kindled  fire. 

The^  passion  of  tiie  nightingale. 

.When  singing  to  tiie  rose, 

Is  feebler  than  the  agony 
That  murders  my  repose ! 

Hay,  dearest !  do  not  doubt  me. 
Thong li  madty  thus  I  speak— 

I  feel  thy  arms*"  about  me. 

Thy  tresses  on  my  cheek : 

I  know  the  sweet  devotion 
That  links  thy  heart  with  mine. — 
I  know  my  souTs  emotion 
Is  doubly  felt  by  thine : 

And  deem  not  that  a  shadow 
fallen  across  my  love: 

Ho,  sweet,  my  love  is  shadowless, 

.4s  yonder  heaven  above. 

These  little  taper  fingers— 

Ah,  Jane  !  how  white  they  be  ! — 
Can  well  supply  the  cruel  want 
That  almost  maddens  me. 

Thou  wilt  not  sure  deny  me 
My  first  and  fond  request  ; 

I  pray  thee,  by  the  memory 
Of  all  we  cherish  best— 

By  all  the  dear  remembrance 
Of  those  delicious  days, 

Mhen,  hand  in  hand,  ive  wandered 
Along  the  summer  braes  ; 

By  all  we  felt,  unspoken, 

When  Meath  the  early  moon, 

We  sat  beside  the  rivulet. 

In  the  leafy  month  of  June ; 

And  by  the  broken  whisper 
That  fell  upon  my  ear, 

More  sweet  than  angel  music. 

When  first  I  wooed  thee,  dear ! 

Bv  that  great  vow  wMeh  bound  thee 
For  ever  to  my  side, 

And  by  the  ring  that  made  thee 
My  darling  and  my  bride  I 

49  which]  that  IS44,  1845 
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Tlioii  wilt  iic>t  fiiil  nor  falter. 

But  bend  tliee  to  the  tasiv— 

A  BO ILEB  SHEEP'S-HEAD  OX  Se''XDAY 
is  ilii  tile  boon  I  ask ! 

53  wilt]  will  2S44.  IS45 
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BY  T'HE  D- 


OF  W’- 


Zdiyil)iirgh  24:ag‘iz4ie.  Becember  iSIl.  From  ^ 

Unpublished  Annuals 

were: 

E.  At  wheel !  Eyes  lelt  ’  Attention'!  Stand  at  ea? 
O  Britain .  0  my  country  I  Words  like  these 
Have  maae  thy  name  a  terror  and  a  fear 
io  all  the  nations.  Witness  Ebro's  banks. 

Assaye  Toulouse,  Nivelle,  and  Waterloo. 

\\iiere  the  grim  despot  miittered-&=t>v.?»;-,;e;.#- 

And  Eey  fled  darkling.-Siience  in  the  ranis! 
liibDirecI  by  tliese,  amidst  the  iron  cra^h 

Of  armies,  in  the  cenite  of  his  troop" 

Ihe  soldier  stands— unmovable.  not  ibh— 

_  Until  the  forces  of  the  foeman  droop ; 
i.ieii  knocks  the  Frenchmen  to  eternal  smash. 
HoEnding  them  into  mummy.  Shoulder,  hoop! 

12  foeman]  foemen  1S41.  1S4S 
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THE  LAY  OF  THE  LEGION 

s  iL*ii}Ll‘Ufg:'i  ll'ift'fiZLiie,  August  1S44.  Frctiii  *15011  Gaultier 
aad  iiis  Friends  b.  Reprinted  in  t!ie  JAiOui-  IS-jT" 

When  I  was  in  the  Legion 
A  siiort  time  ago, 

"W  e  went  the  pace  as  pleasantlv 
^As  erer  you^  did  know  : 

Tlie^  cares  of  life  and  waiiil^e  strife 
Were  all,  I  ween,  forgot. 

As  we  waited  into 'the  ^Sherry  casks. 

And  never  paid  a  shot, 

Foiywe  bold  lads  of  Evans’ 

W'ent  roving  with  the  moon —  ic 

Old  Sp>ain  was  made  for  the  Xe’^Ysate  blade. 
And  for  the  stout  Poltroon  ! 

We  wouldn’t  stand  no  drilling, 

Oh,  that  was  all  my  eve, 

But  did  exactly  as  we  pleased. 

And  ke|)t  our  powder  dry. 
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We  always  fired,  when  Twas  required, 

Behin  A  a  vineyard  fence : 

But  as  for  open  cat-and-thrust, 

We’d  rather  too  much  sense,  20 

For  we  bold  lads  of  Evans’ 

Marched  to  another  tune, 

And  "Tight  about!  ’  was  still  the  shout 
That  moved  the  stout  Poltroon ! 

How  jolly  looked  the  Convent ! 

And,  blow  me,  what  a  din 
The  nuns  and  Lady  Abbess  made. 

As  we  came  thundering  in  1 
'•What  screams  and  squalls  rung  through  the  walls, 
’Twas  like  to  deafen  me,  30 

When  our  Captain  took  his  helmet  off, 

And  begged  the  cellar  key ! 

Then  we  bold  lads  of  E^’ans’ 

Got  tipsy  very  soon, — 

And  if  the  brave  will  misbehave, 

Why  not  a  stout  Poltroon? 

0  me,  that  glorious  Legion ! 

If  I  were  there  again, 

I  would  not  leave  an  ounce  of  plate 
In  any  house  in  Spain.  40 

I’d  fake  away,  the  livelong  day, 

And  drink  till ^ all  was  blue;’ 

For  a  happier  life  I  could  not  lead, 

^No  more,  my  lads,  could  you, 

Than  to^  be  a  boy  of  EvansI 
No  milk-and-water  spoon,' 

And  crack  the  flasks  and  drain  the  casks 
Like  a  regular  Poltroon  ! 

29  rung]  run  IS57 
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the  golden  age 

‘  Money  is  plentiful,  and  may  be  had  obeap.**— 

s  Ifaya^iVie,  Koyember.  1^52  anonv^  rr-  C' ”’ 
Ascribed  to  Aytonn  in  the  ISbf"  ' 

Money  abuiidaiit,  at  an  easy  rate  ^  ^ 

Hear  §i^  ye  Nine,  dull  guardians  of  uw  &te  * 

Old  maids  of  Pmdus  ye  who  used  to  dwell  ' 

On  the  green  slopes  by  Aganippe’s  well : 

^e,  from  whose  lessons  sapient  Yirgil  drew 
The  art  to  smg,  and  fill  his  pockets  too : 

1  e,  who  to  Horace  such  enchantment  save. 

That  een  the  Maecenas  was  his  sllve  ; 

^  .these  degenerate  times. 

That  stoutly  strives  to  drive  a  trade  in  rhvnies—  i 
j^d  me,  for  once,  yuth  all  your  mvstic  power 
To  catch  some  spnnkhng  of  this  golden  shower. 

Ep  vet,  as  prophets  of  the  market  sav. 

Ihe  deluge  sweeps  all  dividends  awav" 

Ei-e  Hong  Annuities  and  Three  per  Oents 
Partake  the  dismal  fall  of  landed  rehs  l’ 

0  swift  Pactolus,  on  whose  sunnv  shore 

llie  poets  loyed  to  meditate  of  yore — 

Tagus,  whose  waters  ere  they  W-hed  the  nia;n 
Left  a  iich  tribute  of  the  sparkling  grain— 

Ganges,  and  Pison,  wW  the  gold  was  good, 

And  thoiij  Euphrates^  Eden’s  harrier  flood — 

\  our  old  renown  has  faded  to  a  dream ; 

1  our  glory  past  to  a  barbarian  stream. 

Midas  and  Croesus,  Mngs  !  ye  both  were  poor 
^pared  with  hm,  the  strong  Australian  boor, 

\\  ho,  with  one  blow  compels  the  rock  to  yield 
More  gold  than  rested  in  the  Lydian  field.  “ 
asks  in  this,  oui*  more  prolific  day 
Where  Ophuls  mines,  once  wrought  bf  Israel,  lay? 
Oonsuh  the  Twnes — it  points  a  ready  road  '  ^ 

ro  the  true  temples  of  the  Golden  “God. 

|or  Ban  Franci.^p  ho  !~or,  should  you  quail, 

\\hy,  for  Port  Philip  there  are  fifty  sail.  ‘ 

A  chpper  leaves  next  week— she’s  tight  and  sound, 
ihe  cabin  fare  is  only  twenty  pound! 

you  have,  and  seek  that  blessed  shore, 

Hhicli,  stead  of  pebble-stones,  yields  precious  ore: 

here  the  wild  biishman  eats  his  loathly  fare. 

Upon  a  rock,  more  rich  than  David’s  chair.  ' 

One  of  you  Nine,  awake  !  I  need  a  Muse 
lo  sing  the  land  of  kites  and  kangaroos, 
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Wliere  nature^  passisg  from  the  primal  curse, 
Has  fumished  e’en  dumb  creatures  with  a  purse, 
Amd  glTen  the  rank  oppossiim  of  the  vale  ^ 
A  more  convenient  sporran  than  the  Gael. 


Once  on  a  time— ’tis  thus  tliat  empii-es  rise. 

For  Eonie,  whose  eagles  mounted  to  the  skies. 

Owed  her  foundation  to  a  robber  clan, 

The  very  refuse  and  reproach  of  man—  50 

Once  on  a  time  we  sent  whate’er  -was  vile, 

Erom  the  pure  precincts  of  our  noiihern  isle. 

To  till  untaxed,  and  free  from  aught  save  toil. 

The  countless  acres  of  a  virgin  soil. 

Was  any  branded  with  the  mark  of  shame  ? 

AjiotheE  land  received  him  all  the  same. 

The  hardy  labourer,  for  his  weekly  wage, 

Toiled  on,  unnoticed  here,  from  youth  to  age, 

Cheered  by  the  hope  that,  strength  and  manhood  past. 
The  pooriiouse  gates  might  yawn  for  him  at  last.  60 
But  he,  the  young  Colossus  Ef  the  road, 

Whose  lust  for  plunder  summoned  him  abroad, 
Whose  ardent  soul  aspired  the  path  to  tread 
Pursued  by  Turpin  and  the  glorious  dead  — 

Or  he,  the“  low-browed  wretch,  obscene  and  sly, 
Whose  only  thought  was  how  to  fake  a  cly ; 

Who  never  yet  eoiiid  earn  an  honest  meail 
Or  use  Ms  hiiiibie  fingers  save  to  steal— 

Them  lot  was  better  far.  Across  the  sea" 

Their  generous  country  sent  them  passage-free,  70 
To  hold  sweet  eclogues  Meath  Australian  skies, 

And  waken  Sydney’s  groves  with  Fleet  Street’s  cries. 
A  pastoral  region,  with  a  thriving  flock, 

Where  sheep  and  convicts  formed  the  staple  stock  : 
Where  tallow,  wool,  and  ^burn-talk  combined 
To  raise  the  soul,  and  purify  the  mind. 

Behold  it  now.  Not  he,  the  potent  sprite, 

Who  reared  Aladdin’s  palace  in  a  night — 

Not  the  Czar  Petep  who,  in  mist  ail'd  fog. 

Called  up  his  glorious  city  from  a  bog,  So 

Wrought  greater  change  than  that  surveyor  old. 

Who  raised  a  yellow  stone  and  found  it  gold  ! 

Small,  in  the  future  years,  must  be  thy  fame, 

My  poor  Golumbus !  Chiefs  of  former  name — 

Pizarro,  Cortez — nought  remains  of  you, 

&ve  the  deep  curse  of  those  you  foully  slew. 
Hawkins  and  Baleigh — men  of  bygone  years — 

WThat  were  ye  both ,  but  brilliant  buccaneers  ? 

'  Long  since  exhausted  is  the  hoard  you  brought, 
Scarce  worth  a  ’banker’s— not  a  nation’s — thought,  ,90 
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Your  broad  moidores  have  dwindled  into  groats  : 

lour  spoils  iiaTe  suiiered  change  to  paper  notes. " 

One  Jew  alone  lor  one  election  dav 
\Vould  your  whole  precious  Ei  Dorado  pay. 

Let  Piutus  take  his  stand, 
With  one  foot  steady  on  Australian  lan-i  • 

Let  him  his  veins  of  native  wealth  disriav. 

And  call  tiie  Jniinaii  vultures  to  their  prev 

need ^of  pressing  See!  from  north  and  west 
Aduilams  inmates  imiTv  to  the  Quest  ' 

On  every  side,  in  Babefs  speech  is  li4rd- 
mere  are  the  diggings  ?  What  -'s  the  rate  per  yard  ? 
Ten  thousand  souls  delve,  fight,  blaspheine,  perspire. 
In  natiiie  s  liombarci  Street  of  mud  and  mire  •' 
Swarming,  like  tadpoles  in  an  April  ihtch.  ^ 

To  rake  the  drainage,  and  at  once  be  rkh  * 

The  ships  he  rotting  on  the  idle  strand— ^ 

Jack  jiath  levanted  to  the  golden  land, 
onwatched  the  sheep  may'stn,v.  the  cattle  roam  •— 
Aone  but  a  bondsiave.  sure,  would  bide  at  home, 
lo  Capel  Court  the  strong  infection  spreads:  iti 

Unco  more  the  jobbers  raise  their  eager  heads. 

Back  come  the  ravens ^  who,  in  lortv-seven. 

Were  to^  Bologne  or  kindiv  Calais  driven 
^1  undismayed  by  crashes  on  the  rail, " 

They  scent  £he  future  earrion  in  the  gale. 

In  fungus-growth  new  companies  arise—^' 

Invest  your  coin,  ye  widows,  and  be  wise! 

Make  haste  delay  not — shares  are  rising  fast  • 

empty ^ bubble  this,  as  was  the  last.'"  '  120 

Behold  this  lump  of  quartz  "with  slitterinsr  veiiis — 
INay,  come  and  handle— it  is  woith  the  pains 
Gold  by  the  ton!  moll  pi-ciit  by  the  hint? 

A  whole  Ben  Nevis  ready  for 

ground  is  purchased  “up.  the  rock  siiiTeyed— 

Two  pounds  deposit;  and  your  fortune 's  made !  ^ 

The  bait  is  cast,  the  gudgeons  swarm  in  sight. 

Dear ^ cousin  Jonas,  art  thou  prone  to  bite? 

Bethink  thee,  coz,  what  sad  mishaps  befeli 
The  lines  you  loved  not  wisely  but  too  well,  130 
you  and  many  more  embarked  in  shares 
In  mat  fell  masquerade  of  bulls  and  bears. 

Gods  I  how  ye  vaunted  then.  With  what  disdain 
Te  looked  on  labour  and  its  patient  gain! 

The  thrifty  wretch  who  sought  to  work  bv  rale, 

Was,  m  your  sage  opinion,  But  a  fool 

The  easy  road  to  wealth  was  found  at  last ' 

What  need  of  toil  when  stocks  were  rising  fest? 
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Or  if,  at  times,  some  faint  suspicion  came,  139 

That  they  who  won,  at  length  might  lose  the  game, 

An  oracle  was  near.  From  out  his  den 
The  Delphic  broker  cheered  the  souls  of  men. 

He  knew  the  traffic  tables— could  tell 
When  royal  Hudson  meant  to  buy  or  sell : 

And— this  was  secret — if  you  wished  to  win, 

Now  was  the  time  to  Tenture  boldly  in. 

A  line  there  was — he  durst  not  mention  which — 
But,  if  you’d  trust  him,  he  would  make  you  rich. 
Down  below  par  its  value  had  been  driven —  149 

Next  week  the  shares  would  rise  to  thirty-seven ! 


Too  ready  ink !  0  far  too  easy  pen ! 

Where  was  your  guardian  angel.  Jonas,  then? 

Did  no  misgivings  haunt  you  when  you  signed 
For  more  than  twice  you/ father  left  behind? 

Had  you  no  wholesome  doubts— no  lurking  fear 
Of  that  sly  serpent  whispering  in  your  ear? 

Heard  you  no  waiming  voices  in  your  sleep 
Eepeat  the  adage — Look  before  you  leap  ? 

Alas!  against  the  chance  of  instant  gam,  159 

E’en  conscience  makes  her  stern  protest  in  vain ! 

For  one  short  month  you  saw  your  stakes  augment, 
And  reckoned  up  youi‘  gain  at  “cent  per  cent. 

Brisk  was  the  betting,  as  when  gamblers  set 
Their  shifting  gold  at  hazard  or  roulette. 

Then  came  the  crash !  And  such  a  howl  arose, 

As  when  a  city 's  plundered  by  its  foes ! 

*  Sell  out  at  once  !  ’  was  now  the  general  cry — 

Yain  the  advice,  for  not  a  soul  would  buy. 

Behold  in  fits  a  valiant  son  of  Mars — 

‘  Wholl  purchase  scrip?’  For  what?  To  light  cigars? 
With  s^king  limbs  the  pale  directors  stood,  171 
Protestmg  faintly  that  their  shares  were  good. 

'  The  dividend  is  sure,  despite  of  falls ;  ’ 

Yea,  but,  my  masters — tvlio's  to  pay  tlie  calls? 

Yet  wherefore  dwell  on  those  portentous  years, 
Unblessed  bv  any  save  the  engineers, 

Who  piercecf  the  mountains,  framed  the  iron  way, 
Brought  in  their  bills,  and  forced  the  rest  to  pay? 
Not  ours  in  spite  or  malice  to  recall 
The  frenzy-fit  that  ruined  health  and  hall,  180 

Divorced  broad  acres  from  their  luckless  lord, 

And  smote  the  merchant  sharper  than  the  sword. 
Nations,  they  say,  go  mad  as  well  as  men — 

Good,  a  nation  find  its  wits  again ! 

Yet  stili,  though  now  diverted  from  the  rails, 

’Twould  seem  that  England’s  lunar  mood  prevails — 
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&tiil  in  iier  brain  toe  wiid  excitement  burns 
01  grand  mTestments  and^of  quick  returns. 

Tile  preacher  reads  the  holy  text  aloud. 

Denomcmg  Mammon  to  the  assembled  crowd —  irc 
The  fervent  congregation  cries  *  AmAji  ^  ^ 

straightway  turns  to  3Iaiiiiiion^s  works  iwor- 
I  need  not  here  the  tiiriee-toid  tale  rerea-  ^ 

Oi  nobles  grovelling  at  a  gambler’s  fe-"''— " 

Xi  Egvptian  shane— 

m  idKjts  oftermg  incense  to  an 

things  have  been,  and  are:  for  wealth  has  newer 

will  retain  it  till  earth's  latest  hour  ■ 
feages  mav  mourn,  and  satirists  mav  faush. 

^ut  aj-e  there's  homage  hr  the  Golden  I'alf. 

■^at  common  weakness,  -vvhich  but  few  cescise 

iwere  vain  for  me  to  brand  or  stigmaiiz#^. 
btill  does  the  motlev  crowd  on  Dives  w~ah 
And  none  consort  with  Lazarus  at  the  gate. 

It  mny  be  true  that,  in  the  davs  of  old. 

ourselves,  were'bent  on  gold, 
that  the  reverence  which  thev  also  paid 
Eegarded  more  the  scabbard  than  the  blade. 

not  .till  now — so  I  at  least  maintain — 

Was  England’s  gloiy  ranked  beneath  her  gain  :  210 

Mer  matchless  empire,  instanced  as  a  curse  ’ 
the  mean  guardians  of  the  public  purse  * 

Her  power  curtailed  on  every  vile  prefence 
Her  safety  styled  a  question  of  expense ! 


0  men !  0  brothei-s !  hearken— ere  the  grave 
hor  ever  shuts  upon  the  wise  and  brave— 

iS  .  ^  — 9°  him,  the  greatest  man 

Inat  England  knew  since  first  her  fame  began. 

In  youth,  the  keen  Peiides  of  the  war: 

^  manhood,  ^sager  than  Ulvsses  far ;  2  ■’ 

M  age,  like  Nestor,  honoured  and  revered 
^  the  proud  chiefs  his  high  example  reared. 

rung  the  funeral  knell, 

I  hey  have  not  laid  him  in  his  narrow  cell  * 
Uncovered  yet  remains  the  statelv  head  -  ' 

Of  the^  gray  warrior,  grandest  now,  when  dead. 

U,  m  that  coming  day  of  grief  and  gloom, 

;When  England's  besf  shall  bear  him  to  the  tomb— 
When  every  eye  will  glisten  with  a  tear 
As  true  as  ever  wet  a  father's  bier—  2 : 

^  ]ye  gaze  upon  that  honoured  grave, 

blight  not  the  warning  that  Ms  wisdom  gave— 
Forget  not  that  his  latest  prayer  was  given 
For  our  dear  country  at  the  gate  of  heaven — 
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For  us  and  ours !_  O  well  for  us  to  weep  I 
He  lies  for  eTer  in  Ms  glorious  sleep; 

1\0T  dram,  nor  trump,  nor  hostile  legions’  tread 
Can  now  disturb  the  qihet  of  the  dead. 

O  well  for  us  to  weep !  Let  tears  of  shame 

Show  that  our  mourning  is  not  but  in  name.  240 

Have  we  not^heard,  and  heard  without  rebuke, 

A  base  Thersites  railing  at  the  Luke*? 

Have  we  not  heard  a  cotton  monger’s  sneers 
At^iiis  hoar  head  and  honourable  years? 

Let  that  mean  demagogue,  with  brazen  brow, 

Dare  to  repeat  Ms,  witless* insult  now! 

The  very  knaves  that  took  liis  words  on  trust 
Would  scowl  upon  Mm  with  supreme  disgust, 

And  spurn  the  wretch  who  durst  at  such  a  time 
Connect  the  name  of  Wellington  with  crime !  250 

For  ever  quenched  is  that  heroic  light 
That  beamed  before  us  in  the  darkest  night, 

Even  as  the^  fiery  pillar  sent  to  guide 
The  hosts  of  Israel  o’er  the  deserts  wide, 

Kew  times— hew  thoughts!  We  need  some  novel  sage 
To  rise,  the  fresh  apostle  of  the  age; 

Through  human  wit  some  wiser  rule  to  teach 
Than  that  wMeii  severed  nations  by  their  speech. 

Lo,  he  is  here!  To  sympathizing  friends 

Her  brawny  blacksmith  young  Columbia  sends;  260 

His  voice  yet  raucous  vnth  the  forge’s  fume. 

He  ^  mounts  the  platform  graced  by  Joseph  Hume — 
Swings  his  huge  fi.sts  as  with  a  hammer’s  bang, 
i^d  shouts  for  peace  in  pestilent  harangue. 

ISTo  common  Yuiean  our  audacious  smith! 

With  frantic  gesture  and  with  furious  pith 
He  raEs  at  kings,  denounces  nations’  wars, 

And  hurls  his  anvE  at  the  crest  of  Mars ! 

Big  burly  Quakers  follow  in  Ms  wake, 

And  cotton  lords~for  exportation’s  sake.  '  270 

Loud  be  your  waE,  you  diplomatic  crew! 

Henceforth  the  vf orlS  hath  little  need  of  you ; 

Away  for  ever  with  your  paper  boats — 

Your  quires  of  protocols  and  reams  of  notes, 

Your  treaties  framed  by  famous  heads  of  yore, 

Your  old  absurd  traditionary  lore ; 

Let  Palmerston  and  Bunsen  disappear. 

We  need  no  statesmen  of  their  kidney  here! 

Our  Congress  rests  upon  a  wider  base";  ■ 

Its  doors  are  open  to  the  human  race.  280 

W allv  in.,  my  friends !  Nay — never  stand  in  awe — 
Youll  gain  a, hearing  if  you  rail  at  law. 

No  prudish  audience  tMs — propound  your  views ; 
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Be  pungent,  not  with  Irjinour.  but  abuse. 

Take  Satan^s  method,  which  is  simplv  ihis- 
To  carp  and  snarl  at  evervthing  that 'is. 
iSo  better  model  can  be  kept  in  v’Vw 
That  shrewd  reformer  knows  a  thin-  or  -w, 

Some  special  tests  are  rather  in  ris'wav^' 

But  they  re  not  binding— so  his  n-o’.he--'  s-^v 
Honour  the  King-or  Queen v-tL  n.in^s'a-'-LPa  ' 
\\nat  s  honour -t-nothing  but  an  emptr  wordV  ‘ 
Ana  wliat  s  allegiance,  bui  a  qiiibblin^r  niirus*-'^ 
Despised  by  freemen  in  tlios^  liberal 
Siibniit  to  powers  tliat  be?  Ye  er^ds:  fit 

That  any  save  a  bunasman.  siiolild  submit? 

That  doctrine  surely  none  would  dare  to  press— 

(Jiu  man.,  tis  harcily  safe  to  answer — Yes ! 

Y  our  faith  was  fasllioned  in  an  ancient  sell  col : 

Your  Me  was  spent  beneath  a  diiiereiit  rule: 

Tne  tree  compatnots  of  your  eariv  dar 
Knew  how  to  love,  to  honour,  and  obev. 

They  duly  wwsMpped  at  their  fathers”  Vane. 

Tor  tiiem  the  democrat  declaimed  in  Tain.  ’ 

Yo  weekly  sheets  of  filth  and  lies  combi 
Brought  rank  mfection  to  the  honest  mini 
Ihey  heard  no  canting  doctrine  from  aij’^oad  » 

Yjo  miscreant  stepped^'betwixt  them  and  their  God. 

lOTed  ^  their  countiy:  proud  were  they  to  claim 
ihe  oici  ciistiiic iion  ot  an  Engiisii  naine  ;  -i  ''' 

The  Saxon  Mood  ran  warm  witiiin  their  yeins— 
iyiey  hated  treason,  and  they  scoffed  at  chains, 
hot  such  the  creed  these  noisy  boasters  bawl 

hustings,  couhcii-roGm,  and  hall. 

Wild  With  delight,  they  saw  in  neiglibcuiring  France 
The  torches  Maring  and  the  sabres  gianee : 

When  great  King  Mob  arose  in  frantic  raid 
Against  the  puppet  monarch  it  had  made. 

M  Mste,  to  hail  the  brotherhood  of  naan. 

To  Paris  straight  our  rank  reformers  ran.  320 

not  brothers?’  ‘Yea!’  the  Mouses  cried. 
We  all  are  brothers,  and  we’li  all  diyide! 

Death  ^  to  the  rich  !  ail  property  is  theft !  ’ 

Aghast  our  patriots  listened — and  they  left. 

Freedom  we  loye,  but  freedom  was  not  there, 
ihat  10  ul  Megaera,  with  the  tangled  hair, 

blood  besprent,  and  diunk  with  fiery  wine. 

Bore  little  token  of  a  birth  diyine. 

Yet  hymns  were  fashioned  in  that  beldame’s  praise, 
TT-ri  minstrels  shrined  her  in  their  lays : 

With  gibbering  glee  the  ghost  of  Thomas  Paine  '331 
Heard  the  old  watchwords  thrill  the  streets  again, 
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And  eager  GJaartists  murinured  as  tliev  ran— 

•  Tlie  Age  of  Eeason  and  the  Eights  of  Man !  ’ 

^  Turn  we  from  tihs  unto  our  former  theme ; 

Be  Gold  again  our  topic  and  our  dream.  ^ 
thou  mysterious  witch,  vclept  the  league— 

Thou  ^^ouhgest  born  of  Falsehood  and  Intri<yue— 
Thou  fairly-seeming,  yet  deceitful  maid—  ^ 

Thou  gay  Calypso  of  “the  cotton  trade,— 

"^■^'here  is  the  promise  now,  the  pledge  secure 
Once  made  by  him,  your  lusty  paramour?  ^ 

Why  do  the  foreign  nations  still  refuse 
To  cancel  customs,  and  relax  their  dues? 

Why  do  obnoxious  tariffs  still  appear, 

Waxing  in  growth  with  each  successiTe  veai*? 

How  comes  it  that  America  and  France 
Bound  not  responsive  to  the  proffered  dance 
But  evermore,  with  sulky  looks,  decline  ’ 

To  interchange  their  kindred  hand  with  thine*^  550 
Did  you  e’er  hope— Tis  time  to  ask  it  yet— 

To  catch  shrewd  Jonathan  within  your  net _ 

Or  coax  our  bearded  neighbour,  Despardieiix 
Quite  to  forget  the  fate  of  Waterloo  ?  ' 

Unhappy  female !  if  you  did,  ’twere  vain— 

Hay,  try  your  arts  on  Germany  and  Spain. 

The  Bon  won’t  take  your  calicoes  for  wine 
And  black  as  thunder  glooms  the  Zollverem 
bigots  they  to  meet  with  suidv  scorn 
Your  free  proposals  for  their  surplus  com.  260 

hour  bosom  bare,  theyll  fill  it  in  a  trice— 

Ah  but,  Gal37pso !  why  not  fix  a  price  ? 

Like  other  jades,  when  warning  is  in  vain 
hou  risked  the  danger,  and  you  lost  the  gain, 
meet  the  vexing  question  now 
fvitii  broad  defiance  brazened  on  your  brow. 

_  What  has  been  done,  is  patent  to  us  all ; 

It  may  be,  partly,  done  beyond  recall, 
lor  frequent  changes  in  those  perilous  times 
Appear  to  statesmen  little  short  of  crimes;  ^  370 

And  the  OTeat  art  of  whirling  round  the  wheel 
Has  perished  with  its  prime  Professor,  Peek  ' 
let  not^ior  that  shall  we,  who  recognize 
special  gift  in  League-anointed  eyes, 

Eenounee  the  right  of  judgement  on  the  past. 

Ur,  scoinging  former  follies,  spare  the  last.  ' 
Production— Genesis— Tis  all  the  same— 
lhat  hath  been  argued  in  the  works  of  Graham. 

It  any  still  take  mterest  in  the  text, 

Or  on  the  question  feel  at  all  perplexed,  3  So 
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Let  tLeni  consult  the  homo  aeneous  views 
Conceived  and  uttered  hv  the  Border  nirse. 

One  year  it  seeiiitth  to  the  good  Sir  ,101:1*^5. 

Such  and  so  stringent  aje  the  fanners'  eh* f:as. 

That — wheat  reauced — the  tenants  with  nirse, 

3Iust  quit  the  coimuy  while  lie  cwns  a  pursL”' 

Not  so  his  notions  in  anotder  Tear : 

Then,  weak  and  tlimsy  ail  their  ela:in>  a^Orar, 

IrThat  formerly  wo'^s  right,  is  in*  n-tru'-.s  now* 

All  eliaiige  uc-peiioiiig  on  the  landlord's  t-ow, 

A  new  idea  comes  withour  exp>-n-e — 

^'Where's  your  guano,  Allows h—hao'e  wo;  sense? 

'Tis  merepitjlusion  that  you  can't  er.in*  - 
hVith  Polish^ peasants  inhhe  jrotTtL  wLwU. 

Don't  talk  ofTaxes  asid  iiic’emen:  skhs — 

Deduce  the  rents?  Wliy.  Sirs,  tliev  cueih  to  rise! 
And,  hark  ^re — mere's  a  I:  n  in  the  ;  an*  — 

The  army— hem !  Best  not  i-r.voks  it-  vnarhl^ 

_  0  many-sided  couneillor.  farewell ! 

On  thee  and  thine  we  have  no:  space  to  dwell  eco 
One  passing  tribute  only  it  is  h: 

To  lav  before  the  altar  >jl  thv  wit. 

Nor  the  cmameieon  with  its  Lun,*:wl  diveu 
And  instant^  gieums  that  mock  the  gvzlfs  ewe-s— 

Net  Proteus  seii.  when  dtritiv  luriitd  cf  vj„oe 
Ay  Arhuaeiis  on  Emat.daV  shore. 

In  rapid  change  of  form  cuuL:  vie  avith  thee. 
Consuminate  master  01  incon-r-oijv  I 

ITell.  then,  the  novel  law  exeits  its  fur  : 

YdheW^  follows  next?  3Thy,  Exc-T:s  of  eoirrw  !  410 

To  othey  issue  Cijiild  be  seen  or  s.urwa 
Vdheii  fureiuii  lal)our  super-^rdes  owr  own. 

Ydliy  till  the  soil,  if  proTrless  vre  reap: 

lYho  cares  for  that?— the  jevilTs  hie:.  1  is  chew’» ! 

O ^strangest  symptom  01  a  thriving  statu 
YTien  countless  thousands  swaniiNo  emi crate! 

TYhen  half  a  people  gird  their  iains  to  AT 
NpW  from  o|)]>res^ioii.  b;:t  prosperitv! 

Yt  iiat  wild  lielusiun  tempts  them  thus  to  rcmti. 

Just  at  the  time  when  tuade  is  freed  at  home?'  420 
Hope  they,  perchance,  vutiiin  ti.eir  new  alj  ‘do, 

T«3  live  beneath  sunie  yet  more  liberal  code? 

JYhat  seek  our  children  in  the  'WYstwn  s.ul? 

TIark  the  reply — ‘Protection  for  their  toil!' 

^  Wiiigs !  if  you  ever  pondere^i  for  an  hour 
On  aught  save  means  to  scramble  into  power — ’ 

If,  for  a  time,  your  thoughts  could  iiirn  astray 
Prom,  prurient  gloatings  litter  future  Tcav^ — 

Ai'TOUN  L 
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Tliis  Exodus,^  metMnks.  might  well  abate 
Your  self-sufficient  corffideiice  of  late,  430 

And  force  even  recMess  Eussell  to  confess 
That  Melbourne’s  notion  was  the  mser  guess. 

Eoiind  Eichard’s  object  there  was  no  disguise — 
loomed  distinct  through  multitudes  of  lies. 

All  knew^to  what  it  tended— right  or  wrong. 

He  had  his  purpose,  and  he  kept  it  strong, 
iknd  therefore^  I,  who  still  detest  his  views, 

Dare  not  to  him,  in  honour,  to  refuse 
Some  Hory  in  the  deed,  which  furtive  John 
WoiilcT fain  appropriate  to  himself  alone.  4^0 

Had  Pharaoh  kindly  dealt  with  Jacob's  race, 
Perchance  they  might  have  tarried  in  their  place— 
Enriched  the  land  that  lay  by  sullen  Nile, 

And  borne  Egyptian  burdens"  for  a  while. 

Blit  Pharaoh,  acting  on  the  liberal  law, 

Demanded  bricks,  and  yet  refused  his  straw. 

Eanises  and  Eussell  both  have  pregnant  claims 
In  emigi'ation’s  page  to  live  as  names  ; 

And.  in  the  point  of  worth,  ’tis  hard  to  choose 
’Twixt  those  who  scourged  the  Iiish  or  the  Jews. 

I’d  like  to  ask — and  answer  it  who  list,  451 

Save  that^duli  dotard,  the  Economist — 

One  Question  which  may  well  attention  fix — • 

When  Israel  left,  who  was’t  supplied  the  bricks? 

In  science  ages  only  count  as  hours; 

For  *  bricks’  read  faxes’,  and  the  question’s  ours. 
Yet  Industiy,  they  say,  is  wholly  free — 

It  may  be  so  with  some,  but  not  with  me. 

Though  pooipthe  raiment  that  defends  our  backs. 

Not  even  scribblers  ’scape  the  Income-tax.  '  460 
Why  comes  that  hateful  wetch,  at  stated  times, 

To  gauge  my  couplets  and  excise  my  rhymes  *? 

Why  does  he  ravish  from  my  mean  abohe, 

The  hard-earned  fruits  of  ele^  and  ode? 

No  land  have  I,  no  mansion  or  domain, 

My  only  mine — a  poor  one— is  my  brain ; 

And  yet  for  brains  there ’s  no  exemption  made. 

Why  am  I  taxed  ? — to  bolster  up  Free  Trade  ! 

No  marvel  ail  of  us  in  wrath  withstood 
The  vile  proposal  of  that  bungler  Wood —  470 

Phoebus  be  praised,  he’s  out!— to  tithe  our  stock, 
And  shear  more  closely  the  Parnassian  flock! 

To  mulct  the  silent  author,  sure,  is  hard — 

Whj^  not  a  tax  on  speeches  by  the  yard? 

WYlv  not  amerse,  on  each  successive  night, 

The  restless  tongues  of  Gibson  and  of  Bright? 

Apply  the  yule  of  ‘profits  drawn  from  tm3e,’ 

To  Ireland’s  patriots  and  their  stout  brigade! 
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Pluck  ^Murphy's  fiowers  of  riietoric  in  ikeir 
Aiid  e’en  extract  a  tax  from  JoseDh  Hume*?  4-5 
What  princely  di-\-iclends  would  briilant  Grev 
In  right  of  long  colonial  speeclies,  par ! 

And  GMsholm  Anstey,  if  fie ’s  tociu  Ter, 

Might  in  one  year  redeem  the  nation's 

Dear  lady  Muses,  of  experience  lioai, 

S&Y,  were  your  Totaries  handled  thus  of  vore  ? 

Were  Homers^ Iliads  reckoned  line  hr  line? 

Took  Solon  titiiings  of  the  art  diTine'? 

Why  pay  for  Pegasus,  that  steed  forlorn. 

Who ^ rarely  ever  tastes  a  feed  of  corn?  49:: 

Lo !  in  the  name  of  all  the  tuneiiii  trade, 

I,  from  my  gan-et,  supplicate  your  aid. 

From  that  bad  emiiience  my  earnest  cries 
Gan^  surely  penetrate  the  neighbouring  skies. 

0  give  assistance  to  your  sons.  I  pray— 

Melt  the  responsive  heart  of  Vivian  Grey  : 

Lead  Mm  to  deal  with  men  of  wealth  and  gain. 

Not  with  US  poor  disiractors  of  our  brain! 

Else  I,  descending  from  m\'  tali  abode. 

Like  other  bards, _  perforce  must  roam  abroad —  5c: 

Assume  the  rocking-cradle  once  again. 

Take  up  the  shovel,  and  renounce  the  pen. 

Even  now  I  listen,  in  my  nightly  dreams. 

To  the  hoarse  purling  ofLliistraikn  streams ; 

Mistake  the  amorous  call  of  cats  that  woo. 

For  the  wild  shriek  of  startled  kangaroo: 

And  deem  the  earliest  Covent-gardeii  cry, 

To  be  the  digger’s  niorniDg  rhapsody  I 

Gold—gold !  On  every  side  I  hear  the  sound  I 
Somewhere,  no  doubt,  the  metal  must-  abound.  51™ 
I  pause  and  Jook  like  Whittington  of  yore, 

Lest  at  my  feet  should  lie  the  precious"  ore. 

But— woe  the  while—I  have  not  found  it  yet ; 

No  more  have  many,  gracing  the  Gazette. 

’Tis  coming  in,  they  say,  both  fast  and  free — 

Alas !  I  know  it  never  comes  to  me, 

I  meet  no  golden  symptoms  when  I  stop 
To  eat,  sans  wine,  iny  melancholy  chop ; 

Nor  can  I  trace  in  any  friend  I  Join, 

Much  augmentation  of  Ms  stores  of  coin.  5- 

Who  draweth  near  with  such  a  piteous  face? 

I  know  hiim  now — a  WMg  that  lost  Ms  place. 

A  staunch  adherent  he,  in  eveiT  shape. 

Of  the  grand  mysteries  ^of  wax:  and  tape ; 

A  fi,rm  heliever  in  the  juggling  plan ; 

A  steadfast,  thorough-going  partisan. 

Why  prowls  he  now  so  late  through  Scotian J-yard  ? 
Why  to  you  window  turns  Ms  fond  regard*? 
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WLy  near  that  portal  iounges  he  so  slow? 

Alas!  nietliinks  I  comprehend  Ms  woe!  530 

Even  as  the  Peri  of  the  eastern  song. 

At  Eden's  gl orions  giiteway  lingered  long, 

Though  conscious  in  her  soul  that  never  more 
For  iier  niigiit  open  that  celestial  door — 

So  now,  his  manly  heart  with  sorrow  big. 

Before  the  Treasury  stalks  the  banished  WMg! 

For  Iiiin  no  more  official  tapers  burn — 

No  pitying  angel  hints  at  his  return ; 

No  ill  ore  sliairiie  pursue  at  quart  er-dciy. 

The  bounding  steps  of  Eiisseil  and  of  Grey ;  540 

€)r,  deeply  caring  for  Ms  country's  good,^_ 

Exchange  responsive  pleasantries  with  Wood. 

Unhappy  yoiitli!  why  longer  tarry  here? 

This  place  for  thee  is  desolate  and  drear ! 

Nay,  weep  not  so!  that  sob  rny  bosom  rends — 
Follow  vour  leader— seek  your  northern  friends. 
Behold,  where  undismayed  by  late  defeat, 

Your  glorious  chief  forsakes  his  close  retreat — 
Achieves  new  victories  <»n  Albyn’s  shore. 

And  gathers  burgess  tickets  by  the  score !  550 

Hark"!  how  his  treble  pipe,  on  Tay  and  Forth, 

Tliiills  thror.gh  the  ardent  patriots  of  the  north — 
Enlists  iresliYiordes  of  Bailies  in  Ms  cause, 

And  from  lethargic  Provosts  wrings  applause. 

No  trumpeter  needs  he!  That  injured  Sciint, 

TVitii  soiii  superior  to  absurd  restraint, 

Sounds  ills  oivn  praise  an<l  ever  more  proclaims 
His  as  the  foremost  of  existing  manies ! 

See,  w’hile  he  urtors  no  uncertain  sound, 

How  keenly  gaze  Ms  satellites  around:  ^  560 

With  Sparfair  A'aloiir  how  they  cheer  their  guide — 

A  horricl  hunger  gnawing  at  fheir  side  — 

Expectant  of  the  day  when,  once  again 
That  great  commancler  shall  resume  his  reign, 

And,  with  a  smile  of  triiiiiipii  on  his,  face. 

Invite  them  back  to  Goshen  and  to  place ! 

But  now  the  evening  shades  are  settling  down — 

A  creeping  fog  invacies  the  shivering  town ;  ^ 

ClaiiiiiiY  and  cold  the  stones  beneath  my  feet, 

And  hoarse  the  cry  of  ininstreis  in  the  street.  570 
Ill  Me  me  home,  and  lay  my  aching  head 
On  the  hard  pillow  of  iny  truckle  bed, 

Th  dream,  perhaps,  of  Danae  in  her  tower — 

Of  Jove  descending  in  a  ^^eneroiis  shower— 

Ch’  Shylock's  tortures,  and  Gehazi's  craft — 

Of  Crassiis  writhing  at  the  molten  ^draught ; 

And  wake  to  own, ’"with  many  a  wiser  sage, 

That  gold  alone  can  make  no^Goiden  Age. 
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PEEEACE 

As  seyeral  passages  of  the  following  Poem  have  appeared 
in  the  pages  of  periodicals,  I  consider  it  an  act  of  justice  to 
myself  to  lay  the  whole  before  the  fjubiic.  I  am  not  at  all 
deterred  by  the  fear  of  hostile  criticism — I  believe  that  no 
really  good  thing  was  ever  injured  by  criticism  ;  and  so  far 
from  entertaining  an  angry  feeling  towards  the  gentlemen 
who  have  noticed  my  work,  I  thank  them  for  having  brought 
me  forward. 

It  is  a  common  practice  nowadays  for  poets  to  appeal^to 
the  tender  mercies  of  the  public,  by  issuing  prefaces  in  which 
they  acknowledge,  in  as  many  words,  the  weakness  and 
poverty  of  their  verse.  If  the  acknowledgment  is  sincere, 
iiow  can  they  expect  the  public  to  show  them  any  favour  ? 
If  it  is  a  mere  hypocritical  affectation,  it  were  better  omitted. 
And  the  practice  is  unwise  as  it  is  absurd.  What  would  we 
think  of  the  manufacturer  who  should  entreat  us  to  buy 
hiS'  goods,  because  they  were  of  an  inferior  kind,  or  of  the 
tradesman  who  should  deliberately  announce  that  his^stock 
was  of  a  poor  quality?  For  my  part,  if  I  conscientiously 
believed  that  my  poetry  was  not  worthy  of  admii-ation,  I  never 
would  commit  the  impertinence  of  asking  any  one  to  read  it. 

There  has  been,  of  late,  much  senseless  talk  about  schools 
of  poetry;’  and  it  has  been  said,  on  the  strength  of  the 
internal  evidence  afforded  by  some  passages  in  mj  play,  that 
I  have  joined  the  ranks,  and  uphold  the  tenets,  of  those  who 
belong  to  ‘the  Spasmodic  School’.  I  deny  the  allegation 
altogSher.  I  belong  to  no  school,  except  that  of  nature; 
and  I  acknowledge  the  authority  of  no  living  master.  But, 
lest  it  should  be  thought  that  I  stand  in  terror  of  a  nickname 
— the  general  bugbear  to  young  authors— I  have  deliberately 
adopted  the  epithet  of  ‘Spasmodic’,  and  have  applied  it  in 
the  title-page  to  my  tragedy.  It  is  my  firm  opinion  that  ail 
Mcrh  poetiy  is  and  must  be  spasmodic.  Kemove  that  element 
from  Lear— from  Othello— from  iMachetJi—fTOm  any  of  the 
great  works  which  refer  to  the  conffict  of  the  passions— and 
what  would  be  the  residue?  A  mere  ca.2mt  mortimm.  I 
differ  from  those  who  regard  verse  and  poetry  as  being  ^ one 
and  the  same  thing ;  or  who  look  upon  a  collection  ot  glitter¬ 
ing  conceits  and  appropriate  similes  as  the  highest  proof  of 
poetical  accomplishment.  The  office  of  poetry  is  to  exhibit 
the  passions  in  that  state  of  excitement  which  distinguishes 
one  from  the  other  ;  and  until  a  dramatic  author  lias  learned 
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tM?  secret,  all  tlie  fine  writing  in  the  world  will  avail  him 
nothing.  Cato  is  perhaps  the  best-written  tragedy  in  the 
J]nglish  language  ;  and  yet,  what  man  in  his  senses  would 
dream  of  reading  Cato  twice  ? 

I  have  been  accused  of  extravagance,  principally,  I  presume, 
on  account  of  the  moral  obliquity  of  the  character  of 
Firmilian.  To  that  I  reply,  that  the  moral  of  a  play  does 
not  depend  upon  the  morals  of  any  one  character  depicted 
in  it ;  and  that  many  of  the  characters  drawn  by  the  magic 
pencil  of  Shakespeare  are  shaded  as  deep,  or  even  deeper, 
than  Firmilian.  Set  my  hero  beside  lago,  Richard  III,  or 
the  two  Macbeths,  and  I  venture  to  say  that  he  will  not  look 
dark  in  comparison.  Consider  carefully  the  character  of 
Hamlet,  and  you  will  find  that  he  is  very  neaiidy  as  selfish  as 
Firmilian.  Hamlet  is  said  to  shadow  forth  ‘Constitutional 
Irresolution my  object  in  Firmilian  has  been  to  typify 
‘  Intellect  without  Principle 

If  the  extravagance  is  held  to  lie  in  the  conception  and 
handling  of  my  subject,  then  I  assert  fearlessly  that  the  same 
charge  may  be  preferred  with  greater  reason  against  Goethe’s 
masterpiece,  the  Faust.  I  have  not  considered  it  necessary 
to  evoke  the  Devil  in  my  pages — I  have  not  introduced  the 
reader  to  the  low  buffooneries  of  Auerbach’s  cellar,  or  to 
the  Witch  with  her  hybrid  apes — nor  have  I  indulged  in  the 
weird  revelries  and  phantasmagoria  of  the  Brocken.  I  do 
not  presume  to  blame  Goethe  for  his  use  of  such  material, 
any  more  than  I  should  think  of  impugning  Shakespeare  for 
the  Ghost  in  Hamlet,  or  the  Witches  in  Macheth.  1  merely 
wish  to  show  that  the  ‘  utter  extravagance  ’  ‘  which  some 
writers  affect  to  have  discovered  in  my  play,  is  traceable 
only  to  their  own  defects  in  high  imaginative  development. 

If  I  am  told  that  the  character  of  Firmilian  is  not  only 
extravagant,  hut  utterly  without  a  parallel  in  nature,  I  shall 
request  my  critic  to  revise  his  opinion  after  be  has  perused 
the  histories  of  Mesdames  de  Brinvilliers  and  Laffarge,  and 
of  the  Borgias. 

I  am  perfectly  aware  that  this  laoem  is  unequal,  and  that 
some  passages  of  it  are  inferior  in  interest  to  others.  Such 
was  my  object,  for  I  am  convinced  that  there  can  be  no 
beauty  without  breaks  and  undulation. 

I  am  not  arrogant  enough  to  assert  that  this  is  the  finest 
poem  which  the  age  has  produced ;  but  I  shall  feel  very 
much  obliged  to  any  gentleman  who  can  make  me  acquainted 
with  a  better. 

T.  PERCY  JONES. 


Streathadi,  July  IS5I. 
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F  I  R  M  I  L  I  A  N 

SCERE  I 

Fiemilian  in  Ms  study  reading. 

Theee  hours  of  study— and  what  gain,  thereby? 

My  brain  IS  reeling  to  attach  the  sense 
I  read,  as  a  drunk  mariner 
Who,  stumbling  o’er  the  bulwark,  makes  a  clutch 
At  tlie  wild  incongruity  of  ropes. 

And  topples  into  mud  ! 

^  ■  ,  .  „  Good  Aristotle ! 

Eorgive  me  if  I  lay  tliee  hencefortli  by, 

seek  some  other  teacher.  Thou  hast  been, 
h  or  many  hundred  years,  the  bane  and  curse 
Ot  ail  the  budding  intellect  of  man.  lo 

TMne  earliest  pupil,  Alexander— he 
The  most  impulsiTe  and  tumultuous  sprite 
That  ever  spurned  old  systems  at  the  heel, 

And  dashed  the  dust  of  action  in  the  eyes 
Of  the  slow  porers  over  antique  shards — 

Held  thee,  at  twenty,  an  especial  fool. 

And  why?  The  grand  God-impulse  in  his  heart 

lhat  drove  him  oyer  the  oblique  domain 

Of  Asia  and  her  kingdoms,  and  that  urged 

His  meteoh  leap  at  JPorus’  giant  throat —  20 

Or  the,  sublime  illusion  of  the  sense 

Which  gave  to  Thais  that  tremendous  torch 

Whence  whole  Persepolis  was  set  on  fire — 

Was  never  kindled  surely  by  such  trash 
As  I,  this  night,  have  heaped  upon  my  brain ! 

Hence,  vile  impostor  I  [Flings  awag  the  hoolc. 

Who  shall  take  his  place  ? 

AY  hat  hoaiy  dotard  of  antiquity 
Shall  ^ I  invite  to^di^  his  clumsy  foot 
Within  the  limpid  ibimtain  of  my  mind, 

And  stamp  it  into  foulness?  Let  me  see — 

Following  Salerno’s  doctrine,  human  lore 
Divides  itself  into  three  faculties, 

The  Eden  rivers  of  the  intellect. 

There's  Law,  Theology,  and  Medicine, 

And  all  beyond  them  course  is  barren  ground. 

So  say  the  Academics ;  and  they’re  right, 

If  learning’s  to  be  measm'ed  by  its  gains. 

The  Lawyer  speaks  no  word  without  a  fee — 

The  Priest  demands  his  tithes,  and  will  not  sing 
A  gratis  mass  to  help  his  brother’s  soul. 

I.  3 
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The  purgatorial  key  is  made  of  gold : 

Koiie  else  will  fit  the  wards and  for  the  Doctor, 
The  good  kind  man  who  lingers  by  your  couch, 
Compounds  you  pills  and  potions,  feels  your  pulse, 
And  takes  especial  notice  of  your  tongue ; 

If  you  allow  him  once  to  leave  the  room 
Without  the  proper  greasing  of  his  palm, 

Look  out  for  Azrael! 

So,  then,  these  three 

Maintain  the  sole  possession  of  the  schools  ; 
Whilst,  out  of  doors,  amidst  the  sleet  and  rain, 
Thin-garbed  Philosophy  sits  shivering  down. 

And  shares  a  mouldy  crust  with  Poetry? 

And  shall  I  then  take  Celsus  for  my  guide, 
Confound  my  brain  with  dull  Justinian’s  tomes. 
Or  stir  the  dust  that  lies  o’er  Augustine? 

Not  I,  in  faith !.,  I’ve  leaped  into  the  air, 

And  clove  my  way  through  aether,  like  a  bird 
That  flits  beneath  the  glimpses  of  the  moon, 

Eight  eastward,  till  I  lighted  at  the  foot 
Of  holy  Helicon,  and  drank  my  fill 
At  the  clear  spout  of  Aganippe’s  stream. 

I’ve  rolled  my  limbs  in  ecstasy  along 
The  self-same  turf  on  which  old  Homer  lay 
That  night  he  dreamed  of  Helen  and  of  Troy : 
And  I  have  heard,  at  midnight,  the  sweet  strains 
Come  quiring  from  the  hill-to|),  where,  enshrined 
In  the  rich  foldings  of  a  silver  cloud, 

The  Muses  sang  Apollo  into  sleep. 

Then  came  the  voice  of  universal  Pan, 

The  dread  earth- whisper,  booming  in  mine  ear— 

‘  Rise  up,  Firniilian— rise  in  might !  ’  it  said  ; 

‘  Great  youth,  baptised  to  song !  Be  it  thy  task. 
Out  of  the  jarring  discords  of  the  world, 

‘To  recreate  stupendous  harmonies 
More  grand  in  diapason  than  the  roll 
Among  the  mountains  of  the  thunder-psalm  ! 

Be  thou  no  slave  of  passion.  Let  not  love, 

Pity,  remorse,  nor  any  other  thrill. 

That  sways  the  actions  of  ungifted  men, 

Affect  thy  course.  Live  for  thyself  alone. 

Let  appetite  thy  ready  handmaid  be. 

And  pluck  ail  fruitage  from  the  tree  of  life, 

Be  it  forbidden  or  no.  If  any  comes 
Between  thee  and  the  purpose  of  thy  bent, 
Launch  thou  the  arrow  from  the  string  of  might 
Eight  to  the  bosom  of  the  impious  wretch, 

And  let  it  quiver  there  1  Be  great  in  guilt ! 

If,  like  Busiris,  thou  canst  rack  the  heart, 
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^are  it  no  pang,  So  shait  thou  be  prepared 
To  make  thy  song  a  tempest,  and  to  shake  90 

The  earth  to  its  foundation— Go  thj  way ! ' 

I  woke,  and  found  myself  in  Badajoz. 

But  from  that  day,  with  frantic  might.  I’ve  striTeii 
To  give  due  utterance  to  the  awful  shrieks 
Of  him  who  first  imbued  his  hand  in  gore,— 

To  paint  the  mental  spasms  that  tortured  Cain  ! 

How  have  I  done  it  ?  Feebly.  "What  we  wnite 
Must  be  the  reflex  of  the  thing  we  know ; 

For  who  can  limn  the  morning,  if  his  eyes 

Have  never  looked  upon  Aurora’s  face?  100 

Or  who  describe  the  cadence  of  the  sea, 

Whose  ears  were  never  open  to  the  waves 
Or  the  shrill  winding  of  the  Triton’s  horn  ? 

What  do  I  know  as  yet  of  homicide? 

Nothing.  _  Fool— fool!  to  lose  thy  precious  time 
In  dreaming  of  what  may  be,  when  an  act 
Easy  to  plan,  and  easier  to  effect, 

Can  teach  thee  everything!  What— craven  mind— 
Shrink’st  thou  from  doing,  for  a  noble  aim. 

What,  every  hour,  some  villain,  wretch,  or  slave  ■ 
Dares  for  a  purse  of  gold  ?  It  is  resolved—  1 1 1 

Ill  ope  the  lattice  of  some  mortal  cage, 

And  let  the  soul  go  free  ! 

A  draught  of  wine  !  (BrlnliS,) 
Ha  I  this  revives  me !  How  the  nectar  thrills  • 

Like  joy  through  all  my  frame !  There ’s  not  a  god 
In  the  Pantheon  that  can  rival  thee, 

Thou  purple-lipped  Lyaeus !  And  thouTt  strong 
As  thou  art  hounteous.  Were  I  Ganj^mede, 

To  stand  beside  the  pitchers  at  the  feast 
Of  the  Olympian  revel,  and  to  give  120 

The  foaming  cups  to  Hebe— how  I’d  laugh 
To  see  thee  trip  up  iron  Vulcan’s  heels. 

Prostrate  old  Neptune,  and  fling  bullying  Mars, 

With  all  Ms  weight  of  armour  on  his  back, 

Dowm  with ^ a  clatter  on  the  heavenly  floor! 

Not  Jove  himself  dare  risk  a  fall  with  thee, 

Lord  of  the  panthers  I  Lo,  I  drink  again. 

And  the  high  purpose  of  my  soul  grows  firm, 

As  _  the  sweet  venom  circles”  in  my  veins— 

It  is  resolved!  Come,  then,  mysterious  Guilt,  130 
Thou  raven-mother,  come— and  ”fill  m^y  cup 
With  thy  black  beverage!  I  am  sworn  to  thee, 

And  will  not  falter ! 

But  the  victim?  That 
Eequires  a  pause  of  thought — 

I  must  begin 

With  some  one  dear  to  me,  or  else  the  deed 
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Would  lose  its  flavour  and  its  poignancy. 

Now.  let  me  see.  There’s  Lilian,  pretty  maid — 

The  tender,  blushing,  yielding  Lilian — 

She  loves  me  but  too  well.  What  if  I  saved 

Her  young  existence  from  all  future  throes,  140 

And  laid  her  pallid  on  an  early  bier? 

Why,  that  were  mercy  both  to  her  and  me, 

Not  ruthless  sacrifice.  And,  more  than  this, 

She  hath  an  uncle  an  Inquisitor, 

Who  might  be  tempted  to  make  curious  quest 
About  the  final  ailments  of  his  niece. 

Therefore,  dear  Lilian,  live  I  I  harm  thee  not. 

There’s  Mariana,  she,  mine  own  betrothed, 

The  blooming  mistress  of  the  moated  grange. 

She  loves  me  well—but  we’re  not  married  yet.  150 
It  will  be  time  enough  to  think  of  her 
After  her  lands  are  mine ;  therefore,  my  own, 

My  sweet  affianced,  sleep  thou  on  in  peace, 

Nor  dream  of  ruffian  wrong.  Then  there’s  another, 
That  full-blown  beauty  of  Abassin  blood 
Whose  orient  charms  are  madness!  Shall  she  die? 
Why,  no — not  now  at  least.  ’Tis  but  a  w^eek 
Since,  at  the  lonely  cottage  in  the  wood, 

My  eyes  first  rested  on  that  Queen  of  Ind  1 

0,  she  of  Sheba  was  an  ugly  ape  160 

Compared  with  Indiana  I— let^  her  pass. 

There-’s  Haverillo,  mine  especial  friend— 

A  better  creature  never  framed  a  verse 

By  dint  of  finger-scanning  ;  yet  he ’s  deemed 

A  proper  poet  by  the  gaping  fools 

Who  know  not  me !  I  love  him ;  for  he ’s  kind, 

And  very  credulous.  To  send  him  hence 
Would  be  advancement  to  a  higher  sphere — 

A  gain  to  him,  no  loss  to  poetry. 

I  think  that  he’s  the  man  :  yet,  hold  awhile —  170 

No  rashness  in  this  matter!  He  hath  got 

Acknowledgments  of  mine  within  his  desk 

For  certain  sums  of  money— paltry  dross 

Which  ’tis  my  way  to  spurn.  I’ve  found  him  still 

A  most  convenient  creditor :  he  asks 

No  instant  payment  for  his  fond  advance. 

Nor  yet  is  clamorous  for  the  usufruct. 

How  if,  he  being  dead,  some  sordid  slave, 

Brother  or  cousin,  who  might  heir  his  'wealth, 

Should  chance  to  stumble  on  those  bonds  of  mine, 
And  sue  me  for  the  debt?  That  'were  enough  18 1 
To  break  the  wanton  wings  of  Pegasus, 

And  bind  him  to  a  stall !  Nor  have  I  yet 
Exhausted  half  his  means  ;  it  may  be  soon 
I  shall  require  more  counters,  and  from  him 
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I  may  depend  upon  a  fresk  supply. 

A  right  good  fellow  is  this  Hayefillo— 

A  mine,  a  storehouse,  and  a  treasury, 

My  El-Dorado  and  my  Mexico — 

Then  let  him  live  and  thrive  I 

,  mi  ‘  .  there  no  more? 

O,  yes!  There’s  Garcia  Perez — he’s  my  friend,  191 
And  ever  stood  above  me  in  the  schools. 

And  there’s  that  young  Alphonzo  D’Aguilar, 

Proud  of  his  Countship  and  Castilian  tlood. 

He  hath  vouchsafed  me  notice,  and  I  love  him. 

And  there’s  Alonzo  Olivarez,  too, 

That  mould  of  Hercules,— he’s  near  to  kin 
To  Mariana,  and  his  wealth  accrues 
Solely  to  her.  I  love  him  like  a  brother. 

Be  these  my  choice.  I  sup  %vith  them  to-morrow. 
Come  down,  old  Kaymond  Lully,  from  the  shelf, 
Thou  quaint  discourse'  upon  pharmacy.  202 

Did  not  Lucretia — not  the  frigid  dame 
Who  discomposed  young  Tarqi^iin  in  her  bower, 

But  the  complete  and  liberal  Borgia — 

Consult  thy  pages  for  a  sedative? 

Ay — ^here  it  is  I  In  twenty  minutes,  death  : 

The  compound  tasteless,  and  beyond  the  skill 
Of  any  earthy  leech  to  recognise. 

Thanks,  Eaymond,  thanks! 

How  looks  the  night?  Thou  moon, 
That  in  thy  perfect  and  perennial  course  21 1 

Wanderest  at  will  across  the  fields  of  heaven  !  — 
Thou  argent  beauty,  meditative  orb, 

That  spiest  out  the  secrets  of  the  earth 

In  the  still  hours  when  guilt  and  murder  walk — 

To  what  far  region  takest  thou  thy  way? 

Not  Latmos  now  allures  thee,  for  the  time 
When  boy  Endymion  stretched  his  tender  limbs 
Within  the  coverture  of  Dian’s  bower, 

Hath  melted  into  fable.  Wilt  thou  pass  220 

To  Ephesus,  thy  city,  glorious  once, 

But  now  diist-humbl^ ;  and,  for  ancient  love, 

Make  bright  its  ruined  shafts,  and  weed-grown  walls, 
With  molten  silver?  Or  invite  thee  more 
The  still  witch-haunted  plains  of  Thessaly, 

Where,  o’er  the  bones  of  the  Pharsalian  3ead, 

Amidst  the  gibbering  of  the  Lemures, 

Grim  women  mutter  spells,  and  pale^thy  face 
With  monstrous  incantation?  What!  already 
Shrink’st  thou  behind  the  curtain  of  a  cloud  230 
E’en  at  my  looking?  Then  I  know  indeed 
My  destiny  is  sure!  For  I  was  born 
To  make  thee  and  thine  astral  brethren  quake, 


302 


FIRMILIAIST 


And  I  will  do  it  I  Glide  thou  on  thy  way— 

I  will  to  rest— best  slumber  while  I  may  !  [Exit 


SCENE  II 

An  A2Jartment~~MA.mAi^\  and  Haverillo. 

HAVERILLO. 

You  need  not  fear  him,  cousin ;  for  I’m  sure 

His  heart’s  in  the  right  place.  He’s  wayward,  doubtless, 

And  very  often  unintelligible. 

But  that  is  held  to  be  a  virtue  now. 

Critics  and  poets  both  (save  I,  who  cling 
To  older  canons)  have  discarded  sense, 

And  meaning’s  at  a  discount.  Our  young  spirits. 

Who  call  themselves  the  masters  of  the  age, 

Are  either  robed  in  philosophic  mist. 

And,  with  an  air  of  grand  profundity,  lo 

Talk  metaphysics— which,  sweet  cousin,  means 
Nothing  but  aimless  jargon— or  they  come 
Before  us  in  the  broad  bombastic  vein, 

With  spasms,  and  throes,  and  transcendental  flights, 
And  heap  hyperbole  on  metaplior : 

WeE !  Heaven  be  with  them,  for  they  do  small  harm  ; 
And  I  no  more  would  grudge  them  their  career 
Than  I  would  quarrel  with  a  wanton  horse 
That  rolls,  on  Sundays,  in  a  clover  field. 

Depend  upon  it,  ere  two  years  are  gone,  20 

Eirmilian  will  be  wiser. 

MARIANA. 

Y'et  you  leave 

The  point  on  which  my  soul  is  racked  untouched. 
Men  read  not  women’s  characters  aright,  ^ 

Nor  women  men’s.  But  I  have  heard  this  said, 

That  -woman  holds  by  duty- man  by  honour. 

If  that  be  true,  what  think  you  of  your  friend? 

HAVERILLO. 

Why— honoul-  is  at  best  a  yurious  thing. 

A  very  honourable  man  will  drive 

His  sword  into  the  bosom  of  a  friend 

For  having  challenged  some  oblique  remark,  30 

Yet  will  not  stand  on  honour  when  the  road 

Lies  open  for  him  to  his  neighbour’s  wife. 

Y^our  honourable  man  cheats  not  at  cards, 

But  he  will  ruin  tradesmen,  and  will  sign 
A  vast  abundance  of  superfluous  bills 
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Without  the  means  to  pay  them.  Honour!  humph! 
No  doubt  Firmilian  is  lioho arable. 

MARIANA. 

Ay,  cousin.  But  there's  something  more  than  that. 
Honour  in  love— How  say  you?  .Bo  you  think 
That  you  can  stand  the  sponsor  for  your  friend '?  40 

HAVEEILLO. 

I  never  was  a  sponsor  in  my  life. 

And  won’t  be  now.  My  pretty  Mariana, 

You  should  have  thought  of  all  such  toys  as  these 
Ere  the  betrothal.  ^You  have  given  your  word. 

And  cannot  well  yuthdraw.  And,  for  your  comfort, 
You  must  remember  what  Eirniilian  is*— 

A  Poet.  He  is  privileged  to  sing 
A  thousand  ditties  to  a  thousand  maids. 

Mne  Muses  waited  at  Apollo’s  beck — 

Our  modern  poets  are^more  amorous,  =0 

And  far  exceed  the  stint  of  Solomon : 

But  ’tis  mere  fancy ;  inspiration  all ; 

Pure  worthless  rhyming.— Soft  you:  here. he  comes. 

Enter  Firmilian. 

FIRMILIAN. 

O  joy !  to  see  the  partner  of  my  thought 
Together  with  the  partner  of  my  soul! 

Bear  Haverillo !  pardon  if,  before 
I  join  the  pressure  of  my  palm  with  yours, 

I  lay  this  tribute  on  my  lady’s  hand. 

HAVEEILLO. 

Well,  we’ll  not  fight  about  precedency. ^ 

And  you  have  coine  in  time.  My  cousin  here  60 
Was  pressing  me  too  hard. 

FIRMILIAN. 

Upon  what  point? 

HAVEEILLO. 

Why,  faith,  to  tell  the  truth— for  I  could  never 
Sunimon  a  lie  to  meet  an  exigence — ^ 

Nay,  frown  not,  cousin !— She ’s  inquisitive 
About  what  men  caE  honour.  I  have  done 
My  utmost  to  explain  it. 

FIRMILIAN. 

I  .am  glad, 

Dear  Mariana,  that  you  laid  yoim  doubt 
Before  so  wise  a  judge.  Not  Badajoz, 

Nor  Spain,  nor  Europe,  doth  contain  a  man 
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So  stainless  in  his  mind  as  Hayerillo  ;  70 

And  you  shall  pardon  me  for  saying  this 
Before  your  face,  for  I’ve  especial  reason. 

You’ve  been  to  me  a  true  and  constant  friend. 

When  I  had  need  of  money  (’tis  no  shame 
In  a  poor  student  to  acknowledge  this) — 

You  have  supplied  me ;  and  I  come  to-day 
To  thank  you  and  repay  you.  My  old  uncle, 

The  Dean  of  Salamanca,  has  expired 

?uite  full  of  years  and  honours,  and  has  left 
o  me,  his  nephew,  all  his  worldly  goods,  80 

Which  are,  to  say  the  least,  considerable. 

Therefore,  dear  Haverillo,  let  us  meet— 

Yet  not  to-day, — because  some  time  must  pass 
Ere  I  receive  the  hoards — they  say,  enormous— 

Of  that  <][uiescent  pillar  of  the  Church,— 

But  at  the  very  speediest  point  of  tirne 
I  can  select,  that  I  may  snow  my  friend 
What  love  I  bear  him  for  his  trust  in  me. 

HAVERILLO. 

You  hear  him,  Mariana?  Dear  Firmilian! 

I’m  prouder  01  thy  love  than  if  I  were  90 

The  king  of  Ormus  !  So  your  uncle ’s  dead  ? 

O-o  you  to  Salamanca  speedily? 

PIRMILIAX. 

If  I  am  summoned,  and  they  send  me  funds, 

I  cannot  choose  but  go — not  otherwise.^ 

’Faith,  this  bequest  comes  at  a  lucky  time, 

For  my  last  ducat  slumbers  in  my  purse 
Without  a  coin  to  keep  it  company. 

HAVERILLO. 

Be  that  no  hindrance.  Here  are  eighty  ducats — 

Take  them.  Yay,  man ;  is’t  kindly  to  refuse  ? 

What  a  friend  proffers,  that  a  friend  should  take 
Without  compulsion.  ’Tis  a  petty  loan  loi 

To  be  repaid  at  your  convenience — 

You’ll  vex  me  otherwise. 

FIRMILIAN. 

^I’d  rather  dash 

My  hand,  like  Scaevola,  into  the  flame, 

Than  vex  my  Haverillo  I  O  dear  heaven ! 

If  those  who  rail  at  human  nature  knpw 
How  many  kindly  deeds  each  hour  brings  forth  — 
How  man  by  man  is  cherished  and  sustained— 
They’d  leave  their  carping.  I  will  take  your  offer, 
And  hail  it  as  the  earliest  drop  of  wealth, 
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So  soon  to  ripen  to  a  glorious  shower. 

What  says  my  Mariana? 

That  she  loves  you 

More  for  your  yielding  to  your  friend's  desire, 

Than  if  you  held  by  pride. 

HAVEKILLO. 

W ell  put,  sweet  cousin  ! 

But,  dear  Eirmilian,  what  hath  chanced  of  late, 

To  make  you  such  a  hermit?  You  were  once 
Gay  as  the  lark,  and  jocund  as  the  bee ; 

Eirst  in  good-fellowship,  and  ever  prone 
To  wing  occasion  with  a  merry  jest. 

Now  you  are  grave  and  moody,  and  there  hangs 
A  cloud  of  mystery  about  your  brow;  12 1 

You  look  like  one  that  wrestles  with  a  thought 
And  cannot  fling  it  down.  Is't  poetry 
Hath  brought  you  to  this  pass?  How  come  you  on 
With  your  intended  tragedy  on  Cain  ? 

FIRMILIAN. 

0,  that's  abandoned  quite!  The  subject  was 
Too  gloomy  for  my  handling ;  and  perhaps, 

Out  of  absorption  of  my  intellect, 

It  threw  a  shade  on  my  behaviom. 

Henceforward  I’ll  be  gepial — take  my  place  ^  130 

With  the  large-hearted  men  who  love  their  kind 
(Whereof  there  seems  a  vast  abundance  noTv), 

And  follow  your  example. 

HAVEKILLO. 

Well  said,  boy! 

Anacreon  crowned  his  hoary  locks  with  flowers, 
Blithe-hearted  Horace  chirped  amidst  his  cups ; 

Then  why  not  we  ?  Bight  glad  am  I^  to  find 
You’ve  done  mth  dismals.  Here’s  a  little  thing,  now, 
I  wrote  the  other  clay,  on  love  and  wine. 

Quite  germain  to  the  matter.  Will  you  hear  if? 

EIKMILIAX. 

I  would  not  listen  to  Apollo’s  lute  . 

With  greater  rapture.  But  my  time  is  briei 
I  had  a  word  to  say  to  Mariana. 

HAVEKILLO. 

I  understand.  You  want  to  speak  of  love 
In  the  first  person?  ’Faith  I  was  a  fool 
Not  sooner  to  perceive  it  I  Fare  you  well 
Some  other  time,  be  sure,  I’U  claim  your  ear. 


[Exit. 
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MARIANA. 

O  my  dear  love,  wliat  trouble  rends  your  liearfc? 

A  loving  eye  hath  instinct  in  its  glance, 

And  mine  discerns  in  yours  a  deeper  weight 
Than  yon  light-hearted  creature  could  perceive.  150 
What  ails  my  own  Firinilian? 

FIEMILIAN. 

Mariana — 

I  think  you  love  me? 

MARIANA. 

Cruel !  Can  you  ask 

That  question  of  me  now?  Three  months  ago, 
Beside  the  gentle  Guadiana’s  stream, 

You  asked  it  in  a  whisper,  and  I  gave 
No  cold  response. 

FIRMILIxlN. 

Three  months,  my  Mariana, 

Are  somewhat  in  a  lifetime,  and  may  give 
Large  opportunity  for  altered  thoughts. 

Three  hours  may  change  a  sinner  to  a  saint— 

Three  days  a  friend  into  an  enemy—  160 

Three  weeks  a  virgin  to  a  courtesan— 

Three  months  a  conqueror  to  a  fugitive. 

I  say  not  this  in  challenge  of  your  love, 

But  as  a  fixed  eternal  law  of  time 

That  cannot  be  gainsayed.  I  know  you  loved  me, 

When,  by  the  gentle  Guadiana's  stream, 

We  interchanged  our  troth. 

MARIANA. 

And  what  hath  chanced 

Since  then  to  make  you  doubt  me?  Have  a  care 
Of  what  you  say,  Firmilian  !  Women’s  hearts 
Are  tender  and  impressible  as  wax.  170 

But  imderneath  there  lies  a  solid  told 
Of  pride.  You’d  best  be  cautious  1 

FIRMILIAN. 

Lo  you  now — 

She  makes  me  an  accuser !  Mariana ! 

My  own,  my  beautiful— I’d  rather  doubt 

The  lustre  of  the^  star  Aldeboran 

Than  the  firm  faith  of  thine  unbiassed  sold. 

But  I  have  enemies.  It  is  the  curse 
Of  genius  that  it  cannot  spread  its  wings. 

And  soar  triumphant  to  the  welcoming  clouds, 
Without  a  hateful  cawing  from  the  crows.  180 

Mark  me !  I  am  not  quite  as  other  men ; 
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My  aims  are  higher  more  resolved  than  theirs. 

they  detest  me.  There’s  no  shr.ft 
Withm  the  power  of  calumny  to  loose 

IS  not  bent  at  me.  I  am  not  blind 
With  soaring  near  the  sun.  I  hnow  full  well 
ihat  envious  men  have  termed  me  libertine— 
tile  trank  out-welling  of  my  mind 
^hich  never  flowed  from  impulse  save  to  thee), 
Have  done  me  fearful  wrong.  And  this  it  is  loo 
That  ra^s  my  being.  There’s  your  Idnsman  now. 
Alonzo  Olivarez— he  makes  free. 

Im  told,  with  my  fail*  fame. 

MAEIAKA. 

_  You  need  not  fear  him. 
biirely  you  know  Alonzo. 


FIRMILIAN. 

.  ,  ^  Yes.  I  know-  him 

As  a  strong  tool,  who,  in  his  roystering  cups. 
Does  far  more  mischief  than  the  veriest  knave 
^Whose  power  of  satire  makes  his  words  suspect. 
There  s  no  such  libeller  as  your  an*ant  ass ! 

Men  know_  he  can’t  invent ;  ‘'and  what  he  says 
Oams  credit  from  his  sheer  stupidity. 

Hath  he  not  talked  of  me? 


MARIANA. 


But  what  he  said 


Indeed  he  has  ; 
escaped  me. 


FIEMILIAN. 

.  .  ^  Then  I’m  right ! 

He 's  Garcia’s  mouthpiece ;  and  I  know  the  man 
That  sets  them  on — Alphonzo  B’ Aguilar — 

Who  swears  you  loved  him  once. 


MARIANA. 

If  he  does  so, 

He  -s  an  unmeasured  -^nilain  !  What— Alphonzo  ? 
Had  I  ^  ne’er  seen  thy  face,  FirmiHaii, 

And  did  my  choice  lie  ’twixt  a  muleteer 
And  that  stiff  scion  of  Castilian  blood, 

I’d  wed  the  peasant!  Do  you  tell  me  this’? 

0,  now  I  understand  their “treacheiy! 

FIEMILIAN. 

And  therefore  solely  have  I  tried  thee  thus. 

Dear  Mariana,  weep  not!  I  perceive 

What  hath  been  done.  ’Tis  an  accursed  world, 

Wherein  bright  things  have  little  leave  to  shine 
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Witliout  the  sullying  of  some  envious  hand. 
Henceforth  be  thou  and  I  sole  witnesses 
Against  each  other.  Let  us  shut  the  door 
To  all^  the  outward  blasts  of  calumny, 

And  live  by  mutual  trusting.  Dry  your  tears! 
Or,  if  you  will,  weep  on,  and  I  shall  count 
For  every  pearly  drop  with  D’Aguilar, 

Making  him  pay  the  ransom  with  his  blood. 

0  that  a  caitiff’s  slander  should  have  power 
To  rack  thee  thus! 

MAEIANA. 

.  ’Tis^  gone~the  storm  has  past. 
Iwas  but  a  bitter  hail-shower,  and  the  sun 
Laughs  out  again  within  the  tranquil  blue. 
Henceforth,  Firmilian,  thou  art  safe  with  me. 

If  all  the  world  conspired  to  do  thee  wrong, 
And  heap  its  ugly  slanders  on  thy  head — 

Yea,  though  an  angel  should  denounce  my  love. 
I  yould  not  listen.  From  thy  lips  alone 
Ill  hear  confession. 


FIRMILIAN. 

And  the  penance,  sweet — 
Make  it  no  more  than  this. 

O  balmy  breath  ! 

[The  scene  closes. 


SCENE  III 

A  Alfhonzo  D’Aguilae,  Garcia  Perez, 

Alonzo  Olivarez,  and  Firmilian. 

PEREZ. 

You  take  it  far  too  hotly,  D’Aguilar-— 

All  men  are  fanciful  in  love,  and  beauty 
Is  as  abundant  as  the  open  air 
In  every  region  of  this  bounteous  world. 

You  stand  for  Spanish  beauty — what’s  yom  type? 
Dark  hair,  vermilion  lips,  an  olive  tint, 

A  stately  carriage,  and  a  flashing  eye. 

Go  northward:  there’s  your  Dutchman— he  prefers 
Blonde  tresses,  dove-like  glances,  and  a  form 
Of  most  enticing  plumpness.  Then  the  Dane 
Is  all  for  red  and  blue ;  the  brighter  colour 
Pertaining  chiefly  to  the  lady’s  hair, 

The  duller  to  her  eyes.  For  my  own  part, 

I  love  variety. 
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B  AGUILAE. 

tttt’xi  •  •  f  1  so  do  I, 

Withm  its  proper  bounds.  No  grander  show 
Could  poet  fency  in  bis  liveliest  dreams, 

toui-nament  of  Europe’s  knights, 
The  free,  the  strong,  the  noble,  and  the  brav^ 
bplinteiing  tlieir  lances  in  a  guarded  list 
^efore  a  balcony  of  Europe’s  dames. 

Oh,  could  I  sound  a  trump  and  bring  them  here, 
^  one  vast  troop  of  valour  and  renown ! 

The  gay  ligbUiearted  ciiivalry  of  France, 

The  doughty  English,  and  the  hardy  Scot, 

Italian,  and  the  jponderous  Swede, 
With  those  who  dwell  beside  the  castled  Ehine. 
Nor  they  alone,  but  with  them  all  the  flowers 
ihat  send  their  odour  over  Christendom— 

^e  iair  and  Wushing  beauties  of  the  lands 
^om  me  far  Baltic  to  our  inland  sea. 

By  bini  of  Conipostella !  ’twere  a  field 
Wnerem  a  noble  niigiit  be  proud  to  die. 


riEMILIA>f. 

I  am  not  noble,  and  I’d  rather  die 
At  peace  in  my  own  bed.  But,  DAguilar,-- 
Are  you  not  too  exclusive?  I  have  read — 

For  I  have  been  a  student  of  romance. 

And  pored  upon  the  tomes  of  chivalry— 

How  ere  the  days  of  mighty  Charlemagne 

A  glorious  battle  with  the  North, 

And  Atrics  atabals  were  heard  to  clang 
Among  the  thickets  by  the  turbid  Seine, 
lea,  I  have  heard  of  knights  of  old  descent, 
Cross-hilted  warriors.  Paladins  indeed, 

Wlm  would  have  bartered  all  the  boasted  chaims 
o£  ®  beauties,  tor  one  kindly  glance 

ohot  from  the  eyelids  of  a  Paynim  maid. 


bAgthlak. 

Pirmilian,  thou  blasphemest  I  Never  knight 
To  whom  the  stroke  of  chivahy  was  given 
Could  stoop  to  such  an  utter  infamy!  ^ 

FIEMmiAN. 

Your  pardon,  Count !  When  English  Eichard  bore 
Upon  nis  bosom  the  Crusader’s  sign, 

And  fought  in  Palestine,  he  laid  his  sword 
Upon  the  shoulder  of  a  Moslem  chief, 

And  dubbed  him  knight. 
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e’aguilar. 

T,  ,  J  t  The  greater  villain  he ! 

ive  iieard  of  tiiat  same  Eicliard  as  a  most 
Malignant  child  of  Luther. 


rURMILIAJSr. 


■XT  XI  IV  you  so? 

JNay,  then,  chronology  must  do  him  wrong  : 

But  that’s  no  matter.  Then  you  would  exclude 
All  beauty  from  that  tournament  of  yours 
Which  did  not  appertain  to  Christendom? 

d’aguilar. 

Doubt  you  the  answer  of  a  Christian  peer, 
Within  whose  -veins  the  blood  of  old  Castile, 
Undimmed  by  peasant  or  mechanic  mud. 

Flows  bright  as  ruby?  Ha!  what  mean  you,  sir 
By  asking  such  a  question?  ’ 


6o 


There’s  no  offence. 


PEEEZ. 

Soft  you  now ! 
Let’s  hear  Firmilian. 


FIRMILIAN. 

I  knew  a  poet  once ;  and  he  was  3^oiing, 

And  intermingled  with  such  fierce’  desires 
As  made  pale  Eros  yeil  his  face  with  grief, 

And  caused  his  lustier  brother  to  rejoice.  ’  70 

He  was  as  amorous  as  a  crocodile 
In  the^  spring  season,  when  the  Memphian  bank, 
Eecemng  substance  from  the  glaring  sun, 

Eesolves  itself  from  mud  into  a  shore. 

^d — as  the  scaly  creature  wallowing  there, 

In  its  hot  fits  of  passion,  belches  forth 
The  steam  from  out  its  nostrils,  half  in  love 
And  half  in  grim  defiance  of  its  kind ;  ’ 

Trusting  that  either,  from  the  reedy  fen, 

Some  reptile-virgin  coyly  may  apiiear,  80 

Or  that  the  hoary  Sultan  of  the  Eile 
A  ^l^k^_Ji'®pendous  challenge  with  his  ji^ws. 

And.  like  Mark  Anthony,  assert  his  right 
io  all  the  Cleopatras  of  the  ooze — 

So  fared  it  with  the  poet  that  I  knew. 

He  had  a  soul  beyond  the  vulgar  reach, 

Sun-npened,  swarthy.  He  was  not  the  fool 
To  pluck  the  feeble  lily  from  its  shade 
When  the  black  hyacinth  stood  in  fragrance  bv 

lady  of  his  love  was  dusk  as  Ind,  "  90 

Her  lips  as  plenteous  as  the  Sphinx’s  are, 

And  her  short  hair  crisp  with  Numidian  curl. 
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You  have  heard  the  strains 
inat  Eante,  Petrarch,  and  such  puling  fools 
As  loved  .the  daughters  of. cold  Japhet’s  race, 

Heyo  l8.visli.6d  idly  on  tiieir  icicios ; 

As  snow  meets  snow,  so  their  unhastv  fall 
leu  chill  and  barren  on  a  pulseless  heart. 

Eut,  would  you  know  what  noontide  ardour  is, 

Or  in  what  mood  the  lion,  in  the  waste,  ’  loo 
intent  on  cubs, 

At  the  oasis  waits  the  lioness— 

WK-  the  fiery  song 

Tnvfdp  fte  poet  framed,  before  hi  dared 

invade  the  vastness  ot  his  lady’s  lips. 

b’aguilak. 

Pollute  mine  ears 

Witli  thy  lewd  ditties?  Ihere!  (SiriJies  Mm.) 

X  11  ,  Thou  hast  the  hand 

r  01  once,  of  a  true  noble,  on  thy  cheek : 

And  what  the  hand  has  done,  it  will  defend. 

PEKEZ. 

This  is  teo  much !  Nay,  D’Agiiilar,  yonVe  wrong ! 
^onzo  01ivarez---rouse  thee,  man  !  '  1 1 1 

Lay  down  the  wine-pot  for  a  moment’s  space* 
lliere  s  a  brawl  here! 


OLIVAEEZ. 

I  wish  you  fellows  would  keep  quiet,  and  not  interrupt 
tlrmlung.  It  is  a  very  disagi-eeable  thing  for  a  sober 

man  to  be  disturbed  over  his  liquor.  I  suppose  you  are 
cimte  ^aware  that  I  ^can  throw  the  whole  of  you  over 
tne  window  in  a  minute.  My  opinion  is  tiiat  you  are 
a  couple  of  bloody  fools.  I  don’t  know  what  you  are 
quarrelling  about,  but  I  won’t  stand  any  nonsense.  120 


FIEMILIAK. 

You  struck  me,  sir ! 

d’aguilae. 

I  dick 

FlEMILlAy. 

r  1  X  XI  you’re  aware. 

Ui  course,  of  what  the  consequence  must  be, 
unless  you  tender  an  apology? 

d’aguilae. 

Of  course  I  am. 


The  slide 


FIKMILIAE. 

Madman!  wouldst  thou  provoke 
o’  the  .avalanelie? 
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B ’AGUILAR. 

I  wait  its  fall 

In  perfect  calmness. 

MEM  ILIAN. 

p  tliou  rash  young  lord  ! 
Beware  in  time !  A  hurricane  of  wrath 
Is  raging  in  my  soul — If  it  burst  forth, 

’Twere  better  for  thee  that  within  the  waste 
Thou  met’st  a  ravening  tigress,  or  wert  bound  13c 
In  a  lone  churchyard  where  hyaenas  prowl ! 

I  may  forget  myself! 

d’aguilar. 

Small  chance  of  that. 

Words  are  your  weapons,  and  you  wield  them  well  • 

,  But  gentlemen,  when  struck,  are  not  in  use  ’ 

To  rail  like  muleteers.  You  wear  a  sword,  sir! 

PEREZ. 

Are  you  mad,  D’Aguilar,  to  court  a  brawl 
Within  the  college  precincts  !  Olivarez — 

Set  down  the  flagon,  and  bestir  thee,  man ; 

This  must  not  be ! 


firmilian. 

^  ,  ^^^y,  Perez,  stand  thou  back—  139 
ile  hath  provoked  his  fate,  and  he  must  die.  {JDrmvs.) 

OLIVAREZ. 

Ill  score  the  first  man  that  makes  a  thrust,  over  the 
costard  with  this  pint-pot!  If  you  needs  must  fight, 
light  like  gentlemen  in  the  open  air,  and  at  a  reason¬ 
able  hour.  What  right  has  either  of  you  to  disturb  the 
conviviality  of  the  evening  ? 

firmilian. 

A  blow — a  blow !  -  I  have  received  a  blow — 

My  soul’s  athirst  for  vengeance,  and  Ill  have  it! 
Gome  not  between  the  lion  and  his  prey.  148 

OLIVAREZ. 

To  the  devil  with  your  lions !  I  suppose  you  think  it 
sate  enough  to  roar  now  ?  ^  Once  for  all,  if  you  can’t  settle 
this  matter  without  fighting,  fix  some  hour  to-morrow 
morning,  and  take  3mur  fill  of  it.  But  here  you  shall 
not  fight.  What  say  you,  Alphonzo  ? 

d’aguilar. 

He  hath  the  blow,  so  let  him  speak  the  first. 
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FIEMILIA2«'. 

Agreed !  Until  to-morrow,  then.  Ill  heeB 
My  rage  nnsated.  Let  the  hour  be  eight ; 

where  the  streini  turns  round 
Beside  the  cork-trees ;  and  for  witnesses. 

Perez  and  Oin^arez.  UAgiiilar- 

li  I  should  fail  thee  at  the  rendezvous,  i6o 

Perpetual  shame  and  infamy  be  mine  I 

dAguilar. 

Agreed  I  And  I  rejoice  to  hear  thee  speak 
So  manfully.  If  I  have  done  thee  wrong, 

1 11  give  thee  satisfaction  "with  my  sword : 
i  oil  show  at  least  a  nobler  temper  now. 

firmiliax. 

Pail  you  not,  D’Aguilar-J  shall  not  fail. 

OLIVAREZ. 

that  is  comfortabh-  adjusted,  and  just  as  it 
should  be.  Let  s  have  some,  more  wiiie-this  talking 

makes  a  man  thirsty.  ^  5^ 


No  more  for  me. 


PEREZ. 


FIEMILIAX. 

..-T  ^  1  •  r  pardon—l’d  provided 

(Not  dreaming  of  this  hot  dispute  to-night). 

Some  flasks  of  rarest  wine — ^Tis  Ildefronso 
Of  an  old  mintage.  Ill  not  leave  them  here 
To  be  a  percjuisite  unto  our  host  ; 

And,^  lest  our  early  parting  hence  should  breed 
Suspicion  of  to-iiiorrow,  let  us  stav 
And  drink  another  cup.  You,  B’Agiiilar, 

Whose  sword  must  presently  be  crossed  with  mine. 
Will  not  refuse  a  pledge? 


b’aguilae. 

,  Not  I,  in  faith! 

jNow  you  have  shown  your  mettle,  I  regard  you 
More  than  I  did  before. 


i8o 


FIEMILIAX. 

cups. 

Nay,  to  the  brim— the  toast  requires  it,  shs. 
Here’s  to  the  King! 


OMXES. 

The  King! 
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’Tis  my  last  pledge. 


PIRMILIAN. 

Fill  up  again— 


OLIVAREZ, 

Why  don’t  you  help  yourself?  The  wine  is  capital. 

FIRMILIAN. 

My  goblet’s  full.  Drink  to  another  King, 

Whose  awful  aspect  doth  o’erawe  the  world— 

The  conqueror  of  conquerors— the  vast 
But  unseen  monarch  to  whose  sceptre  bow 
The  heads  of  kings  and  beggars ! 

PEREZ. 

That ’s  the  Pope  !  1 90 

FIRMILIAN. 

hTo— not  the  Pope— but  he  that  hiimbleth  Popes. 
Drink  to  King  Death  !~You  stare,  and  stand  amazed— 
O,  you  have  much  mista’en  me,  if  you  think 
That  some  slight  spurting  of  Castilian  blood, 

Or  poet’s  ichor,  can  suffice  to  lay 
The  memory  of  to-night’s  affront  asleep ! 

Death  hath  been  sitting  with  us  all  the  night, 
Glaring  through  hollow  eye-holes— to  the  doomed 
He  is  invisible,  but  I  have  seen  him 
Point  with  his  fleshless  finger!  But  no  more—  200 
FareW'ell !— I  go :  and  if  you  chance  to  hear 
A  passing-bell — be  it  a  comfort  to  you ! 

At  eight  to-morrow  I  shall  keep  my  time. 

See  you  are  there  !  [Exit. 


PEREZ. 

I  think  the  fellow ’s  mad ! 

I  held  him  ever  as  a  mere  poltroon ; 

But  that  same  blow  of  yours,  Alphonzo— ’faith, 

’Twas  wrong  in  you  to  give  it— hath  prevailed, 

Like  steel  against  a  flint,  tie  shows  some  fire, 

And  seems  in  deadly  earnest— what ’s  the  matter? 

d’agijilar. 

Don’t  ask — I’m  sick  and  faint.  210 

OLIVAREZ. 

I’m  not  drunk,  I  am  sure — but  I  ha've  the  strangest 
throbbing  in  my  temples.  Do  you  think  you  could 
get  a  waiter  or  tw^o  to  carry  me  home  ?  I  feel  as  cold 
as  a  cucumber. 
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My  brain  swims  too. 


PEEEZ. 

Hark !  wbat  is  that  witbont  *? 

and  Monhs  are  heard  dhauntinq 
the  Penttenf  ial  Psalms,  Slotu  and  wailing  music  as  tlie 
scene  closes,] 


SCENE  IV 

Cloisters. — Enter  Firmiliax. 

This  was  a  splendid  morning!  The  dew  lay 
In  amplest  drops  upon  the  loaded  grass. 

And  filled  the  buttercups  hard  by  the  place 
\Vhere  1  expected  fiery  B’Aguilar. 

He  did  not  come.  Well-I  was  there  at  least. 

And  waited  for  an  hour  beyond  the  time 
During  which  while  I  studied  botan}-,  ’ 

^d  yet  my  proud  opponent  showed  no  face ! 

Psnaw  I  to  myself  Ill  be  no  hypocrite — 

If  Eaymond  Dully  lied  not,  thej  are  dead,  lo 

And  I  have  done  it !  ^  ^  u  pause.) 

T  -s*  T  i  j  .  ,  How  is  this?  My  mind 

flight  and  jocund.^  Yesternight  I  deemed. 

When  the  dull  passing-bell  announced  the  fate 
Of  those  insensate  and  presumptuous  fools, 

That,  as  a  yulture  lights  on  carrion  flesh 
With  a  shrill  scream  and  flapping  of  its  wings. 
Keen-beaked  Eemorse  would  settle  on  my  soul^ 

And  fix  her  talons  there.  She  did  not  come :  ’ 

Nay,  stranger  still— methought  the  passing-bell 
Was  ^  but  the  prelude  to  a  rapturous  strain  20 

Of  highest  music,  that  entranced  me  quite. 

For  sleep  descended  on  me,  as  it  falls 
Upon  an  infant  in  its  mother’s  arms. 

And  all  night  long  I  dreamed  of  Indiana. 

What  I  is  Eemorse  a  fable  after  all— 

A  mere  inyention,  as  the  Haipies  were. 

Or  crazed  Orestes’  furies?  Or  have  I 
Mistaken  the  ready  way  to  lure  her  down  ? 

There  are  no  beads  of  sweat  upon  my  brow— 

My  clustering  hair  maintains  its  wonted  curl,  30 
Nor  rises  horrent,  as  a  murderer’s  should. 

I  do  not  shudder,  start,  nor  scream  aloud — 

Tremble  at  every  sound— grow  ghastly  pale 
When  a  leaf  falls,  or  when  a  lizard  stirs. 

I  do  not  wring  my  fingers  from  their  joints, 

Or  madly  thrust  them  quite  into  my  ears 
To  bar  the  echo  of  a  dying  groan. 
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And,  after  all,  wliat  is  there  to  regret? 

Three  ^fools  have  died  carousing  as  they  lived. 

And  Nature  makes  no  special  moan  for  them.  40 
If  I  have  gained  no  knowledge  by  this  deed, 

I  have  lost  none.  The  subtle  alchemist, 

Whose  aim  is  the  elixir,  or  that  stone 
The  touch  whereof  makes  baser  metals  gold, 

Must  needs  endure  much  failure,  ere  he  finds 
The  grand  Arcanum.  So  is  it  with  me. 

I  have  but  shot  an  idle  bolt  away, 

And  need  not  seek  it  further.  Who  come  here? 

Enter  a  Pe,.iest  and  a  G-eaduate. 

GRADUATE. 

Believe  me,  father,  they  are  all  accurs'd ! 

These  marble  garments  of  the  ancient  Gods,  50 

Which  the  blaspheming  hand  of  Babylon 
Hath  gathered  out  of  ruins,  and  hath  raised 
In  this  her  dark  extremity  of  sin ; 

Not  in.  the  hour  when  she  was  sending  forth 
Her  champions  to  the  highway  and  the  fielcl, 

To  pine  in  deserts  and  to  writhe  in  flame-— 

But  in  the  scarlet  frontage  of  her  guilt, 

When,  not  with  purple  only,  but  with  blood, 

Were  the  priests  vested,  and  their  festive  cups 
Foamed  with  the  hemlock  rather  than  the  wine!  60 
Call  them  not  Churches,  father — call  them  prisons; 
And  yet  not  such  as  bind  the  body  in, 

But  gravestones  of  the  soul !  For,  look  you,  sir, 
Beneath  that  weight  of  square-cut  weary  stone 
A  thousand  workmen's  souls  are  pent  alive  I 
And  therefore  I  declare  them  all  accurs’d. 

PRIEST. 

Peace,  son!  thou  ravest. 


GKxVDUATE. 

Do  I  rave  indeed? 

So  raved  the  Prophets  when  they  told  the  truth 
To  Israel’s  stubborn  councillors  and  kings— 

So  raved  Cassandra,  when  in  Hector’s  ear  70 

She  shrieked  the  presage  of  his  coming  fall. 

I  am  a  prophet  also— and  I  say 

That  o’er  those  stones  wherein  you  place  your  pride 

Annihilation  waves  her  dusky  wing ; 

Yea,  do  not  marvel  if  the  earth  itself, 

Like  a  huge  giant,  weary  of  the  load, 

Should  heave  them  from  its  shoulders.  I  have  said  it 
It  is  my  purpose,  and  they  all  shall  down !  [Exit 
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PEIEST. 

to  see  a  being  so  distraught ! 

And  j^et  there  may  be  danger  in  his  words,  So 

For  heresy  is  rife.  Ha  !  who  is  this  ? 

It  I  mistake  not,  ’tis  Firmilian, 

Mine  ancient  pupil! 

riEMILI^iX. 

And  lie  craves  your  blessing ! 

PRIEST. 

Thou  hast  it,  son.  a^ow  tell  me — didst  thou  liear 
Graduate  uttered  ere  lie  left 
Metiiougiit  his  speech  was  levelled  at  the  Ciiiirck 

PIEMILIAlf. 

I  heard  him  say  all  Churches  should  be  levelled  • 
That  they  were  built  on  souls;  that  earth  would  rise 
lo  shake  them  from  its  shoulders ;  and  he  railed 
At  mother  Eqme,  and  called  her  Babylon.  90 

My  ears  j'et  tingle  with  the  impious  sounds. 

PRIEST. 

Ha— did  he  so?  By  holv  Meliolas,' 
ril  have  him  straight  reiiorted !  Dost  thou  think, 
Good  son  Firmilian,  he  deviseth  aught 
Against  the  Church,  or  us  her  ministers  ? 

PIRMILIAK. 

I  do  suspect  him  very  grievously. 

PRIEST. 

And  so  do  I.  We  hold  a  festival 

On  Tuesday  nest,  when  the  Inquisitor 

Is  certain  to  be  present— it  were  best 

Ere  then  to  give  him  notice.  Who  shall  say  loo 

That,  like  another  Samson,  this  vile  wretch 

May  not  drag  down  the  pillars  of  the  Church, 

And  whelm  us  all  in  ruin?  I  am  hound 

To  see  to  that.  Son— Benedicite !  [Exit 

PIEMILIAS. 

On  Tuesday  nest,  when  the  Inquisitor 
Is  certain  to  be  present ?— Lilian's  uncle? 

That  were  an  opportunity  too  rare 

To  be  allowed  to  pass!  *For  this  same  priest — 

He  is  my  old  preceptor,  and  instilled, 

By  dint  of  ffeqiient  and  remorseless  stripes  no 

Applied  at  random  to  my  childish  rear, 

Some  learning  into  me.  I  owe  him  much, 

.And  fain  I  would  repay  it.  Ha,  ha,  ha  | 
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What  a  dull  creature  was  that  Graduate 
To  blurt  his  folly  out!  If  a  church  falls 
Within  the  next  ten  years  in  Badajoz, 

ISTay,  if  a  single  stone  should  timibie  down, 

Or  a  stray  pAble  mutilate  the  nose 
Of  some  old  saint  within  a  crumbling  niche. 

His  life  will  pay  the  forfeit.  As  he  spoke,  ’  120 

Methought  I  saw  the  solid  vaults  give  way, 

And  the  entire  cathedral  rise  in  air, 

As  if  it  leaped  from  Pandemonium’s  jaws. 

But  that’s  a  serious  matter.  I  have  time 
To  meditate  the  deed.  These  cloister  walks 
Are  dull  and  cheerless,  and  my  spirit  pants 
For  kind  emotion.  Let  me  pass  from  hence, 

And  wile  away  an  hour  with  Lilian. 


SCENE  Y 

A  Wine  Shop.— -Nicodemxjs  and  Two  Familiars. 

XICODEMUS. 

Not  a  drop  more,  gentlemen,  if  you  love  me! 

PIRST  FAMILIAR. 

Nonsense,  man  I  We  have  not  had  as  much  as  would 
satisfy  the  thirst  of  a  chicken.  Another  stoup  here ! 
And  now  tell  us  a  little  more  about  your  master. 

XICODEMUS. 

Aha,  sirs!  He’s  an  odd  one,  is  Sehor  Firmilian. 

FIRST  FAMILIAR. 

A  devil  among  the  wenches,  I  suppose? 

NICODEMUS. 

Mum  for  that,  sir !  I  hope  I  am  not  the  man  to  betray 
confidence.  What  I  see,  I  behold  ;  and  what  I  behold 
I  can  keep  to  myself ;  and  there ’s  enough  on’t.  What 
have  you  black-coated  gentry  to  do  with  the  daughters 
of  Eve  ?  1 1 


FIRST  FAMILIAR.  ■ 

Nay,  no  offence_  meant,  Master  Nicodemus — you  are 
sharper  than  Pedrilio’s  razor !  What — young  blood  will 
have  its  way  I  ^But  you  are  happy  in  serving,  as  I  hear, 
the  most  promising  student  in  Badajoz. 

NICODEMUS. 

Serving,  sir  ?  Marry  come  up !  I’d  have  you  know 
that  I  am  his  secretary. 
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SECOIh’I)  FAMILIAB. 

Alia !  Your  health,  Master  Secretary !  I  fear  me  you 
haye  heavy  labour.  " 

NICODEMUS. 

knew  wliat  I  have  to  do — 
the  books  I  have  to  translate  from  the  Coptic,  Latin, 
Welsh,  and  other  ancient'  languages —you’d  pity  me'^ 
1  sometimes  wish  I  had  never  ^been  familiar''  wntli 
loreign  tongues.  Learning,  my  masters,  is  no  inheri- 

Black  Art— 

,  SECOND  FAMILIAK. 

Enlighten,  us,  blaster  Secretary — what  is  that?'  27 

NICODEMUS. 

The  Black  Art  ?  Here  is  your  very  good  health ! — I 
wish  you  could  see  my  master’s  room,  after  he  has  been 
to  call  up  the  devil!  Lord,  sir!  there’s  no  end 
01  skulls,  and  chalk  marks  on  the  floor,  and  stench  of 
what  not — but  I  don’t  believe  that,  with 
all  ins  pains,  he  ever  brought  the  devil  up. 

SECOND  PAMILIAE. 

Take  another  cup.— But  he  tries  it  sometimes? 

NICODEMUS. 

upon  Wednesdays— about  midnight,  when 
the  whole  household  have  gone  to  sleep.  But  he ’s  not 
up  to  the  trick:  he  neA^er  could  raise  anything  larger 
than  a  hedge-hog.  ^  o  ^ 

FIRST  FAMILIAR. 

But  he  has  done  that,  has  he?  39 

NICODEMUS. 

Of  course !  A^y  one  can  raise  a  hedge-hog.  But  I’m 
not  going  to  sit  here  all  night  seeing  ^mu  drinking. 

I  must  go  home  to  translate  Plotinus,  who  was  a 
respectable  father  of  the  Latin  Church.  Take  my  advice 
and  go  home  too — you  are  both  rather  drunk.  Where ’s 
my  beaver?  Don’t  attempt  to  offer  me  two,  in  case  I 
put  the  phantom  one  on  my  head.  I  sav— if  there  is 
a  drop  remaining  in  the  bottle,  you  migLt. offer  it  by 
Avay  of  courtesy.  Thanks,  andhake  care  of  yourselves. 

[Lhif. 

FIRST  FA3MILIAE. 

What  say  you  to  this  story?  A  clearer  proof 
Of  arrant  sorcery  was  neYer  gWen  so 

Unto  the  Holy  office. 
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SECOND  FAMILIAR. 

1  1  complete. 

He  raises  iiedge-liogs !  That ’s  enougii  for  me. 

{Exeunt 

SCENE  VI 

Exterior  of  the  Cathedral  of  SL  Nicholas.— Choir 
heard  cJiaunting  within. 

^  Enter  Firmilian. 

How  darkly  hangs  yon  cloud  above  the  spire ! 
There’s  thunder  in  the  air— 

What  if  the  flash 

bhouid  rend  the  solid  walls,  and  reach  the  vault 
Where  my  terrestrial  thunder  lies  prepared, 

And  so,  without  the  action  of  my  hand, 

Whirl  up  those  thousand  bigots  m  its  blaze, 

And  leave  me  guiltless,  save  in  the  intent? 

That  were  a  vile  defraudment  of  my  aim, 

A  petty  larceny  o’  the  element, 

An  interjection  of  exceeding  Avrong!  lo 

Let  the  hoarse  thunder  rend  the  vault  of  heaven, 
Lea,  shake  the  stars  myriads  from  their  boughs 
As  Autumn  tempests  Hiake  the  fruitage  down ; — 

Let  the  red  lightning  shoot  athwart  the  sky, 
Entangling  comets  by  their  spooming  hair, 

Piercing  the  zodiac  belt,  and  carrying  dread 
To  old  Orion,  and  his  whimpering  hound;—- 
But  let  the  glory  of  this  deed  be  mine ! 

ORGAN  and  CHOIR. 

Sublimatus  ad  honorem 
Niclmlai  presiilis :  20 

Pietatis  ante  rorem 
Guiictis  pluit  populis : 

Ut  vix  parem  aut  majorem 
Haebat  in  seeuiis. 

FIRMILIAN. 

Aet  I  could  weep  to  hear  the  wretches  sing! 

A  organ  anthem  dowm  the  aisle, 

thousand  voices  join  in  its  acclaim. 

^1  they  are  happy—they  are  on  their  knees ; 

Pound  and  above  them  stare  the  images 

Of  antique  saints  and  martyrs.  Censers  steam  30 

With  their  Arabian  charge  of  frankincense, 

And  every  heart,  with  inward  fingers,  counts 
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A  bLssful  rosary  of  pious  praj^er! 

perish,  then?  Is’t  yet  too  late? 
OH  thy  coward  soul ! 

^  4-^®  !— thou,  whose  mission  ’tis 

To  send  yibration  down  the  chord  of  time 
Unto  its  junction  with  eternity— 
ihou,  who  hast  dared  and  pondered  and  endured 
Gathering  by  piecemeal  all  the  noble  thoughtl  ’ 
^d  fierce  sensations  of  the  mind-as  one 
Who  in  a  garden  culls  the  wholesome  rose, 

FI  f ^  deadly  nightshade  up ; 

Flowers  not  akin,  and  yet,  by  contrast,  kind,— 

^  ^^^se  mundane  fools 

Whine  of  as  pity,  to  forego  thine  aim, 

And  never  feel  the  gnawing  of  remorse. 
mrl  ^^^.f^Pmethean  vulture  on  the  spleen, 
ihat  shaU  mstniet  thee  to  give  future  voice 
i  o  the  unuttered  agonies  of  Cain ! 
ihou,  to  compare,  mth  that  high  consequence 

breath  of  spme  poor  thousand  knights  and  knaves, 
mo  soarmg,  m  the  welkin,  shah  exhire! 
fehame,  shame,  Firmilian !  on  thy  weakness,  shame  i 
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OEGAX  and  choir. 

Aiiro  dato  violari 
Vhgines  prohibuit : 

Far  in  fame,  vas  in  mari 
Seryat  et  distribuit : 

Qui  tiniebant  naufragari 
Nautis  opem  tiibuit.  6o 


RIRMILIAX. 

A  right  good  saint  he  seems,  this  Mcholas ! 
And  over-worked'  too,  if  the  praise  be  just, 
W^ch  these,  his  votaries,  quaver  as  his  claim. 
Yet  it  IS  odd  he  should  overlook  the  fact 
ihat  underneath  this  church  of  his  are  stored 
borne  twenty  barrels  of  the  dusky  grain, 
whose  framing,  in  an  hour 
Oi  diabohc  jollity  and  mirth. 

Old  Roger  Bacon  wormed  from  Beelzebub  ^ 

He  might  ,keep  better  wardship  for  his  friends : 
Hut  that  to  me  is  nothing.  Now's  the  time! 
Ha .  as  1  tahe  the  matchbox  in  my  hand 
A  spasm  pervades  me,  and  a  natural  thrill 
As  though  my  better  genius  were  at  hand, 

T  ^  pluck  me  backwards  by  the*  hair, 

he  resolute.  Lose  this .  one  chance. 
Which  bears  me  to  th’  Acropolis  of  guilt,'' 

And  tins,,  our  age,  foregoes  its  noblest  song, 
i  must  be  speedv— 
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ORGAN  and  CHOIR. 

A  defunctis  suscitatiir  So 

Fur  turn  <mi  commiserat : 

Et  Judaeus  baptizatiir 
Fiu*tum  qui  recuperat: 

Illi  vita  restauratur, 

Hie  ad  fidem  properat. 

FIRMILIAN. 

No  more  was  needed  to  confirm  my  mind ! 

That  stanza  blows  all  thoughts  of  pity  off, 

As  empty  straws  are  scattered  by  the  wind  ! 

For  I  have  been  the  victim  of  the  Jews, 

Who,  by  vile  barter,  have  absorbed  my  means.  90 
Did  I  not  pawn— -for  that  same  flagrant  stuff‘, 

Which  only  waits  a  spark  to  be  dissolved, 

And,  haying  doneyts  mission,  must  ^disperse 
As  a  thin  smoke  into  the  ambient  air — 

Mv  diamond  cross,  my  goblet,  and  my  books  ? 

What  I  would  they  venture  to  baptize  the  Jew  ? 

The  cause  assumes  a  holier  aspect,  then  ; 

And,  as  a  faithful  son  of  Eome,  I  dai*e 

To  merge  my  darling  passion  in  the  wrong 

That  is  projected  against  Christendom  !  100 

Pity,  avaunt !  1  may  not  longer  stay. 

[Eooit  into  the  vaults.  A  short  pause, 
after  which  he  reappears. 

His  done  !  I  vanish  like  the  lightning  bolt. 

ORGAN  and  CHOIR. 

Nicholai  sacerdotiim 
Decus,  honor,  gloria : 

Plebem  omnem,  clerum  totuni— 

[The  Cathedral  is  blown  up. 


SCENE  VII 

Saloon.— Pall  and  Coffin. 

Enter  Countess,  Confessor,  Haverillo,  and 
Attendants.  • 

CONFESSOR. 

Weep  not,  dear  lady — he  is  now  at  rest! 

Nor  thundering  cannon,  nor  loud-booming  drum. 
Nor  braying  tmmpet,  nor  the  clarion’s  call, 

Nor  rapid  crash  of  charging  cMvali’y, 

Can  stir  him  from  his  sleep.  For  him  no  more 
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Hath  the  lewd  tinkling  of  the  amorous  lute 
Behind  a  twilight  lattice,  or  the  wave 
Of  a  light  kOTchief  in  a  stealthy  hand. 

Or  lifting  of  dark  eyelids,  any  charm ! 
jNo  more  shall  he,  in  joyous  revehy, 

Ply  the  loose  yine-cup,  or  exchange  the  jest — 
And  therefore,  I  beseech  you,  dr}’-  your  tears. 

haverillo.  (AsMe.) 

Why,  what  a  ghostly  comforter  is  this! 

He  tells  her  nothing  of  the  yet  to  be, 

But  only  harps  upon  the  acliing  past. 

COKFESSOE. 

Bear  up  that  coffin  !  Grief  hath  had  its  scope, 
And  now  ’tis  time  to  pause.  Bethink  thee,  .lady. 
How  it  may  fare  with  thine  Alphonzo’s  soul.  " ' 
There’s  no  rich  clothing  in  the  world  bevond, 

No  jewell’d  cups,  no  sparkling  costiv  genis, 

No  rare  display  of  silver  and  of  golil 
Such  as  your  sideboards  show  on  gala-davs — 

But  the  poor  spirit,  shivering  and  alone, " 

On  the  cold  sea-beach  of  eternitv, 

Must  shriek  for  help  to  those  he  left  beliind. 
Say— shall  Alp)honzo  plead  to  thee  in  vain  ? 

COUNTESS. 

O  man— man — man !  Thy  prating  drives  me  mad- 
Thy  hideous  voice  is  loathsome  to  mine  eai-. 
Albeit  I  know  not  what  thou  croakest  there  ! 

Set  down  the  coffin— set  it  down,  I  say  I 
I  have  not  yet  wept  half  the  flood  of  tears 
That  I  must  pour  on  my  Alpiionzo’s  head. 
There’s  a  hot  deluge  seetMng  in  my  brain, 

And  I  must  give  it  leave  to  liow,  or  die  I 

HA’VERILLO. 

Poor^  lady,  she  is  greatly  moved  I  ’Twere  best 
To  give  her  passion  way.  Bethink  you,  sir  ; 

A  mother  rarely  will  with  patience  hear 
A  true  reproach  against  a  Hving  son, 

Far  less  a  taunt  directed  at  the  dead. 

CONFESSOE. 

Who’s  he  that  dares  usurp  my  privilege, 

Or  question  my  discretion?  Is’t  for  thee, 

Thou  silken  moth,  to  flutter  round  the  torch 
Of  conscience,  flaming  in  a  Church  man’s  hands, 
And  try  to  smother  it  ?  What  art  thou,  sirrah  ? 

I  .waiTant  me  some  kinsman,  with  an  eye 
To  those  vast  hoards  of  molten  vanity, 
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Wiiicli  can  alone  relieve  Alphonzo’s  soul 
Under  the  guidance  of  our  holy  Cliurcli. 
Out  on  thee,  heretic ! 


^  ,  Presumptuous  priest ! 

Wert  thou  unfrocked,  I’d  tell  thee  that  thou  liest. 

CONFESSOE. 

Hence,  -die  disturber  of  the  hapless  dead  I  ,, 

Thou  enemy  of  souls— thou  sordid  knave, 
ihat,  for  a  paltry  pittance  to  thyself, 

Wouldst  bar  the  gates  of  Paradise  to  him 
wn?  ij®®  beneath  yon  pall !  What,  caitiff  wretch  ! 
vv  lit  thou  again  presume  to  answer  me  ? 

Let  but  a  word  escape  thy  tainted  lips, 

And  the  most  fell  anathema  of  Rome, 

From  which  there  neither  is  appeal  nor  cure, 
bhaU  lulmine  on  thy  head  1 

,  for  thee,  lady—  6o 

li  thou  regardest  him  whom  thou  hast  lost 
holier  feeling  than  the  tigress  shows 
When,  in  her  savage  and  blood-boltered  den, 
bhe  moans  above  the  carcass  of  her  cubs— 

Consume  no  more  the  precious  hours  in  grief  • 

Each  hour  is  precious  to  a  soul  in  pain  !  ' 

2ne  the  keys  of  all  thy  coffered  wealth, 
ihat,  with  a  liberal  hand,  I  may  dispense 
Thy  hoarded  angels  to  the  suffering  poor. 

jo’^ols  also — what  hast  thou  to  do  70 

With  earthly  jewels  more  ?— give  them  to  me  *  “ 

And  tor  each  brilliant  thou  shalt  hear  a  mass  ' 
bung  for  Alpluinzo.  Fie  on  filthy  pride! 
is  t  meet  a  widow’s  house  should  hold  such  store 
Ot  flagons,  cups,  and  costly  chalices, 
mt  salvers  and  ancestral  bowls  ? 

rni  subtile  spider-threads  of  sin 

ihat  bind  the  soul  to  earth.  Away  with  them ! 
ihou  hast  no  children  now. 

COUNTESS. 

mi  ,  Fhoii  crawling  wretch— 

Thou  holy  he — thou  gilded  sepulchre —  80 

ihou  motot  consummate  hypocrite  and  knave  ! 

thou  take  measure  of  my  grief 
With  thine  unnatural  hands  ?  yVhat !  thou  a  priest, 
And,  in  the  hour  of  desolation,  seek’st 
For  ransom  to  be  paid  in  gems  and  gold 

spirit,  which,  beside  thine  own, 

V  V  ould  show  as  glorious  as  au  angel’s  form 


SCENE  VII 


^ntrasted  with,  an  Ethiopian  slave ! 

^  should  purchase  them? 

TT^t  fj?  in?*  M  It  twenty  years  and  more.  go 
^on  the  liberal  bounty  of  our  house 

Have  I  not  seen  thee  flatter  and  deceive  • 
lawn  like  a  spaniel •  and,  with  readiest  lie. 

Make  coverture  of  thine  obscene  attempts 

Jjllain!  there  they  stand. 

The  Iflushing  proofs  of  thine  impurity. 

Hast  thou  not  stroked  my  lost  Alphonzo’s  head 
A  thousand  times,  protesting  that 'no  vouth 

\^ave  ever  promise  of  a  fairer  course  ? 

And  wouldst  thou  now  retract  that  word  of  thine 
And,  in  the  presence  of  my  blighted  flower,  Aioi 
Deny  the  glorious  perfume  that  it  bore  ? 

O  get  thee  gone !  thou  mak’st  me  wi-ong  the  dead. 

Bj  wasting  moments,  consecrate  to  team 
in  idle  railing  at  a  wretch  like  thee ! 

GOXFESSOE. 

This  is  mere  madness  I  Think  not  to  escape. 

By  ang^  words  and  frantic  declamation, 

Ihe^  righteous  claims  of  the  defrauded  Church, 
i  stir  not  hence  until  her  dues  are  paid. 

If  thou  withhold’st  thy  keys,  I  warn  thee,  lady,  no 
That  holy  Peter  wull  not  turn  his  key 
For  any  of  th^*  race! 


COUlsT.ESS. 


.  Thou  cormorant 

ihat  screamest  still  for  garbage!  take  thy  fill 
^d  rid^  me  of  thy  presence.  Fabian  —  ’ 

Show  him  the  secret  chamber  of  the  Cid, 

Wherein  the  ransom  of  the^Moors  is  piled: 

There  is  the  key — and  let  him  never  more 
Pollute  my  threshold  !  0  my  lost  Alphonzo ! 

(/Sbonn^.) 


CONFESSOB. 

Ho,  ho !  ^  I  have  it  now  !  The  key,  the  key  ! 

Come  quickly.  Master  Stewiird  !  120 

[Exit  Scene  doses. 


SCENE  VIII  '" 

A  G(Al&i'y, — At  the  end  an  armed  figure  bearing  a  mace. 
Enter  Confessor  and  Fabian. 

CONFESSOR. 

I  WARRANT  me  thou  thinkest,  Master  Steward, 

That  I  was  over  urgent  with  thy  dame. 
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There  are  some  natures,  sir,  so  obstinate 
That  mildness  will  not  stir  them,  and  for  these 
The  Church  enjoins  a  wholesome  stimulant. 

Such  is  your  lady. 

FABIAN. 

You  are  learned,  sir. 

And  doubtless  know  your  duty.  Here’s  the  chaiiiber. 

CONFESSOR. 

What  mean  you,  fellow?  There  is  nothing  here 
Except  an  effigy  in  rusted  mail. 

Beware  of  trifling  wuth  the  Holy  Church  !  lo 

FABIAN. 

That  is  the  guardian  of  the  treasure-room. 

I  see  you  marvel— Listen.  Long  ago, 

Pedro,  the  founder  of  this  ancient  liouse, 

Was  the  dear  friend  and  comrade  of  the  Cid. 

Often  together  in  the  battle-field 

Bid  they  two  charge  the  squadrons  of  the  Moor, 

And  mow  the  stalwart  unbelievers  down. 

Seldom  they  smrecl  a  life— yet  once,  by  chance, 

The  caliph  of  Ealdraeea  crossed  their  path, 

Him  they  took  captive,  with  three  princes  more,  20 
And  made  them  stand  to  ransom.  Ail  the  East, 

As  I  have  heard— Chaldea,  Araby, 

Fez,  Tunis,  India,  and  the  far  Cathay— 

Was  racked  for  tribute.  From  the  Persian  Gulf 
Them  came  huge  bags  of  large  and  lustrous  |)earl, 
Which  in  the  miiy  bottom  of  the  sea 
The  breathless  diver  found.  Then  there  were  opals 
Bright  as  young  moons,  and  diamonds  like  stars, 
Par-blazing  rubies,  gorgeous  carbuncles, 

Jacinths  and  sapphires.  And  with  these  there  came, 
Ten  camel-loads  of  curious  workmanship,  31 

All  wrought  in  solid  gold— a  greater  ransom 
Than  ever  yet  was  tendered  for  a  king  I 

CONFESSOR. 

Thy  words  have  oped  a  fountain  in  my  mouth. 

And  stirred  its  waters  !  Excellent  Fabian— 

So  half  this  wealth  accrued  toB’Aguilar? 

FABIAN. 

Of  that,  anon.  When  all  the  heap  was-  piled 
Before  them,  then  the  Campeador  said:  — 

"May  not  my  sin  lie  heavy  on  my  soul 
Upon  mv  dying^  day  !  For  I  have  broke  40 

A  vow  I  made  in  youth  before  the  shrine 
Of  San  lago,  never  in  the  field 
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To  spare  a  heatlien.  Wliat  is  done,  is  clone — 

May  be  atoned  for,  but  not  blotted  out, 

I  wili  not  toiicli  the  ransom.  Be  it  ^iven 
Entire  to  thee,  my  brother  D'Aguilar ! ' 

CONFESSOE. 

No  wonder  Spain  still  glories  in  the  Cid  ! 

What !  are  the  treasures  here  ?  Speak  quickly,  man  ! 

FABIAX. 

Your  patience  for  a  moment !  'When  the  knidit 
Found  no  persuasion  could  affect  the  Cid,  "  50 

Or  sway  him  from  his  purpose,  then  he  Yielded. 

One^  half  the  ransom  bought  the  goodly  lands 
Which  still  pertain  unto  the  D'Agmlafs. 

The  other  half  lies  in  a  secret  room, 

The  door  of  which  I'll  show  you— you Ve  the  key. 

But  first  Ill  tell  you  why  yon  effigy 
Stands  there  to  guard  it." 

COA’FESSOR. 

W'hat  is  that  to  me? 
W^hat  do  I  care  about  your  effigies, 

Or  mumbled  stories  of  the  knights  of  old  ? 

The  door,  I  say! 

TABIAH. 

Yet  listen— ‘Tis  my  duty  60 
To  make  this  clear.  When  Buy  Diaz  died. 

The  knight  of  D’Aguilar  obtained  his  arms ; 

And  in  remembrance  of  the  bounteous  gift 
He  placed  them  there  before  the  treasure-room. 

'Tis  said  the  mighty  spirit  of  Bivar 

Still  dwells  within  that  corslet ;  and  the  mace, 

Which  once  was  called  the  hammer  of  the  Moor, 

Is  swayed  on  high,  and  will  descend  on  those 
Wlio  come  to  wrong  the  race  of  D' Aguilar, 

IVe  heard  my  father  tell,  that,  ere  my  birth,  70 
Two  reckless  Tillains  of  Gitano  blood, 

Lured  by  the  rumour  of  the  treasured  wealth, 

Tried, ^over-night,  to  force  that  secret  door; 

And,  in  the  morning,  when  the,  servants  came, 

They  found  a  brace  of  battered  carcasses, 

The  skulls  beat  into  pulp,  upon  the  floor; 

And  yonder  mace— how  terrible  it  is  I 
Was  dropping  with  their  blood ! 

CONFESSOR. 

And  dost  thou  think 
With  thy  false  legends  to  deter  me  now, 

Thou  paralytic  slave  ?  Eeserve  thy  tales 
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For  gaping  crones,  and  idle  serving-men ! 

Can  I  not  make  an  image  stare  and  wink 
Fxlnbit  gesture  with  its  painted  hands,  ' 
lea,  counterfeit  the  action  of  a  saint — 

And  dost  thou  hope  to  scare  me  with  a  lie 
Where  is  the  door,  I  say  ? 

FABIAIT. 

Bear  witness,  Saints, 
1  hat  I  am  sackless  of  the  consequence ! 
iou  are  forewarned — 

COKFESSOR. 

The  door~the  door,  I  say! 

FABIAN. 

Insert  the  key  beneath  that  panel  there ! 


So— it  IS  mine,  all  mine !  Why,  now  am  I  oo 

A  hmg  of  lud,  an  emperor  of  the  earth! 

^0  haste,  no  haste !— I  would  not  lose  the  thrill 

Ui  expectation  that  entrances  me 

For  half  the  glorious  heap  that’s  stored  within  ! 

y’  a  handful  of  those  orient  pearls 
i  11  buy  a  bishopric.  A  dozen  rubies 
May  make  me  Metropolitan ;  and  then 
As  gems  are  scarce  and  highly  prized  k  Eome, 

Uf  the  Tiara,  may  advance  my  claim  too 

Unto  the  title  of  a  Cardinal — 

breath — Lord  Cardinal— a  Prince 
And  Magnate  of  the  Church  !  What  follows  next’ 
Bram,  do  not  lose  thyself  in  ecstacy, 
hf or_  swim  to  madness  at  the  thought  of  that 
Which  hes  -wnthin  my  reach-Sairrt  Peter’s  chair! 
w  withm  this  hidden  vault 

ould  bribe  the  Holy  College,  and  would  make 
Ac  “iwi’  rhe  lord  of  monarchs,  and  the  chief 

Ut  all  the  rulers  over  Christendom !  no 

:na,  ha!  to  see  the  mighty  world  lie  down 
in  homage  at  my  feet,  and  hear  its  hail 

10  me  as  lord  and  master! 


dream? 

T  W  within  my  hand, 

1  hold  the  precious  key  that  shall  at  once  ^ 

Admit  me  to  the  temple  of  my  hope — 

Open,  old  wards,  to  him  who  shall  be  Pope ! 

[He  ^oor,  mid  is  struck  doim  ly  the 
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taeian. 

Kght  little  moaning  ne^  I  make  for  one 
Who  died  by  his  own  sin!  Poor  prostrate  fool. 
Whom  warning  would  not  reach !  Six  feet  of  earth 

Is  ail  that  even  Popes  can  claim  as  theirs.  i; 

w  ^  funeral  bell 

May  toll  for  thee— Ill  drop  thee  in  a  web. 

[ExU  with  the  hodj/. 
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Summit  of  the  Fillar  of  St  Simem-i  Sf fifes, 

FIRMILIAK. 

Twas  a  ^grand  spectacle !  The  solid  earth 
Seemed  from  its  quaking  entrails  to  eruct 
The  gathered  lava  of  a  thousand  years. 

Like  an  imposthume  bursting  up" from  hell! 

In  a  red  robe  of  flame,  the  riven  towers, 

Pillars  and  altar,  organ-loft  and  screen, 

With  a  singed  swarm  of  mortals  intermixed 
Were  whirled  in  anguish  to  the  shuddering  stars. 
And  all  creation  trembled  at  the  din. 

It  was  my  doing— mine  alone!  and  I  i 

Stand  greater  by  this  deed  than  the  vain  fool 
That  thrust  his  torch  beneath  Diana’s  shrine.  ^ 

For  what  was  it  inspired  Erostratus 
But  a  Weak  vanity  to  have  his  name 
Blaze  out  for  arson  in  the  catalogue? 

I  have  been  wiser.  No  man  knows  the  name 
Of  me,  the  pyrotechnist  who  have  given 
A  new  apotheosis  to  the  saint 
With  lightning  blast,  and  stunning  thunder-knell ! 

And  yet— and  yet —what  boots  the  sacrifice?  2. 
I  thou^t  to  take  remorse  unto  my  heart, 

As  the  young  Spartan  hid  the  savage  fox 
Beneath  the_  foldings  of  his  boyish  gown, 

And  let  it  rive  his  flesh.  Mine  is  not  riven — 

My  heart  is  yet  unscaried.  I’ve  been  too  coarse 
And  generalln  this  business.  Had  there  been 
Amongst  that  multitude  a  single  man 
Who  loved  me,  cherished  me— to  whom  I  owed 
Sweet  reciprocity  for  holy  alms, 

And  gifts  of  gentle  import— had ,  there  been  3^ 

Friend— father— brother,  mingled  in  that  crowd, 

And  I  had  slain  ^him— then  indeed  my  soul 
Might  have  acquired  fruition  of  its  wish. 

And  shrieked  delirious  at  the  taste  of  sin ! 

But  these — what  were  the  victims  unto  me? 

M  3 
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NotMng !  Mere  iiumaii  atoms,  breathing  clods 
Uninspired  dullards,  iinpoetic  slaves,  ’ 

The  rag,  and  tag,  and  bobtail  of  mankind ; 

Whom,  haying  scorched  to  cinders,  I  no  more 
Peel  ruth  for  what  I  did,  than  if  my  hand 
Had  thrust  a  stick  of  sulphui*  in  the  nest 
Of  some  poor  hive  of  droning  humble-bees, 

And  smoked  them  into  silence ! 

I  must  have 

A  more  potential  draught  of  guilt  than  this, 

With  more  of  Avoriiiwood  in  it ! 

Here  I  sit, 

Perched  like  a  raven  on  old  Simeon's  shaft, 

With  barely  needful  footing  for  my  limbs — 

And  one  is  climbing  up  the  inward  coil, 

Who  was  my  friend  and  brother.  We  have  gazed 
Together  on  the  midnight  map  of  heaven, 

And  marked  the  gems  In  Cassiopeia’s  hair— 
Together  have  we  heard  the  nightingale 
Waste  the  exuberant  music  of  iier  throat. 

And  lull  the  flustering  breezes  into  calm — 

Together  have  we  emulously  sung 
Of  Hyacinthus,  Daphne,  and  the  "rest, 

Whose  mortal  weeds  Apollo  changed  to  flowers. 
Also  from  him  I  have  derived  miich  aid 
In  golden  ducats,  which  I  fain  would  pay 
Back  with  extremest  usury,  were  but 
Mine  own  convenience  equal  to  wish. 

Moreover,  of  his  poems  he  hath  sold 
Two  full  editions  of  a  thousand  each. 

While  mine  remain  neglected  on  the  shelves  I 
Courage,  Firmilian !  for  the  hour  has  come 
When  thou  canst  know  atrocity  indeed, 

By  smiting  him  that  was  thy  clearest  friend. 

And  think  not  that  he  dies  a  vulgar  death — 

’Tis  poetry  demands  the  saeriflee! 

Yet  not  to  him  be  that  revealnient  made. 

He  must  not  know  with  what  a  loving  hand— 
With  what  fraternal  charity  of  heart 
I  do  devote  him  to  the  infernal  gods ! 

I  dare  not  spare  him  one  particular  pang, 

Hor  make  the  struggle  briefer !  Hush— he  comes. 

HAVERiLLo,  emerging  from  the  staircase. 

How  now,  Firmilian  I— I  am  scant  of  breath  ; 
These  steps  have  pumped  the  ether  from  my  lungs. 
And  made  the  bead-drops  cluster  on  my  brow. 

A  strange,^  unusual  rendezvous  is  this — 

An  old  saint’s  pillar,  which  no  human  foot 
Hath  scaled  this  hundred  years ! 
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fieiiilian. 

Ay— it  is  strange! 
haverillo. 

‘Paitli,  sir,  tlie  bats^  considered  it  a-s  sncli : 

They  seem  to  flourish  in  the  columii  here. 

And  are  not  over  courteous,  Ha !  Em  weaiT  : 

I  shall  sleep  sound  to-night. 

You  shall  sleep  sound 

HAVERILLO. 

Either  there  is  an  echo  in  the  place. 

Or  your  voice  is  sepulchral. 

EIEMILIAN. 

Seems  it  so? 

HAVERILLO. 

Come,  come,  Firmflian— Ee  once  more  a  man ! 
Leave  off  these  childish  tricks,  and  vapours  bred 
Out  of  a  too  much  pampered  fantasy. 

What  are  we,  after  all,  but  mortal  men.  ' 

Who  eat,  drink,  sleep,  need  raiment  and  the  like. 
As  well  as  any  jolterhead  alive? 

Trust  me,  my  friend,  we  cannot  feed  on  dreams, 
Or  stay  the  hungry  cravings  of  the  maw 
By  mere  poetic  Banquets. 

FIEMILIAH. 

Say  you  so*? 

Yet  have  I  heard  that  by  some  alchemy 
(To  me  unknoAvn  as  yetfyoii  have  transmuted 
Your  verses  to  fine  gold.  " 

HAVERILLO. 

And  all  that  gold 
Was  lent  to '  you,  Firmilian. 

EIEMILIAH. 

You  expect^ 

Doubtless,  I  will  repay  you?^ 

HAVERILLO. 

So  I  do. 

You  told  me  yesterday  to  meet  you  here, 

And  .you  would  pay  me  back  with  interest. 

Here  is  the  note. 


FIEMILIAXi 

A  moment. — Do  you  see 
Yon  melon- vender's  stall  down  f  the  square? 


FIRMILIAN 


SS2 

Methinks  the  fruit  that,  close  beside  the  eye, 

Would  show  as  largely  as  a  giant’s  head,  “ 

Is  dwindled  to  a  heap* of  gooseberries! 

If  Justice  held  no  bigger  scales  than  those 

Yon  pigmy  seems  to'balance  in  his  hands,  i  lo 

Her  utmost  fiat  scarce  w^ould  w’'eigh  a  drachm ! 

How  say  you? 

HAVERILLO. 

Hothing— ’tis  a  fearful  lieight ! 

My  brain  turns  dizzy  as  i  gaze  below, 

And  there’s  a  strange  sensation  in  my  soles. 

EIRMILIAN. 

Ay— feel  you  that?  Ixion  felt  the  same 
Ere  he  was  whirled  from  heaven  ! 

HAVERILLO, 

Firmilian ! 

You  carry  this  too  far.  Farewell  Well  meet 
When  you’re  in  better  humour. 

FIRMILIAN. 

Tarry,  sir  I 

I  have  you  here,  and  thus  we  shall  not  part. 

I  know  your  meaning  well.  For  that  same  dross. 
That  paltry  ore  of  Mammon’s  mean  device  12 1 

Which  I,  to  honour  you,  stooped  to  receive, 

You’d  set  the  Alguazils  on  my  heels  ! 

What !  have  I  read-  your  thought  ?  Nay,  never  shrink. 
Nor  edge  towards  the  doorway!  You’re  a  scholar! 
How  was’t  with  Phaeton? 

HAVERILLO. 

Alas !  he ’s  mad. 

Hear  me,  Firmilian  I  Here  is  the  receipt— 

Take  it—- 1  grudge  it  not!  If  ten  times  more, 

It  were  at  your  siveet  service. 

FIRMILIAN. 

Would  you  do 

This  kindness  unto  me? 

HAVERILLO. 

Most  willingly.  130 

FIRMILIAN. 

Liar  and  slave  I  There ’s  falsehood  in  thine  eye ! 

I  read  as  clearly  there,  as  in  a  book, 

That,  if  I  did  allow  you  to  escape, 

^  fifteen  minutes  you  would  seek  the  judge. 
Therefore,  prepare  thee,  for  thou  needs  must  die! 


SCENE  IX 


ass 

HAYEFaLLO. 

Madman— st-and  off!  , 

FIFMILIANY 

m  1  ,  Th^e’s  but  four  feet  of  space 

lo  spare  between  us.  ^  I’m  not  basty,  I ! 
bwans  sing  befoi*e  tlieii*  death,  and  it  inav  be 
That  dying  poets  feel  that  impulse  too :  “ 

Then,  pry  thee,  _  be  canorous.  You  mav  sing  !j.o 
One  of  those  ditties  which  haYe  won  you  gold, 

And  my  meek  audience  of  the  vapid  strain 
Shall  count  with  Phoebus  as  a  full  discharge 
For  all  your  ducats.  Will  you  not  begin?" 

HAYERILLO. 

Leave  off  this  horrid  jest,  Firmilian! 

FIEMILIAN. 

Jest !  'Tis  no  jest !  This  pillar ’s  very  high — 
bhout,  and  no  one  can  hear  vou  from  the  square — 
sing,  I  say? 

HAYERILLO. 

Listen,  Firmilian ! 

I  have  a  third  edition  in  the  press. 

Whereof  the  proceeds  shaU  be  wholly  thine—  150 
Spare  me ! 

PIRMILIAN. 

A  third  edition  !  Atropos— 

Forgive  me  that  I  tarried! 

HAYERILLO. 

Mercy !— Ah  !— 

[Firmilian  luirls  Mm  from  the  column. 


SCENE  X 

Square  helow  the  Pillar. 

Enter  Apollodorus,  a  Critk. 
Why  do  men  call  me  a  presumptuous  cur, 

A  vapouring  blockhead,  and  a  turgid  fool, 

A  common  nuisance,  and  a  charlatan? 

IVe  dashed  into  the  sea  of  metaphor 
"With  as  strong  paddles  as  the  sturdiest  ship 
That  chums  Medusae  into  liquid  light, 

Ajid  hashed  at  every  object  in  my  way. 

My  ends  are  public.  I  haY^e  talked  of  men 
As  my  familiars,  whom  I  never  saYv. 
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Nay — more  to  raise  my  credit— I  have  penned  lo 
I^isties  to  the  great  ones  of  the  land, 

"^^en  some  attack  plight  make  them  slightly  sore, 
Assuring  them,  in  faith,  it  was  not  I.  ’ 

What  was  their  answer?  Many,  shortly  this: 

‘  Who,  in  the  name  of  Zernebock,  are  you  ?  ’ 

I  have  reviewed  myself  incessantly — ‘ 

Yea,  made  a  contract  with  a  kindred  soul 
For  mutual  interchange  of  puffery. 

Gods— how  we  blew  each  other !  But,  ’tis  past— 
Those  halcyon  days  are  gone;  and,  I  suspect,  20’ 
That,  in  some  fit  of  loathing  or  disgust, 

As  Samuel  turned  from  Eli’s  coarser  son, 

Mine  ancient  playmate  hath  deserted  me. 

And  yet  I  am  Apollodorus  still ! 

I  search  for  genius,  having  it  myself 
With  keen  and  earnest  longings.  I  survive 
To  disentangle,  from  the  imping  wings 
Of  our  young  poets,  their  crustaceous  slough. 

I  watch  them,  as  the  watcher  on  the  brook 

Sees  the  young  salmon  wrestling  from  its  egg,  30 

And  revels  in  Its  future  bright  career. 

Ha !  what  seraphic  melody  is  this  ? 

Enter  Sancho,  a  Costermonger,  singing. 

Down  in  the  garden  behind  the  wall, 

Merrily  grows  the  bright-green  leek : 

The  old  sow  grunts  as  the  acorns  fall,* 

The  winds  blow  heavy,  the  little  pigs  squeak. 

One  for  the  litter,  and  three  for  the  teat— 

Hark  to  their  music,  Juanna  my  sweet ! 

APOLLODORUS. 

Now,  heaven  be  thanked !  here  is  a  genuine  bard, 

A  creature  of  high  impulse,  one  unsoiled  40 

By  coarse  conventionalities  of  rule. 

He  labours  not  to  sing,  for  his  bright  thoughts 
Eesolve  themselves  at  once  into  a  strain 
Without  the  aid  of  balanced  artifice. 

All  hail,  great  poet ! 

SAlSiCHO. 

Save  you,  my  merry  master !  Need  you  any  leeks  or 
onions?  Here’s  the  primest  cauliflower,  though  I  say 
it,  in  all  Badajoz.  Set  it  up  at  a  distance  of  some  ten 
yards,  and  I’ll  forfeit  my  ass  if  it  does  not  look  bigger 
than  the  Alcayde^s  wig.  Or  would  these  radishes  suit 
your  turn  ?  There ’s  nothing  like  your  radish  for  cooling 
the  blood  and  purging  distempered  humours.  52 


22  This  lin&  toas  not  in  ‘  Blackioood  ’ 
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APOL.LODOP.US.. 

I  do  admire  tliy  Tegetables  much. 

But  will  not  buy  them.  Pray  you,  pardon  me 
Por  one  short  word  of  friendly  obloquy. 

Is’t  possible  a  being  so  endowed 

With  music,  song,  ^and  sun-aspiring  thoughts. 

Can  stoop  to  chaffer  idly  in  the  streets, 

And,  for  a  huckster's  miserable  gain, 

Eenounce  the  iirgiiigs  of  his  destiny?  6o 

A¥hy,  man,  tliine  ass  should  be  a  Pegasus, 

A  sun-reared  charger  snorting  at  the  stars, 

And  scattering  all  the  Pleiads  at  liis  heels— 

Thy  cart  should  be  an  orient-tinted  car, 

Such  as  Aurora  driYes  into  the  day,  '  ^ 

What  time  the  rosy-ffngered  Hours  awake — 

Thy  reins — 

SA]SX'HO. 

Lookye,  master,  IVe  dusted  a  better  jacket  than 
yours  before  now,  so  you  had  best  keep  a  civil  tongue 
in  your  head.  Once  for  all,  will  you  buy  my  radishes  *? 


APOLLODORUS. 

No! 


SA.NCHO. 

Then  go  to  the  devil  and  shake^^  yourself !  7 1 

APOLLODOBUS. 

The  foul  fiend  seize  thee  and  thy  cauliflowers  I 
I  was  indeed  a  most  egregious  ass 
To  take  this  lubber  clodpole  for  a  bard. 

And  worsliiiJ  that  dull  fool.  Pythian  Apollo ! 

Hear  me— 0  hear!  Towards  the  firm.a.ment 
I  gaze  with  longing  eyes ;  and,  in  the  name 
Of  millions  thirsting  for  poetic  draughts, 

I  do  beseech  thee,  send  a  poet  down ! 

Let  him  descend,  e’en  as  a  meteor  falls,  So 

Bushing  at  noonday— 

[Be  is  crushed  hy  the  fall  of  the 
body  of  Hayeeillo. 


SCENE  X.I 
A  Street 

Enter  Turn '  Gektlemex,  meeting* 

EIBST  G-ENTLEM.xlV. 

Save  you,  brave  Cavalier! 
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SECONB  GENTLEMAN. 

T  11,  like  to  you,  sir. 

\  where  you  have  been  to-dav— 

All  Eadajoz  was  at  the  market-place. 

FIRST  GENTLEMAN. 

^  You  mean  the  Act  of  Faith?  I  ,vas  too  late : 

Will  you  vouchsafe  me  some  relation  of  it? 

SECOND  GENTLEMAN. 

Tve  seen  a  larger  muster  for  the  stake  • 

But  never  was  the  public  interest 
Excited  to  so  A^ehement  a  pitch. 

Men  did  not  care  for  Jews  or  heretics. 

Though  some  of  both  descriptions  were  produced.  la 
leading  victim  was  the  G-raduate, 

Whose  monst^i-ous  deed  in  blowing-  up  the  church, 
Whereby  a  thousand  lives  and  more  were  lost 
btanas  yet  unequalled  for  atrocity.  ^ 

Faith,  sir !  the  Inquisition  had  bard  work 
lo  guard  him  from  his  dungeon  to  the  pile 

twenty  thousand  throats 

mu  ®?  horrid  and  so  fierce  a  yell 

AT  XU  ^  fain  to  hold  my  tingling  ears. 

Mothem,  Avhose  sons  had  perished  in  the  church  20 
^  curses  at  him  :  old  men  shook  their  fists 
With  palsied  vehemence ;  and  there  were  some 
Who  earned  naked  daggers  in  their  hands, 

And  would  have  hacked  him  piecemeal. 

FIRST  GENTLEMAN. 

jrT\_  XU  *1  T  And  no  wonder—?" 

iwas  a  most  horrid  and  unnatural  deed  ‘ 

My  young  remembrance  cannot  parallel  ’ 

A  felloAv  to  it. 

SECOND  GENTLEMAN. 

A  little  pale,  perhaps,  but  noway  moved 
m  all  their  hooting.  When  he  readied  the  pile 
He  craved  permission  of  the  Inquisitor,  ->0 

To  say  a  word  or  t\yo.  That  being  granted,  ^ 

st  might  way  to  the  raging  crowd, 
Which,  at  lus  gesture,  stilled  itself  awhile, 

And  spoke  in  parables. 

FIRST  GENTLEMAN. 

Tx-,  r  .  ,  .  ^  How  mean  you,  sir  ? 

Did  he  confess  his  guilt? 


SCEKE  XI 
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SECOND  GENTLEMAN. 

In  faith,  not  lie  ! 
xiis  speecji  was  _ worse  than  any  cominination. 

He  curs’d  the  city,  ^  and  he  curs’d  the  church ; 

He  curs  d  the  houses,  and  he  curs’d  their  stones. 

cursed,^  in  short,  in  such  iniraculous  ivisej 
That  nothing  was  exempted  from  his  ban.  40 

A  people’s  wrath  was  roused. 

And  a  whole  storm  of  cats  came  tuniMing  in, 
Combined  with  baser  missiles.  I  was  fain, 
hiot  wishing  to  be  wholly  singular, 

To  add  my  contribution  to  the  rest. 

Yet  he  curs’d  on,  till  the  Familiars  gagged  him  — 
Bound  Mm  unto  the  stake,  and  so  he  'died. 

FIRST  GENTLEMAN. 

You  tell  the  story  very  pleasantly. 

Were  there  no  more  0?  note  in  the  procession? 

SECOND  GENTLEMAN. 

There  was  a  fellow,  too,  an  Anabaptist,  50 

Or  something  of  the  sort,  from  the  Low  Countries, 
Eejoicing  in  the  name  of  Teufelsdrockh. 

I  do  not  know  for  what  particular  sin 
He  stood  condemned ;  hut  it  was  noised  abroad 
That,  in  all  w^^s,  he  was  a  heretic. 

Six  times  the  inquisition  held  debate 
Upon  his  tenets,  and  vouchsafed  him  speech, 

Whereof  he  largely  did  avail  himself. 

But  they  could  coin  no  meaning  from  his  words. 
Further  than  this,  that  he  most  earnestly  ’  60 

Denounced  all  systems,  human  and  divine. 

And  so,  because  the  weaker  sort  of  men 
Are  oft  misled  by  babbling,  as  the  bees 
Hive  at  the  clash  of  cymbals,  it  was  deemed 
A  duty  to  remove  Miii.  He,  too,  spoke. 

But  never  in  your  life,  sir,  did  you -hear 
Such  Mdeous  jargon !  ’  The  distracting  screech 
Of  waggon-wheels  ungi'eased  was  music  to  it ; 

And  as  for  meaning — wiser  heads  than  mine 
Could  find  no  trace  of  it.  ’Twas  a  tirade  70 

About  fire-horses,  iofcuns,  'windbags,  owls, 

Choctaws  and  horse-hair,  shams  and  fiunheyism, 
Unwisdoms,  Tithes,  and  Un veracities. 

Faith,  ^Avhen  I  heard  Mm  railing  in  crank  terms . 

And  dislocating  language  in  his  howl 
At  Phantasm  Captains,  "Hair-and-1  eat  her  Popes. 
Terrestiiai  Law-words,  Lords,  and  Law-bringers, — 

I  almost  wished  the  Graduate  back  again : 

His  style  of  cursing  had  some  fiavoui'  in’t ; 
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The  other’s  was  most  tedious.  By  and  by  g 

The  crowd  grew  restive;  and  no  wonder,  sir- 
Bor  the  effect  of  his  discourse  was  such,  ^ 
piat  one  poor  wench  miscarried  in  affright. 

I  did  not  tarry  longer. 

FIEST  GENTLEMAN-. 

^  Your  narration 

Makes  me  regret  less  heartily  the  chance 
That  kept  me  from  the  show.  Is  there  naught  else 
Talked  of  m  Badajoz? 


toiiiUUND  GENTLEMAN. 


A  j  4.  •  ,  ■  ,  yes,  sir — much, 

of  strange  import  :  but  the  cautious  lip 
utterance  to  its  thought 

in  the  full  measure.  Death  hath  been  amongst  us, 
Not  strikmg  at  the  old,  but  at  the  young 
iu  rnost  unusual  fashion.  Three  young  men 
^1  in  strong  health,  untainted  by  disease 
Died  m  a  tavern.  Many,  sir— ’tis  thought 
Their  cups  were  spiced.  But  a  few  days  ago, 

Our  most  aspiring  poet,  Tlaverillo, 

Simeon's  column — no  one  knows 
What  took  him  to  its  top another  life, 
i  hear,  was  lost  in  his  abrupt  descent, 

But  no  one  could  identify  the  corpse.  i 

Then  there’s  a  Priest  amissing— these  are  things 
Dortentous  in  themselves,  and  Very  strano-e. 
Further,  there’s  some  ^ight  scandal  noised  abroad 
About  the  niece  of  an  Inquisitor — 

I  name  no  names— who  may  have  been,  perchance, 
bomewhat  too  credulous.  'Tis  a  strange  world  I 
Are  you  acquainted  with  Firmilian  ? 


90 


FIRST  GENTLEMAN. 

But  slightly,  sir  i-Fve  held  a  bet  or  so 
With  him  upon  the  bull-fights.  Why  d’ye  ask'^' 


WEOOWn  GENTLEMAN. 


Because  (m  confidence),  I  think  Twere  wise  ii 
iq  close  your  book  with  him.  I  heard  it  said, 

Not  many  days  ago,  that  his  old  uncle, 

I  he  Dean  of  Salamanca,  had  expired, 

And  left  him  all  his  wealth.  Heaven  bless  you,  sii* — 
i  nave  a  turn  for  genealog}^, 

And  hy  my  reckoning,  he  is  no  more  kin 
lo  the  old  Dean  than  to  the  Holy  Pope! 
i  may  be  wrong,  you  know-bufin  such  matters 
lis  priiaent  to  be  sure.  There  are  reports, 


SCENE  XI 


sae 


On  wiiicli  I  shall  not  dwell,  which  make  me  tiiink  120 
Eirmilian  is  not  safe.  Yon  understand  me? 

FIEST  GENTLEMAK. 

Your  kindly  hint  hath  found  a  ready  wiij 

To  a  most  anxious  bosom  I  Let  us  go 

Towards  the  Prado.  IVe  a  little  tale 

To  tell  you  of 'that  same  Eirmilian.  lEcceunt, 


SCENE  XII 

The  Vaults  of  the  InqiiisHion. 

The  IxQuisiTOES  are  seated  on  lenclies. — Behind  ihem 
Pamiliaes  hearing  torches. 

Throughout  this  Scene,  distant  peals  of  tliimder 
are  heard. 

CHIEF  IXQUISITOE. 

Would  I  could  bid  you  welcome,  brethren,  here ! 

This  wild  derangement  of  the  elements. 

These  fiery  gashes  in  the  vault  of  heaTeii 

That  stream  with  flame,  and  fright  the  astonied  eartli, 

Are  not  from  natural  causes :  Hell  is  loose ; 

The  Prince  0’  the  Air  hath  called  liis  legions  up, 

And  demons’  wings  are  madly  flashing  by 
On  hideous  errantry !  There  have  been  deeds 
Wrought  here  among  us  of  so  vile  a  sort —  9 

Such  impious  words  have  pierced  the  nether  world — 
Tiiat  the  fiends,  starting  from  their  sulphurous  beds. 
Have  answered  to  the  summons ! 

OLD  IXQUISITOK. 

■  Such  a  night 

There  hath  not  been  since  that  in  Witteniberg, 

When  damned  Eaustus  lost  his  wretched  soul. 

CHIEF  IXQUISITOE. 

Yea, '  reverend  brother,  it  was  even  so  ; 

And.  much  I  fear  me,  some  in  Badajoz 
Have,  by  their  practice  of  unholy  arts, 

Sinned  worse  than  Eaustus.  Stand  thou  lorth,  Bal¬ 
thazar  : 

And  tell  us  what  thou  knowest. 

FIKST  FAMILIAE. 

Most  reverend  sirSj 
I,  and  my  fellow,  Gil  of  Santillane, 

Both  sworn  Familiars  of  this  Holy  office, 
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Eeceived  of  late  commission  to  inquire 
Toucliing  the  trade  of  a  suspected  Jew. 

His  dealing  was  in  philtres,  amorous  drugs, 
Powders  of  mummy,  amulets,  and  charms, 

All  which  we  seized,  and  brought  the  caitiff  here 
10  be  examined.  When  upon  the  rack. 

He,  being  urged  by  subtle  questioning,' 

Confessed  that  oftentimes  he  had  procured 
Most  strange  ^ material  for  a  student’s  use— 

As  skulls,  thigh-bones,  a  murderer’s  wasted  hand 
Hewn  from  the  gibbet,  and  such  other  ware 
As  sorcerers  do  employ.  Besides  these  things 
He  owed  that  he  had  purchased  from  a  Moor 
A  curious  work  upon  geometry. 

And  sold  it  to  Pirmilian. 

CHIEF  INQUISITOR. 

T>  L  •  .  C!an  the  stars 

l^tam  their  place  within  the  firmament. 

When  wickedness  like  this  is  wrought  below  *? 
Proceed,  Balthazar. 


FIRST  FAMILIAR. 

-p  .  -  XI  '•  ,  ,  Tkese  particulars 

nature  horrid  and  profane, 

Bid  Mordecai  right  cheerfully  disclose. 

Yet  we,  remembering  what  the  vulgate  saith, 
louching  the  doubtful^  witness  of  a  Jew 
Against  a  Christian,  did  esteem  it  fit 
lo  make  more  perquisition.  For  that  end, 

I,  and  my  eonirade,  Gil  of  Saiitillane, 

Firmilian’s  servant.  Him  we  found 
Within  a  wine-shop— 


OLD  INQUISITOR. 


TT,  XT  Mark  that  well,  my  masters! 

for  threescore  years  and  ten  I’ve  held  my  office. 
And  never  did  I  know  the  sorcerer  yet 
Whose  servant  felt  not  a  perpetual  thirst. 

1  pray  you  let  that  fact  be  noted  down. 


OTIXEF  INQUISITOR. 

It  shall  be  noted.  Well— what  followed  next? 

FIRST  FAMILIAR. 

O^dient  to  our  orders,  Gil  and  I, 

Albeit  habitual  shunners  of  the  cup 
Hid  somewhat  deviate  from  our  wonted  rule 
And  made  slight  show  of  wassail.  Whereupon, 
ibis  Eicodemus,  young  Firmilian’s  knave 
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Did  gradoally  to  tis  some  part  disclose 
Of  his  employer’s  practice. 

CHIEF  INQUISITOE. 

Did  he  so?  6o 

A  servant’s  tale  is  damning'  evidence 
Against  his  lord  !  What  said  this  Xicodemus  ? 

Stand  down,  Balthazar — Speak  thorn  Santillane. 

SECOND  FAMILIAK. 

He  told  us  this— that  long  ago,  in  Wales, 

His  master  had  from  one  Plotinus  learned 
Most  wondrous  secrets :  that  on  Wednesday  nights 
He  was  attended  by  an  uglv  imp. 

Whose  outward  apparition  Tiore  the  stamp 
Of  an  enormous  hedge-hog. 

OLD  IVQHISITOK. 

I  remember 

The  like  was  said  of  Pariicelsiis  too,  70 

And  of  Cornelius.  I  myself  have  seen 
A  hedge-pig  suckled  by  "a  Moorish  witch. 

That  must  have  been  about  the  year  sixteen. 

Or  two  years  later.'  Is  it  taken  down? 

For  threescore  years  and  ten  I’ve  held  my  office, 

And  never  knew  a  necromancer  yet 

But  dealt  in  hedge-hogs !  Is  it  taken  down  ? 

CHIEF  INQUISITOE. 

It  is,  my  reverend  brother.  Santillane — ■ 

On  with  your  story. 

SECOXB  FAMILIAE. 

Warily  he  talked 

Of  magic  circles,  skulls,  and  fumigations —  So 

Of  the  great  Devil,  and  his  sulphurous  stench — 

Of  phantom  beavers,  and  of  bottle  imps  ; 

The  bare  recital  of  which  monstrous  things 
Made  each  particular  hair  to  stand  ^on  end, 

Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine. 

I  can  depone  no  further. 

OLD  INQUISITOR. 

Porcupines 

Are  worse  than  hedge-hogs  1 

CHIEF  INQUISITOR. 

Is  this  Xicodemus 

Still  safe  within  your  reach? 
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FIRST  FAMILIAR. 

TT  .  .riTT  .  ,  .  Eight  holy  sir, 

He  IS®  We  deemed  it  ■wiser  to  defer 
His  capture  till  we  knew  your  reverend  pleasure,  'go 
In  case  Firmilian  might  take  sudden  wing.  ’ 
Moreover,  I  have  something  yet  to  tell, 

Which,  if  not  touching  sorcery,  may  lean 
To  worse  than  heresy. 

CHIEF  INC^jXJISITOK. 

Thy  care  is  great. 

ihou  art  our  best  Familiar;  and  I  think, 

E’en  as  thou  speak’st,  and  lettest  out  the  truth, 

Ihe  irightened  fiends  desert  the  upper  sky 
And  calm  their  thunder  down.  Say  out  thy  say. 

FIRST  FAMILIAR. 

I  pray  your  reverend  worships  to  believe 
I  act  not  as  a  spy.  ’Tis  not  for  me  loo 

To  mark  the  twinkling  of  a  lady’s  fan, 

To  lurk  behind^  church  pillars,  or  to  note 
The  course  of  fervid  glances.  Such  things  h’e 
Beyond  my  office ;  and  I  know  full  well 
That  they  are  oftentimes  assumed  to  hide 
Most  faithful  service  to  our  Holy  Church ; 

A.ndj  theietoie,  I  repeat,  I  am  no  spy. 

CHIEF  INQUISITOR. 

I  have  still  found  thee— as  the  Church  hath  done— 

Discreet  within  thy  function.  Didst  thou  know 
Aught  that  might  appertain  to  one  of  us,  no 

Or  to  the  honour  of  our  nearest  kin, 

I  do  believe  that  thou  wouldst  rather  dare 
Expose  thyself  upon  the  stretching  rack 
Than  speak  out  openly. 

SEVERAL  INQUISITORS. 

We  do  believe  it! 

FIRST  FAMILIAR. 

Therein  you  understand  me  thoroughly. 

I  am  the  poor  Familiar  of  this  House, 

And  for  the  movements  of  such  holy  sirs, 

^d  of  their  households,  have  no  eyes  at  all, 

Save  at  their  pleasure.  But  Firmilian’s  case 
Demands  a  full  divulgement. 

OLD  INQUISITOR. 

T  XI  Mery  right!  120 

A  ^  talk  there ’s  something  wrong 

About  Pirmilian’s  morals.  I  have  been 
Tor  threescore  years  and  ten  Inquisitor, 
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And  always  lia¥e  observed  that  heretics 
Are  faulty  in  their  morals.  Tell  us  ail. 

FIEST  PASriLIAB. 

Three  weeks  ago— 'twas  but  a  week  before 
iw.®,  .  three  students— there  appeared 

vVithiii  a  lonely  cottage  in  the  wood. 

Hard  bordeiing^oa  the  skirts  of  Badajoz, 

-:kn  Indian  maiden.  She  Vv^as  dark  as  niglitj  130 
And  yet  not  unailuring,  as  I  heard 
From  Santillaiie.  niy  comrade— 

SECOND  FA3IILIAE. 

Holy  sirs, 

1  swear  such  language  ne’er  escaped  mv  lips ! 

I  only ^  said  that  in  a  heathen’s  eye 
She  might  find  favour. 

OLD  IKOUISITOE. 

Doubtless  so  she  would. 

I  do  remember,  fifty  years  ago. 

A  very  comely 'damsel  of  that  kind, 

Purveyed,  I  think,  from  inner  Africa— 

I  never  saw  a  more  voluptuous  shape. 

But  to  your  story — 

FIRST  FAMILIAR.  ' 

Every  day  since  then  140 
Hath  young  Firmiiian  stolen  toiler  bower 
With  utmost  secresy.  What  passeth  there 
know  not.  ^  But  men  say  she  sings  by  night 
Mysterious  ditties  in  an  unknown  tongue. 

Of  such  unnatural  and  thrilling  sort, 

That  the  scared  nightingales  desert  their  houghs. 

And  ^  evil  birds  of  omen  "’flit  around 
To  list  the  Indian’s  music. 

CHIEF  INQUISITOR. 

Is  it  so  ? 

That  shall  he  also  looked  to  heedfully. 

The  fiend  hath  many  snares,  and  it  may  be  150 
That,  in  the  likeness  of  a  dusky  quean, 

He  sends  ^an  agent  hither.  What  I  know 
Of  this  Firmihan  makes  me  fear  the  worst: 

Yet  it  were  mse  to  ^  wait.  I’ll  set  a  trap 
Shall  Jure  him  to  his  ruin.  Go  we  hence; 

And  in  the  inner  casket  of  our  hearts 

Be  all  our  secrets  locked.  Put  out  the  lights ! 

{Tim  torches  are  extinguished. 
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SCENE  XIII 
Among  the  Mountains. 

Enter  Firmilian, 

Why  should  I  strive  to  comprehend  the  charm 
Of  savage  nature,  or  to  fill  my  mind 
With  thoughts  of  desolation,  meanly  filched 
From  those  rude  rocks,  and  chasms,"*  and  catai-acts 
Why,  none  but  fools  affect  to  seek  them  now 
For  the  mere  sense  of  grandeur.  To  a  painter 
Yon  crag  might  seem  magnificent  indeed,  ’ 
With  its  bold  outline.  A  geologist 
Would  but  regard  it  as  a  pillar  left 
To  mark  some  age  that  was  pre- Adamite, 

And,  with  his  hammer,  excavate  the  bones 
Of  brutes  that  revelled  in  the  oozy  slime, 

Ere  yet  a  bud  had  burst  in  Eden's  bower. 

Here  is  a  terrace  on  the  mountain  side. 

As  stately  as  the  ever-watched  approach 
Unto  the  palace  of  the  greatest  king. 

Your  man  of  science  cares  not  for  its  sweep, 

Nor  aught  around  that  might  attract  the  eye 
He  calls  it  a  sea-margin,  and  exhumes 
The  withered  fragment  of  a  cockle-shell,  : 

In  proof  of  his  averment,  with  more  pride 
Than  if  he  stumbled  on  a  costly  gem. 

0,  there  is  room  for  infinite  debate 

In  a  stray  boulder ;  and  the  jagged  streak 

Upon  the  surface  of  a  harmless  stone. 

May  be^  the  Helen  to  some  future  host 
Of  glacier-theorists ! 

Such  men  are  wise. 

They  overlook  the  outward  face  of  things  ; 

Seek  no  sensation  from  the  rude  design 
Of  outward  beauty ;  but  fulfil  their  task  : 

Like  moles,  who  loathe  the  gust  of  upper  air, 

And  burrow  underneath  I 
^  ,  .  .  ,  .  Three  days  have  I 

Eeen  wandering  m  this  desert  wilderness 
In  search  of  inspiration.  Horrid  thoughts, 
Phantasms,  chimseras,  tortures,  inward  spasms, 
Hisordered  spawn  of  dreams,  distracting  visions, 
^r-shrieks  and  haunting  terrors  were  my  aim— 

Yet  nothing  comes  to  fright  me!  How  is  this? 
Urant  that  my  former  efforts  were  in  vain ; 

At  Rast  the  death  of  yon  poor  Haverillo  4 

Might  be  a  millstone  tied  around  my  neck. 

And  sink  me  to  despair !  It  is  not  so. 
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I  ratEer  feel  triumpliant  in  the  deed, 

And  draw  fresh  courage  from  the  thought  of  it. 

Were  all  my  creditors  disposed  like  him, 

Methinks  the  sunshine  would  be  warmer  still ! 

Hold — Let  me  reckon '  closely  with  mvseK! 

Could  my  weak  hand  put  back  the  dock  of  time 
To  the  same  point  whereon  its  index  lay 
When  first  the  thought  of  murder  crossed  my  soul — 
Could  I  undo,  even  by  a  single  word,  51 

All  my  past  actings,  and  recall  to  life 
The  three  companions  of  my  earlier  years — 

The  nameless  crowd  that  pdished  in  the  church — 
The  guileless  poetaster— and  the  rest 
Who  indirectly  owe  their  deaths  to  me— 

"Would  I  exert  the  power?  Most  surely  not. 

Above  the  pool  that  lies  before  my  foot 
A  thousand  gnats  are  lioyering-  an  hour  hence 
They’ll  drop  into  the  mud  !  Should  I  lament  60 
That  things  so  sportive,  and  so  full  of  glee. 

So  soon  must  pass  away?  In  faith,  not  I! 

They  all  will  perish  ere  the  sun  goes  down. 

And  yet  to-morrow  night  that  self-same  pool 
Win  swarm  with  thousands  more.  What’s  done,  is  done  ; 
I’ll  look  on  it  no  further. 

But  my  work — 

That  grand  conception  of  my  intellect. 

Whereby  I  thought  to  take  the  world'  by  storm — 
That  firstling  of  my  soul— my  tragedy — " 

What  shall  become  of  it  ? 

Alas !  I  fear  70 

I  have  mista’en  my  bent  I  What ’s  Cain  to  me, 

Or  I  to  Cain  ?  I  cannot  realise 

His  wild  sensations— it  were  madness,  then, 

Eor  me  to  persevere.  Some  other  bard 
With  weaker  nerves  and  fainter  heart  than  mine 
Must  gird  Mm,  to  the  task.  ’Tis  not  for  me 
To  shrine  that  page  of  history  in  song, 

And  utter  such  tremendous  cadences. 

That  the  mere  babe  who  hears  them  at  the  breast, 
Sam  comprehension,  ^or  the  power  of  thought,  *  So 
Shall  be  an  idiot  to  its  dying  hour ! 

I  deemed  my  verse  would  make  pale  Hecate’s  orb 
Grow  wan  and  dark ;  and  into  ashes  change 
The  radiant  star-dust  of  the  milky-way. 

I  deemed  that  pestilence,  disease/and  death, 

Would  follow  every  strophe— for  the  power 
Of  a  true  poet,  prophet  as  he  is, 

Should  rack  creation! 

Get,  thee  gone,  my  dream — 

My  long-sustainiug  friend  of  many  days ! 
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Hencefortli  my  brain  shall  be  divorced  from  thee,  90 
Nor  keep  more  memory  of  the  wanton  past  ’ 
Than  one  who  makes  a  harem  of  his  mmd, 

And  dallies  with  his ‘thoughts  like  concubines! 

Yet  something  must  be  done.  ’Twere  vile  for  me 
To  sink  into  inaction,  or  remain 
Like  a  great  harp  wherein  the  music  lies 
Unwakened  by  the  hand.  What  if  I  chose 
A  theme  of  magic  ?  That  might  take  the  ear  ; 

For  men  who  scarce  have  eyesight  to  discern 
What  daily  passes  underneath  flieir  nose,  100 

Still  peer  about  for  the  invisible. 

'Twere  easy  now  to  weave  a  subtile  tale 
Of  ghosts  and  goblins,  mermaids,  succubi, 

Mooncalves  and  monsters— of  enchantecl  halls, 

Wide- waving  tapestry,  haunted  corridors — 

Of  churchyards  shadowed  by  mysterious  yews, 
Wherein  white  women  walk  and  wring  their  hands— 
Of  awful  caverns  underneath  the  sea, 

Lit  by  the  glimmer  of  a  demon’s  eyes — 

Of  skeletons  in  armour,  phantom  knights  no 

Who  ride  in  fairy^  rings — -and  so  revive 
The  faded  memories  of  our  childish  years 
With  richer  colour.  Ball!— the  time  is  past 
When  such“like  tales  found  audience.  Cliildren  now 
Are  greatly  wiser  than  their  fathers  were, 

And  prattle  science  in  the  nursery. 
Kaw-head-and-bloody-bones  no  longer  scares 
The  inmate  of  the  cradle  into  rest ; 

And  that  tremendous  sj^etre  of  the  North, 

The  chinaney-haimting  Boo-man,  comes  no  more, 
With  hideous  answer,  to  the  nurse’s  call.  12 1 

Yet  something  do  I  know  of  magic  too, 

And  might  have  further  sounded  in  its  deep, 

Blit  for  the  terror  that  o’ermastered  me 
In  my  first  essay.  Scarcely  had  I  read 
Ten  lines  of  incantation,  when  a  light, 

Like  that  of  glow-w^orms  pastured  upon  graves, 
Glared  from  the  sockets  of  a  fieshless  skull. 

And  antic  shapes  ran  howling  round  the  ring, 

And  scared  me  to  distraction.  With  the  fiend  130 
I’ll  have  no  further  traffic ;  for  I  dread 
Both  him,  and  that  which  is  opposed  to  him, 

The  ruthless  Inquisition.  I’ll  no  more 
Of  magic  or  its  spells  I 

What  other  theme 

Lies  ready  to  my  hand?  what  impulse  stirs 
My  being  to  its  depths,  and  conjures  up 

young  nymphs  from  sacred  fountains  rose) 
The  best  and  fairest  shapes  of  poetry? 
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Why —love,  love,  love !— the  master  of  the  world — 
The  blind  impetuous  boy,  whose  tiny  dart  140 

Is  surer  than  the  Parthian  javelin — ” 

Love,  whose  strong  best  all  living  things  obey — 

Love,  the  lord-paramount  and  prince  of  all 
The  heroes  of  the  whirling  universe  I 
Was  it  not  love  that  vanquished  Hercules, 

What  time  he  writhed  in  Dejanira’s  gown? 

Was  it  not  love  that  set  old  Troy  oh  flame. 

Withdrew  Achilles  from  the  Grecian  camp,^ 

And  kept  Ulysses  bound  in  Circe's  bowser  *? 

Was  it  not  love  that  held  great  Samson  firm  150 
Whilst  coy  Delilah  sheared  his  lusty  locks,  " 

And  gaveTiim  povrerless  to  the  Philistine? 

Was  it  not_love  that  made  Mark  Antony 
Yield  up  his  kingdoms  for  one  fervid  kiss 
Prom  Egypt's  ripest  Queen?  W’hat  better  theme 
Could  be  proposed  than  this?  A  graduate  I, 

And  an  expert  one  too,  in  Cupid's  "lore— 

What  hinders  me  to  raise  a  richer  song 
Than  ever  yet  was  heard  in  praise  of  love? 

Let  the  cold  moralists  say  what  they  will,  160 

Ill  set  their  ^practice  boklly  'gainst  my  verse, 

And  so  convict  them  of  hypocrisy. 

What  text-books  read  their  children  at  the  schools? 
Derive  they  Latin  from  a  hymnal  source, 

Or  from  the  works  of  rigid  anchorites  ? 

Hot  so !  That  hog  of  Epicurus'  sty, 

The  sensuous  Horace,  ushers  then!  along 

To  rancid  Ovid.  He  prepares  the  way 

Por  loose  Catullus,  whose  volimtuous  strain 

Is  soon  dismissed  for  coarser  Juvenal.  170 

•Take  we  the  other  language— Is  there  much 

Of  moral  fervour  or  devout  respect 

That  can  be  gleaned  from  old  Anacreon's  lays, 

Or  Sappho’s  burning  starts?  What  pious  lore 
Can  the  alembic  of  the  sage  extract 
Prom  the  rank  filth  of  Aristophanes? 

Is  Lucian  holy  reading?  And,  if  not. 

Why,  in  the  name  of  the  old  garden-go’d, 

Persist  they  in^ their  system?  "Pure  indeed 

Must  be  the  minds  of  those  compelled  to  wade  iSo 

Through  all  the  dunghills  of  antiquity,  ^ 

If  they  escape  without  some  lasting  stain. 

What  do  our  moralists?  To  make  things  clear 
Which  otherwise  might  ’scape  the  youthful  sense,  • 
They  write  Pantheons— wherein  you  may  read, 

In  most  exact  and  undisguised  detail, 

The  loves  of  Jove  with  all  his  relatives, 

Besides  some  less  conspicuous  amours 
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With  Danae,  Europa,  and  the  like. 

What  merrier  jests  can  move  the  schoolboy’s  spleen 
Than  the  rich  tale  of  Vulcan  and  of  Mars ;  ^  1“’, 

Or  of  Apollo,  when,  in  hot  pursuit  ® 

Of  Daphne,  ’stead  of  tresses  in  his  hand, 

He  found  a  garland  of  the  laurel  leaves? 

Thatlefrof  Ve^™d  ?oiemury !  """ 

And  shall  the  men,  Avho  do  not  shrink  to  teach 
oucii  saving^  doctrine  to  tlieir  tender  sons 
Accuse  me  if  I  siirine  the  same  in  verse  ^ 

And  with  most  sweet  seductive  harmony, 

PMclaim  the  reign  of  Love  o’er  all  the  world'? 

Henceforward  then,  avaunt,  ye  direful  thoughts 
ihat  have  oppressed  the  caverns  of  my  brain ' 

from  pilt,  and  free  fW  blood 
Which  was  but  shed  through  misconceived  desire’ 
How  glorious  is  the  lightness  of  the  soul 
That  gleams  within  me  now!  I  am  like  one 
liorrid  darkness  passed 
Within  the  umbrage  of  a  thunder-cloud, 

Heholds  once  more  the  liquid  light  of  day  ..10 

btreammg  above  him,  when  the  splendid  sun 
vapours  to  his  own  domain. 

And  the  great  heap  moves  slowly  down  the  vale 
Muttermg  in  anger,  for  its  victim  lost ! 

Now  could  I  roll,  as  gaily  as  a  child. 

On  the  fresh  carpet  of  the  unsown  flowers — 

Now  could  I  raise  my  voice  in  innocent  glee 
And  shout  from  cataract  unto  cataract—  '  ’ 

H^ut  that  a  single  thought  disturbs  me  vet  • 

My  vow  to  Mariana-Will  she  bear  “  ’  2,0 

that  frank  communion  which  I  must  achieve 
Ere  yet  my  song  is  perfect  ?  She  is  proud, 

And  somewhat  overbearing  in  her  walk, 
let  there  s  no  woman  past  the  power  to  tame. 

A  Count  of  Stolberg  once, — a  rvedded  man. 

W hose  restless  disposition  drove  him  on  ' 

1^0  \vear  the  cross,  and  fight  in  Palestine— 

Was  taken  captive  by  an  Emir  there. 

And  scaped  from  prison  solely  by  the  aid 
Of  the  one  daughter  of  his  enemy.  230 

lis  said  that,  when  he  brought  the  damsel  home, 
ine  Christian  matron  no  remonstrance  made, 

1  sister,  to  her  heart, 

wir  oj®®*  tiii’®e  lived  on  in  unison. 

Why  should  I  not  revive  the  earlier  days  ? 

Why  should  the  stately  Mariana  look 
More  coldly  upon  Lilian,  or  that  flower 
lhat  I  have  gathered  from  the  Afric  plains 
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Than  _  Each  el  on  her  handmaid?  I  can  quote 
Sufficient  texts  to  still  her  first  harangue,  240 

If  she  be  angrj.  Will  she  so  endure? 

Elind  Cupid,  aid !  In  this.  I  must  be  sure  I 

lE-mt. 
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A  Gardm.—FiBMiLiA's.  Mariaxa. 


My  Mariana ! 


PIEMILIAX. 


HAEIAXA. 

0  HIT  beautiful ! 

My  seraph  love—my  panther  of  the  wild— 

My  moon-eyed  leopard — my  Toluptuous  lord ! 

O,  I  am  sunk  within  a  sea  of  bliss. 

And  find  no  soundings! 

PIKMILIAX. 

Shall  I  answer  back? 

As  the  OTeat^  Earth  lies  silent  all  the  night 
And  loofe  with  hungry  longing  on  the  stars. 

Whilst  its  huge  heart  beats  on  its  granite  ribs 
With  measured  pulsings  of  delirious  joy— 

So  look  I,  Mariana,  on  thine  eyes !  "  lo 

MAEIAXA. 

Ah,  dearest,  wherefore  are  we  fashioned  thus? 

I  cannot  always  hang  around  tliy  neck 
And  plant  vermilion  kisses  on  thy  brow; 

I  cannot  clasp  thee,  as  yon  ivy  bush— 

Too  happy  ivy !— holds,  “from  vear  to  year, 

The  ^stalwart  oak  within  her  firm  embrace, 

Mixing  her  tresses  fondly  up  with  his, 

Like  some  young  Jewish  maid  with  Absalom’s. 

Nay,  hold,  Fhmilian!  do  not  pluck  that  rose! 

PIEMILIAX. 

Why  not?  it  is  a  fair  one. 

MAEIAXA. 

Are  fair  tilings  20 

Made, only,  to.  be  plucked?  O  fie  on  thee  I 
I  did  not  think  my  lord  a  libertine! 

FIEMILIAX. 

Yet,  sweetest,  with  your  leave  I’ll  take  the  rose, 

For  there’s  a  moral  in  it.— Look  you  here. 

’Tis  fair,  and  sweet,  and  in  its  clustered  leaves 
It  carries  balmy  dew:  a  precious  flower, 


350 


FIEMILIAN 


And  vermeil-tinctured,  as  are  Hebe’s  lips. 
Yet  say,  my  Mariana,  could  you  bear 
To  gaze  for  ever  only  upon  tiiis, 

And  fling  the  rest  of  Flora’s  casket  by  ? 


iVLAl-CiANA. 


Eo,  truly — I  would  bind  it  up  with  more, 

And  make  a  fitting  posy  for  my  breast. 

If  I  were  stinted  in  my  general  choice. 

Id  crop^  the  lily,  tender,  fresh,  and  white,— 

The  shrinking  pretty  lily— and  would  give 
Its  modest  contrast  to  the  gaudier  rose. 

What  next  ?  some  flower  tliat  does  not  love  the  dav- 
ihe  dark,  full-scented  night-stock  well  might  serve 
To  join  the  other  two. 


FIRMILTAX. 


Think’st  thou  they’d  bloom 
With  a  united  fragrance? 


A  sweet  selection  I 
togetlier  on  one  breast 


MARIANA. 


It  is  by  union  that  all 


Wherefore  not  ? 
things  are  sweet. 


FIRMILIAN. 

Thou  speakest  well  I  I  joy,  my  Mariana, 

A?  overleaps  the  pale 

Of  this  mean  world’s  injurious  narrowness! 
Eever  did  Socrates  proclaim  a  truth 
More  beautiful  than  welled  from  out  thy  lips— 
IS  by  union  that  all  things  are  sweet.’ 
ihou,  darling,  art  my  rose— my  dewy  rose— 
The  which  I  li  proudly  wear,  but  not  alone. 
Dost  comprehend  me  ? 
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MARIANA. 

tt  ,  ,  Firniilian— 

How  my  eyes  dazzle  ! 

FXRMILIAN. 

rn,  VI  T  1  .  ,  .  VOU  now 

The  lily  I  have  ta’eii  to  bind  with  thee: 

[iZe  l)rmgs  Lilian  from  tJze  Summer-house* 

MARIANA. 

Is  this  a  jest,  Firniilian  ? 

firmilian. 

-Kxr-xi  IX  ...  ,  ,  ,  Could  I  jest 

With  aught  so  fair  and  delicate  as  this? 


SCENE  XIV 


•SSI 


Nay,  come — no  coyness  !  Both  of  you  embrace 
Then  to  my  heart  of  hearts — 

MAEIANA. 

Soft  yon  a  moment  ! 
Methinks  the  posy  is  not  yet  complete. 

Say,  for  the  sake  of  argument, .  I  siaare 

My  rights  with  this  pale  beauty — (for  she  pretty  ;  6o 

Although  so  fragile  and  so  slight  a  thing. 

That  a  mere  puff  of  April  wind  would  mar  her}— 
Where  is  the  night-stock? 

Fiemilian  Irings  I^^diaxa  froni  the  tool-house. 
Here  ! 


Abominable ! 


A  filthy  negress  ! 


LILIA  :n’. 

Mercy  on  me  !  what  blubber  lips  she  has ! 

MAEIANA,  furiously  to  PIKMILIAK, 

Yon  nasty  thing !  Is  tMs  your  poetry — 

Your  high  soul-scheming  and  philosophy? 

I  hate  and  loathe  you !  (To  Inclkim.)~iRiTsl  of  niy 
shoe, 

Go,  get  thee  gone,  and  hide  thee  from  the  dav 
That  loathes  thine  ebon  skin  1  Eirmilian—  *'  70 

You’ll  hear  of  this!  My  brother  serves  the  king. 

LILIAN. 

My  uncle  is  the  chief  Iiic|uisitor, 

And  he  shall  know  of  this  ere  curfew  tolls ! 

What  !  Shall  I  share  a  husband  mth  a  coal  ’? 


MAEIANA. 

Right,  girl !  I  love  thee  even  for  that  'word— 

The  Inquisition  makes  most  rapid  work, 

And,  in  its  books,  that  caitiff’s  name  is  down ! 

FIEMILIAN. 

Listen  one  moment  1  When  I  was  a  babe, 

And  in  my  cradle  puling  for  my  nurse. 

There  fell  a  gleam  of  glory  on  the  floor,  So 

And  in  it,  darkly  standing,  was  a  form— 

MAKIAHA. 

A  negi-ess,  probably !  Farewell  awhile— 

When  next  we  meet— the  faggot  and  the  pile  ! 

Come,  Lilian  I  {Exmnt 
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INDIANA. 

I  siiake  from  head  to  foot  with  sore  affriolit— 

What  will  become  of  me?  ^ 

FIRM  I  LI  AN. 

Wlio  cares  ?  Good  night ! 

[Seem  closes. 


SCENE  XV 

A  Barren  Moor, — Night— Alist  and  fog. 

Bnter  Firmilian. 

They’ke  hot  upon  my  traces  !  Through  the  mist 
i  near  their  call  and  answer-^and  but  now 
As  I  crouching  neath  a  hawthorn  busii 
A  dark  Familiar  swiftly  glided  by,  ’ 

His  keen  eyes  glittering  with  the  lust  of  death, 
if  1  am  ta  en,  the  faggot  and  the  pile 
Await  me !  Horror !  Eather  would  I  dare. 

Like  rash  Empedocles,  the  Etna  gulf 

writhe  before  the  slaves  of  Ligotry 
Where  am  I  ?  If  my  mind  deceives  me  not,  lo 
Upon  that  common  where,  two  years  ago 
An  old  blind  beggar  came  and  craved  an  alms, 
ihereby  destroying  a  stupendous  thought 
Just  bursting  in  my  mind--a  glorious  Ibud 
Of  poesy,  but  blasted  ere  its  bloom ! 

wrrl- ?  1  X  leftward  path, 

Which  l^ids  to  the  deep  quarry,  where  lie  fell— 

At  least  I  deem  so,  for  I  heard  a  splash-™ 

Eut  I  was  gazing  on  the  gibbous  moon. 

And  durst  not  lower  my  celestial  liight 
10  care  for  such  an  insect-worm  as  lie  ! 

How  cold  it  is !  The  mist  comes  thicker  on. 

Ha.— what  is  that?  I  see  around  me  lights 
Dancing  and  flitting,  yet  they  do  not  seem 
Lme  torches  either — and  there ’s  music  too  ! 

X 11  pause  and  listen. 

Chorus  o/Ignes  Eatui. 

Follow,  follow,  follow ! 

Over  hill  and  over  hollow; 

It  is  ours  to  lead  the  w.ay, 

When  a  sinner’s  footsteps  stray—  m 

Cheering  him  with  light  and  song, 

On  his  doubtful  path  along, 
rpv.  ,  S^rk  hark  !  The  watch-dogs  bark. 

splash,  and  a  blind  man’s  ery, 
Lut  the  Poet  looks  tranquilly  up  at  the  skv! 
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FIRMILIAK. 

Is  it  the  echo  of  an  inward  Toice, 

Or  spirit-words  that  make  my  flesh  to  creep, 

And  send  the  cold  blood  choking  to  niY  heart? 

I’ll  shift  my  ground  a  little— 

Chorus  o/Ig2tes  Fatui. 

Flicker,  flicker,  flicker!  40 

Quicker  still,  and  quicker. 

Four  young  men  sate  down  to  dme, 

And  still  they  passed  the  rosy  wdne ; 

Pure  was  the  cask,  but  in  the  flask 
There  lay  a  certain  deadly  powder — 

Ha  I  his  heart  is  beating  louder ! 

Ere  the  day  had  passed  away, 

G-arcia  Perez  lifeless  lay! 

Hark!  Ms  mother  wails  Alphonzo, 

Neyer  more  shall  strong  Alonzo  50 

Drink  the  wine  of  Ildefronso. 

FIRMILIAN. 

O  horror !  horror  I  Iwas  by  me  they  died : 

I’ll  move  yet  farther  on — 

Oionts  o/Igxes  Fatui. 

In  the  Yaults  under 
Bursts  the  red  thunder; 

Up  goes  the  cathedral, 

Priest,  people,  and  bedral ! 

Ho  I  ho  1  ho  !  ho  ! 

FIEMILIAN. 

My  brain  is  wMriing  Hke  a  potter’s  wMeel! 

O  Nemesis  !  6c. 

Chorus  of  Igs-es  Fatui* 

The  Muses  sing  in  their  charmed  ling? 

And  Apollo  weeps  for  him  who  sleeps,  - 
Alas !  on  a  hard  and  a  stony  pillow — 

“  Haveiillo  !  HaYerillo  ! 

FIEMILIAN. 

I  shall  go  mad  1 

Chorus  of  Ignes  Fatui. 

Give  him  some  respite —giYe  Mm  some  praise — 
One  good  deed  he  has  done  in  his  days ; 

Chaunt  it,  and  sing  it,  and  tell  it  in  chorus — 

He  has  flattened  the  cockscomb  of  Apollodorus! 

H 
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FIRMILIAK. 

Small  comfort  that !  The  death  of  a  shard-beetle,  70 
Albeit  the  poorest  and  the  paltriest  thing 
That  crawls  round  refuse,  cannot  weigh  a  grain 
Against  the  ponderous  avalanche  of  guilt 
That  hangs  above  me!  0  me  miserable! 

I’ll  grope  my  way  yet  further. 

Chorus  of  Ignes  Patxji. 

Firmilian !  Pirmilian ! 

What  have  you  done  to  Lilian? 

There’s  a  cry  from  the  grotto,  a  sob  by  the  stream, 
woman’s  loud  wailing,  a  little  babe’s  screaml 

How  fared  it  with  Lilian,  80 

In  the^  pavilion, 

Firmilian,  Firmilian! 

FIEMILIAN. 

Horror !  I’m  lost ! — 

Chorus  of  Ignes  Fatui. 

Ho !  ho  !  ho  1 
Deep  in  the  snow 

Lies  a  black  maiden  from  Africa’s  shore ! 

Hasten,  and  shake  her— 

You  never  shall  wake  her — 

She’ll  roam  through  the  glens  of  the  Atlas  no  more ! 
Stay,  stay,  stay  !  90 

This  way— this  way— 

There’s  a  pit  before,  and  a  pit  behind, 

And  the  seeing  man  walks  m  the  path  of  the  blind! 

[Firmilian  falls  into  the  quayry.  The  Ignes 
Fatui  dance  as  the  curtam  descends. 
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MISCELLANEOU'S  POEMS 

PEINTED  IN  SIR  THEODORE  MARTIN’S  Memoh' 
of  Aytoun,  1867. 

THE  BALLAD  OF  LYCAON 

FROM  ovn>. 

l_From  “Bon  Gaultier  and  his  Friends Taifs  Edinburgh 
Magazine,  June  1844.] 

theii,  Jove  to  tiae  gods  above, 

£  m  ^  tbey  sate  ia  tkeir  sMey  hail, 
j^e  deed  is  done,  and  the  forfeit  won, 

Then  list,  my  children  all. 

While  I  speak  the  crimes  of  those  fearful  times, 
loo  Mack  to  be  forgiven, 

And  the  cry  of  wrath  that  rose  from  earth. 

And  drew  us  down  from  Heaven ! 

fa<^e  like  the  human  race, 

We  hush’d  our  thunders  still, 

And  glided^  down  from  the  hoary  crown 
Of  the  high  Olympian  hill. 

The  world  we  made  so  fresh  and  fair 
Was  now  like  a  desert  grown, 

For  the  stain  of  blood  was  everywhere, 

And  the  altars  were  overtiiro^vn. 

‘  We  took  our  way,  at  the  dawn  of  day. 

Over  Maenalus  dark  and  grim, 

And  we  heard  the  howl  of  the  beasts  that  prowl 
In  Cyllene’s  forests  dim. 

We  wander’d  through  Lycoeus,  too, 

Swart  with  its  pine  trees’  shade, ' 

And  we  reach’d  the  floor  of  the  tyrant’s  door 
As  the  daylight  ’gan  to  fade. 

‘Then  made  we  sign  of  our  might  divine, 

And  the  people  straight  kneerd  down, 

But  Lycaoii  chafed  at  his  subjects’  faith, 

And  check’d  them  with  his  frown. 

“The  truth  we’ll  test  of  this  holy  guest,” 

^  The  tyrant  thus  began,' 

'^And  if  liis  powers  be  more  than  oui-s, 

Let  the  god  eclipse  the  man !  ” 

24  daylight  ’gan]  day  began  ISG? 
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'He  thought  to  creep,  when  all  men  sleep, 
Armed  with  a  trenchant  blade, 

And  pierce  the  heart  of  the  stranger  wight, 

In  liis  own  pavilion  laid. 

But  first  to  try  if_a  heavenly  eye 
Could  fathom  his  foul  design, 

He  stained  his  hand  in  a  mortars  blood, 

Ere  he  bathed  it  red  in  mine. 

‘A  herald  lay  in  his  house  that  day, 

A  nation’s  pledge  to  him. 

But  the  caitiff  slew  him  as  he  slept, 

And  hewed  him  limb  from  limb ! 

With  care  he  dressed  that  odious  least, 

Then  with  a  horrid  sneer 
He  bade  us  come  to  the  banquet  room 
And  taste  his  royal  ciieer. 

‘  In  wrath  and  ire  I  made  tlie  fire 
Through  the  vaulted  dwelling  roar, 

And  hurled  the  foul  Penates  down 
On  their  master’s  tainted  floor. 

In  fear  and  dismay  he  fled  away 
To  the  forest  solitudes, 

And  howled  alone,  like  a  guilty  ghost, 

In  the  wild  Arcadian  woods. 

‘For  days  and  days  he  wander’d  there, 

A  wretch  by  heaven  accurst, 

The  viscous  foam  from  his  black  lips  flew. 
And  his  soul  was  mad  with  thirst. 

He  cried  for  blood,  he  raved  for  blood, 

Till  a  fearful  change  began, 

And  he  turned  to  rend  the  peaceful  flocks, 
And  lost  the  shape  of  man. 

'His  shoulders  bare  were  clothed  with  hair, 
His  limbs  grew  long  and  lean, 

Yet  still  you  might  trace  on  his  wollish  lace 
What  once  the  WTetch  had  been.  ^ 

The  grisly  locks  were  hard  and  stiff, 

The  eye  was  cold  and  keen, 

And  the  savage  sneer  of  Lycaon’s  mouth 
In  the  famished  wolf  was  seen  1  ’ 


THE  WANDERING  JEW 

[Memo/r,  1867] 

The  wizard  sat  within  his  hall — 

A  dark  and  tapestried  room— 

49  wrath  and]  my  righteous  1867  59  viscous]  vicious 
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Where  but  one  taper's  fiarin,^  light 
Strove  feebly  with  the  gloom' ; 

While  drearily,  witlioiiC  the  wind 
Sang  as  around  a  tomb.' 

He  read  some  old  and  mystic  book 
Within  that  lonely  hall : " 

And  as  the  figured  arras  waved 
With  noiseless  swell  aiv]  fall. 

You  might  have  tli ought  the  spirits  came 
Unto  their  master's  call. 

No  sound  there  was  (save  ihe  drear  blast 
That  swooned  with  dismal  moan) 

To  break  the  ringing  silence  made 
So  solemn  and  so  idhe ; 

There  is  not  of  all  earthly  sounds 
One  with  so  deep  a  tone.*^ 

It  was  a  chamber  vast  and  bare, 

For  awe  and  terror  meet ; 

For  nothing  broke  its  emptiness 
Save  that  one  stony  seat, 

And  where  a  migiity  mirror  hung 
Its  black  and  velvet  sheet. 

The  wizard  read,  and  still  the  light 
Shone  with  a  sickly  glare : 

That - hark!  a  slow  and*  solemn  step 

Is  creaking  on  the  stair. 

He  turns  him  to  the  door,  and,  lo! 

A  stranger  standeth  there. 

High  was  his  mien — he  stood,  and  gave 
Nor  sign,  nor  word,  nor  bow  ; 

A  palmer’s  mantle  wrapped  Mm  roiiiid, 
Like  knight  on  saintly  vow; 

And  ’neath  Ms  raven  locks  he  wore 
A  bandage  o’er  his  brow. 

The  wizard  first  the  silence  broke : 

‘What  wouldst  thou  have  with  me? 

Art  thou  a  knight  of  good  St.  John 
From  isles  across  the  sea? 

Or  com’st  thou  from  the  "Holy  Land, 

Or  distant  Galilee  ?’ 

‘  Oh !  I  have  wandered  far  and  wide, 

By  forest,  stream,  and  glade 
O’er  trackless  seas,  o’er  iev  zones, 

O’er  sands  without  a  shade. ; 

O’er  worlds 'Where  never  foot  of  man 
Hath  one  dark  impress  made. 
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‘  The  eartli  is  all  the  home  I  have, 

The  heavens  my  wide  roof- tree  ;  50 

And  I  have  roamed  through  many  a  land, 

And  crossed  full  many  a  sea : 

And,  wizard,  I  have  crossed  them  all 
To  speak  one  word  with  thee.’ 

‘  Speak  out  thy  wish,  and  if  my  art 
Can  work  that  will  of  thine, 

The  masters  of  the  elements 
Shall  bow  before  my  sign.’ 

'  Nay,  wizard — nay  ;  nor  earth  nor  sea 

May  aid  that  wish  of  mine.  60 

^  Is’t  not  within  thy  magic  power 
The  mouldering  dead  to  raise, 

And  bid  a  shape  that ’s  long  since  fled 
Appear  before  my  gaze? — 

Then  summon  from  the  sepulchre 
A  form  of  bygone  days.’ 

The  wizard  turned  him  hastily : 

‘  By  heaven  before  that  rite 
The  spirit  of  the  north  might  quail, 

And  close  his  shuddering  sight ;  70 

And  coulclst  tJiou  see  nor  feel  thy  heart 
Throb,  and  thy  cheek  grow  white? 

‘  Behold !  within  this  magic  glass 
A  shadow  shall  be  cast ; 

At  every  wave  my  wand  shall  call 
Ten  seasons  from  the  past, 

Until  the  phantom  form  appear 
As  thou  didst  see  it  last.’ 

The  lamp  went  out,  but  from  the  glass 
A  phospliic  gleam  arose,  80 

And  :Eckered,  with  a  death-like  haze, 

As  life  and  warmth  were  froze — 

Faint,  dim,  as  looks  a  cottage  light 
Afar  through  drifting  snows. 

It  threw  a  wan  and  pallid  light 
On  face  and  arm  an  cl  hand : 

On  floor  and  wall,  in  long  relief, 

It  made  the  shadows  stand™ 

The  stranger  in  his  palmer’s  garb, 

The  wizard  with  his  wand.  90 

He  waved  it  once,  and  o’er  the  glass 
Dark  masses  ’gan  to  fly; 

He  waved  it  twice,  and  scudding  clouds 
Went  swiftly  hurrying  by; 
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He  waved  it  thrice,  and  then  closed  in 
The  ocean  of  the  shy. 

And  at  each  wave  dark  clouds  rushed  up 
As  from  a  fount  below, 

And  joined  the  dense  and  deepening  mass 
That  wavered  to  and  fro,  loo 

As  sways  the  ripe  and  yellow  com 
When  autumn  Breezes  blow. 

And  still  he  waved,  and  still  the  mists 
Eolled  pund  the  magic  space; 

Hath  his  wand  lost  its  power,  that  still 
The  cloud  is  in  its  place? 

The  wizard  started,  and  the  Mood 
Shot  o’er  his  time-worn  face. 

^Stranger,  since  first  I  waved  my  wand 
Two  hundred  years  have  flown,'  no 

And  yet  from  off  the  mirror’s  face 
That  shadow  hath  not  gone. 

Thou  hast  not  trifled  with  mine  art. 

Or  made - ’  ^  Wave  on  !  wave  on  !’ 

Oh  I  startling  was  that  stifled  voice, 

So  pent  beyond  a  sigh — 

It  was  the  language  of  a  soul 
Parched  up  with  agony ! 

The  'wizard  dared  not  question  him, 

And  yet  he  knew  not  why.  120 

And  still  he  waved,  until  Ms  arm 
Grew  weary,  faint,  and  slack. 

Ages  returned  from  out  their  graves, 

As  on  a  beaten  track, 

Till  twice  six  hundred  yearn  had  come 
Prom  dark  oblivion  back. 

Then  on  that  magic  mirror’s  face 
The  masses  lighter  grew, 

And  faded  dimly  one  by  one. 

As  flies  the  morning  dew,  13c 

Until  the  glorious  enn  shone  out 
Within  a  heaven  of  blue. 

It  shone  upon  a  gorgeous  scene 
In  fairy  Eastern  land :  ^ . 

To  The  horizon’s  utmost  line 
There  stretched  a  sea  of  sand ; 

Ho  spot  of  green  save  one  was  there, 

But  waste  on  every  hand. 

But  in  the  foreground  was  a  spot— 

The  desert’s  emerald  gem — 
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Where  green  grass  sprung  and  flower-shrubs  laced 
The  fresh  acacia’s  stem ; 

And  o’er  the  whole  the  palm-tree  threw 
Its  feathery  diadem. 

Beneath  its  roots  a  little  brook 
Crushed  from  its  parent  well, 

To  which  a  loaded  camel  stooped, 

And  rung  its  silver  bell —  ^ 

Throughout  the  still  and  air-worn  room 
That  sound  was  audible. 

And  ’neath  the  shade  a  damsel  sat, 

In  alien  garb  and  vest ; 

And  though  they  might  not  see  the  face 
That  leant  upon  her  breast, 

Yet,  by  her  dark  and  glossy  hair. 

They  well  might  guess  the  rest. 

The  strange  man  ^  gazed  upon  her  form 
Like  one  who  drinks  his  All 
Of  love  and  freedom,  which  have  been 
A  long-forgotten  rill, 

When  their  whole  draughts  of  ecstasy 
Are  opened  to  his  will. 

Then  died  his  thousand  woes  and  pains,* 

His  thousand  cares  and  fears, 

And  forth  from  out  their  fountains  gushed 
A  flow  of  blessed  tears, 

That  with  thefr  holy  influence  cleansed 
The  misery  of  years. 

And  every  prayer  and  every  hop© 

That  bimed  long  had  lain,  170 

Came  thirstily  from  out  their  springs 
To 'Mess  his  heart  again, 

That  paid  them  back  with  bud  and  bloom, 

As  sands  thank  summer  rain. 

He  gazed  until  that  female  form 
Eaised  up  her  head  and  smiled ; 

Then  shook  his  spirit  as  a  reed, 

As,  with  an  accent  wild, 

He  staggered  on,  stretched  out  his  arms, 

And  shrieked,  ‘My  child!  my  child!’  180 

These  words  dissolved  the  spell ;  the  scene  ’ 

Died  like  a  taper’s  light ; 

For  o’er  it  shot  the  doiids  again 
In  curtains  broad  and  white. 

Then  disappeared,  and  left  tne  glass 
All  natural  and  bright. 
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Moveless  and  fixed  tlie  stranger  stood. 
Still  as  a  marble  stone ; 

His_eye^liad  fallen  into  a  trance. 

As  if  Ms  heart  had  gone. 

He  turned  Mm,  as  to  pass  away^ 

But  word  he  uttered  none. 

wizard  stopped  him  with  Ms  hand. 
Man  of  the  darhsome  brow. 

Tliy  hair  is  like  the  raven’s  wing 
That  playeth  with  the  snow — 

How  could  she  be  thy  child  who  died 
A  thousand  years  ago? 

‘There  is,  as  holy  legends  tell. 

But  one  who  knows  not  death  ; 

He  ^  who  reviled  the  Crucified 
With  most  accursed  breath. 

And  wounded  with, his  soldier’s  spear 
The  Man  of  Hazareth. 

‘  Oh,  fearful  thought  I  the  very  grave 
Is  closed  ’gainst  his  endeavour. 

And  tempered  is  his  chain  of  Hfe 
Too  hard  for  aught  to  sever. 

He  hath  no  hope,  no  happiness, 

For  ever  and  for  ever. 

‘  A  second  Cain  !  he  hath  a  mark, 

That  every  one  may  know; 

There  is  a  cross  of  livid  &e 
Imprinted  on  Ms  brow. 

But  thou  hast  no  such  seal  as  that — 
Dark  stranger,  who  art  thou?’ 

The  stranger  turned,  he  raised  Ms  hand, 
And  back  the  bandage  drew 
From  ofi  his  brow:  one  glance,  Imt  one, 
The  startled  wizard  threw. 

And  the  blood  fell  back  upon  bis  heai't — 
It  was  the  Wandmmg  Jew, 


THE  ELDER’S  WARNING 

A  LAY  OF  THE  CONVOCATION. 

[Ifemofr,  1867] 

’  Noo,  John  MakMll,  my  elder,  come  listen  to  my  word, 
It ’s  time  to  leave  the  harrows,  it’s  time  to  draw  the*’ sword; 
The  sheep  may  wander  on  the  hill,  the  stots  rout  in  the 
byre— 

But  another  path  is  ours,  John,  through  danger  and 
through  nre. 

H  s 
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The  cloud  o’  tribulation  that  we  hae  laiig  foreseen 
Has  gathered  ower  the  land,  John,  like  mists  that  rise  at 
e’en  ; 

The  palings  o’  oor  vineyard  are  gey  near  broken  doun, 
An’  the  bits  o’  vines  are  trampled  by  greedy  laird  and 
loun. 

The  auld  Erastian  lords  have  put  their  feet  upon  oor 
necks, 

And  oor  chalders  they  have  dwindled  to  little  mair  than 
pecks ;  lo 

Thae  weary  interlocutors  come  pelting  every  day, 
And  the  bills  and  the  expenses  are  mair  than  we  can  pay. 
But  what  is  waiir  nor  a’,  J ohn,  while  thus  distressed  we 
stand, 

Black  Prelacy  is  crawling  like  push!  on  through  the  land— 
The  scarlet  wo^ian  will  be  here  to  sit  within  oor  ha’, 
For  when  je  see  a  Bishop,  J  ohn,  the  Paip’s  no  far  awa’. 
They’ll  soon  be  here  to  tithe  ye— they’ll  tithe  both  stot 
and  stirk ; 

O !  waes  me  for  the  Covenant,  and  waes  me  for  the  Kirk  I 
They’re  ettling  for  the  manses,  J  ohn—  they’re  ettling  fast 
and  fain ; 

And  they’ll  be  bringing  Tam  Dalyell  and  Claverse  hack 
again.  20 

But  we’ll  meet  them  on  the  ground,  John,  whaur  we 
met  them  ance  afore, 

And  pay  thae  weary  Moderates  a  black  and  bitter  scorn. 
Sae  lang ’s  we’re  a’  united,  it  winna  do  to  bow 
To  the  cankered  Lords  o’  Session,  and  their  wigs  0’ 
plastered  tow. 

We’ll  gather  on  the  hills,  John— well  gather  far  and 
near— 

And  Candlish  he  will  lead  the  van,  and  Cunningham  the 
rear ; 

We’ll  think  o’  Bothwell  Brig,  John,  and  the  Kaid  o’ 
Bullion  G-reen  ; 

We’ll  show  them  that  we  lo’e  the  Kirk  far  better  nor  the 
Queen. 

Our  Zion  is  in  danger,  sae  tak’  your  auld  claymore ; 
And  tak’  ye  down  the  rauchan  that  hangs  aliint  the 
door,  '  30 

And  put  your  braid  blue  bannet  on,  an’  wee’ll  daimder  up 
the  glen, 

And  meet  the  bauld  Conventicle,  as  our  fathers  did,  ye 
ken.’ 

Auld  J  ohn  Makgill  he  listened,  and  whiles  he  wat  his 
thumb, 

And  whiles  took  up  the  cuttie-pipe  that  lay  beside  the 
lum, 
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keekit  in  tke  pat-  that  held  the  sinimeriiig 
But  ne  er  a  bit  he  lifted  his  rauchan  frae  the  nail. 

Hae  doot,  nae  dootl  an  awfif  case!  the  times  are 
nnco  Hard, 

And  sae  your  thinking,  minister,  to  leave  vour  ain  kail¬ 
yard. 

And  the  bonny  rnanse  and  stipend,  that  was  worth  twa 
hundred  pund— 

And  the  Hetherhaiigh  glebe-acres—its  grand  potato- 
grund!^  ,  40 

An  awfu^  dispensation  !  I  canna  say  ye^re  wrang, 

Eor  gin  ye  think  ye  shu’dna  stop,  ye're  very  ri^ht  to 
gang,  ® 

And  sae  the  Lords  have  beat  the  Kirk?  that^waefir* 
news  to  tell ; 

Ye^se  hae  my  blessing,  minister,  but  I  canna  gae  mYsei'\ 
My  auld  claymore ’s  just  useless,  it  k  rusted  fii’  o’  holes— 
Indeed,  the  bairns  have  broke  it  wi’  hacking  at  the 
coals. 

The  rheiimatiz  is  in  my  back— I  canna  tell  how  sair— 
An’  I  got  my  death  wi’  driving  the  beasts  to  Hallow 
Fair. 

I  m  no  the  body  that  I  was — ye  ken  I’m  getting  auld  : 
And  as  for  lying  out  o’  doors,  the  nights  are  dismal 
cauld !  ^  50 

Ye’ll  need  a  glide  thick  greatcoat  ’gin  ve’re  ganging 
up  to  sleep  -  ^ 

In  the  bare  and  broken  heather,  ’mang  the  moorcocks 
and  the  sheep. 

Ye’ll  find  its  warmer  lying,  gif  ye  lie  down  heads  and 
^  thraws, 

Wi’  the  ither  noble  gentlemen  that  winna  thole  the 
laws. 

I’m  verra  laith  to  lose  ye,  and  so  is  Jenny  here — 
There js  no  a  better  liket^man  in  ony  parish  near; 
But  gm  the  case  is  pressing.  I  wadna  dare  to  say, 
Ye’dlsett  er  take  a  thought  on’t,  and  bide  anither  day. 
’Twill  be  an  unco  comfort,  when  the  nights  are  cauld 
and  mirk,  59 

To  think  that  ye^are  chosen  to  suffer  for  the  Kirk. 

For  me  it’s  clean  impossible— ye  ken  I’m  auld  and  frail : 
But  surely,  sir,  afore  ye  gang,"  ye’M  stop  and  taste  our 
kail.’ 


How,  glad  shouM  be  our  minister  that  he  called  at 
John  MakgUl’s, 

For  cozily  he  kept  the  manse,  and  never  took  the  hills. 
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THE  SCOTTISH  CHRISTMAS 

From  ‘  Bon  Gaultier  and  his  Frieuds’,  TaW^ s  Edinburgh 
Magasine,  February  1844] 

In  truth  it  was  a  solemn  show, 

The  ancient  Scottish  Christmas  tide : 

The  holly  and  the  mistletoe. 

With  other  boughs  as  green  beside, 

Within  the  altar  and  the  rail; 

The  offering  of  the  stainless  flowers, 

And  all  the  grateful  heart’s  avail, 

For  hope  and  promise  such  as  ours. 

But  these  have  long  since  pass’d  away 
Beneath  the  cold  Geneva  ban ;  lo 

No  message  brings  that  sacred  day 
Of  what  was  done  and  wrought  for  man. 

A  cheerless  day  I- A  gloomy  time! 

Whereon  no  grateful  tiuinks  are  given; 
Unhallow’d  by  "the  holy  chime 
That  ought  to  rise  and  welcome  heaven. 

A  frost  more  deep  than  winter  brings, 

Hath  tallen  on  the  Northern  moor, 

And  no  glad  voice  the  Christmas  brings 
To  stay  the  labours  of  the  poor.  20 

No  anthem,  in  the  dead  of  night, 

Awakes  the  shepherd  from  afar, 

Nor  can  he  see  the  radiant  light 
That  flashes  from  tiie  promised  Star. 

Alone  upon  the  wint’ry  hill, 

The  banish’d  Angel  sits  and  sighs, 

Yet  scans  the  weary  midnight  stul 
With  eager  looks  and  te;irful  eyes. 

The  winds  around  are  wailing  low  ; 

They  moan  amidst  the  leafless  tree ;  30 

And  in  the  hollow  cave  below 
Is  heard  the  washing  of  the  sea. 

The  morning  comes! — 0,  joy  to  those 
Who  know  the  wherefore  of  the  dawn 
Why  yonder  East  so  brightly  glows, 

And  why  the  veil  of  Night ’s  withdrawn ! 

Old  man,  thy^  cheek  is  wan  and  pale ; 

The  load  of  years  is  hard  on  thee; 

Look  up  above! —‘Of  what  avail 
Is  any  morning  light  to  me?’  '  4° 
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Around  the  ^girdie  of  the  earth, 

Where’er  the  Cross  hath  ta’en  its  stand, 

Arise  the  tidings  of  the  Birth 
That  made  the  world  one  Holy  Land! 

Save  where  the  faith  is  cold  and*"  faint 
As  are  the  Northern  rocks  and  snow% 

Where  sacred  fane  and  honour’d  saint 
Have  vanish’d  with  the  long  ago ! 


ON  MISS  HELEN  FAUCIT’S  JULIET 

[From  ‘Bon  Gaultier  and  Ills  Friends'.  Taifs  Edrrl'jrjh 
3Iaga.zine,  February  1S44] 

I  HAVE  heen  ivandering  in  enchanted  ground, 

The  slave  and  subject,  Lady,  of  tiiv  spell ; 

I  heard  thy  voice,  and  straightway  all  around 
Became  transformed  :  yet  how,  *I  could  not  tell : 
And  through  Verona’s  streets  I  took  my  way, 
Thronged  with  quaint  masks  and  .galiaiits  many  a  one. 
I  heard  the  sounds  of  revel  and  ^of  fray. 

And  saw  bright  w^eapons  hashing  inAlie  sun. 

So  passed  I  on,  in  maiwel,  till  the  night 
Cooled  the  red  furnace  of  the  southern  sky,  lo 
And  the  sweet  stars,  aU  kindling  into  light, 

Burst  through  the  vaulted  darlmess.  where  they  he. 
Hush’d  was  the  city,  and  its  varied  din, 

As  with  a  tremulous  thrill,  and  half  afraid, 

I  entered,  thi’ough  a  stately  portal,  in 
To  what  might  be  a  garden  or  a  glade. 

A  soft  voluptuous  odour  filled  the  spot. 

Prom  the  rose  thickets  and  the  orange  bower, 

And  a  tall  fountain,  bursting  from  its  grot. 

Broke  up  the  moonbeam  in  a  pearly  shower ;  3  0 

And  then  it  was  I  heard  the  niglitingale.  ■ 

Within  the  dark  pomegranate  boughs  unseen, 

Pour  out  the  saddest  and  the  tenderesfc  Tvail, 

That  ever  filled  with  tears  a  lover’s  eyne ; 

When  lo !  a  whisper  stole  upon  my  ear, 

With  such  angelic  sweetness  in  its  tone, 

That  my  heart  beat  as  though  a  Saint  were  near, 
And  lost  all  sense  of  presence — save  of  one. 

For  there,  upon  the  balcony  above, 

And  whiter  than  the  moonlight  round  her  shining, 
I  saw  the  perfect  form  of  .maiden’s  love  3^ 

In  the  rapt  fondness  of  her  soul  reclining 

7  I  heal’d]  Amidsfc  1867  22  pomegranate  boughs]  pome¬ 
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And  heard  her  speak  in  such  impassioned  strain, 
With  so  melodious  yearning  and  divine —  ’ 

That  I  shall  never  hear  that  tale  again 
Prom  other  lips,  sweet  Lady,  tlian  from  thine.  36 


NUPTIAL  ODE  ON  THE  MARRIAGE  OF 
HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  THE  PRINCE 
OF  WALES 
[1863.] 

I' 

Pass  from  the  earth,  deep  shadows  of  the  night, 
Give  place  and  vantage  to  the  rosy  dawn; 

For  now  the  sullen  Winter  takes  ‘his  flight, 

His  dreary  robes  withdiawii : 

Coy  as  a  maiden  moves  the  wavering  Spring 
With  dainty^  step  across  the  emerald  lawn, 

Her  tresses  fair  with  primrose  garland  plight. 

Hark !  how  the  woods  and  bursting  thickets  ring 
With  the  glad  notes  of  love  and  welcoming ; 

The  twitter  of  delight,  the  restless  call  10 

Of  myriad  birds  that  hold  their  festival 

When  leaves  begin  to  sprout  and  flowers  to  blow. 

‘0  joyous  time!’  Tis  thus  I  hear  them  sing, 

Each  to  its  mate  upon  the  burgeoning  spray, — 

'  0  happy  time  1  Winter  hath  pass’d  away, 

Cold,  rugged  Winter,  with  its  storms  and  snow, 

And  all  the  sadness  of  the  shorten’d  year. 

Be  glad — be  glad !  the  pleasant  days  are  near, 

The  days  of  mirth,  and  love,  and  joy  supreme, 

The  long-expected  days  for  which  we  pined !  20 

Plow  on,  for  ever  flow,  thou  wandering  stream, 
Through  tangled  brakes,  and  thickets  fast  entwined 
With  the  lithe  woodbine,  and  the  clambering  rose  ! 
For  thee  there  is  no  rest ; 

But  we  shall  build  our  nest 

In  some  dim  coppice  where  the  violet  blows ; 

Amd  thou  shalt  sing  to  us  the  livelong  night, 

When  hush’d,  and  still,  and  folded  in  delight, 

We  pass  from  waking  rapture  to  repose  I  ’ 

II 

So,— -while  hoar  Winter  stumbles  from  the  field,  30 
Like  some  old  tyrant,  baffled  and  aghast, 

Who,  palsy-stricKen,  yet  most  loath  to  yield, 

Points  with  malignant  finger  to  the  past — 

36  sweet]  dear  1SG7 
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Lay  we  tiie  sombre  weeds  of  nioiimiBg  by. 

And  hail  the  advent  of  tlie  genial  shHj 
iSFo  longer  overcast 

By  woeful  clouds  that  with  their  curtain  dun, 

And  evil-omen'd  pall, 

Made  dark  the  year  of  our  calamity. 

O  ruthless  year!  sad  and  unblest  to  all;  4° 

Most  fraught  with  anguish  to  the  lieaii  of  One, 

Who  evermore  shall  mourn, 

Eeft  of  her  lord,  her  lover,  and  her  stay ! 

In  awe  and  silence  veil  that  sacred  urn. 

Quit  the  dim  vault,  and  pass  into  the  day ! 
hlot  ours  with  impious  plaint  to  censure  doom. 

Or  murmur,  when  we  rather  need  to  pray. 

God  call’d  'His  servant  home— His  mil  be  done !  ’ 
What  more  can  mortals  say? 

Enough  of  tears  are  shed  ;  5° 

Unmeasured  wailing  desecrates  the  dead, 

And  vain  repining  but  profanes  the  tomb ! 

m 

Yet  let  the  Muse  with  trembling  fingers  try 
To  frame  a  verse  for  Mm  so  early  lost.  ^  - 
Good  deeds  immortal  are— they  cannot _ die; 
Unscathed  by  envious  blight  or  withering  frost 
They  live,  and  bud,  and  Bloom ;  and  men  partake 
Still  of  their  freshness,  and  are  strong  thereby. 

He  who,  inspired  by  charity  and  love. 

Such  deeds  hath  wrought,  and  for  the  Saviour’s  sake, 
Hath  endless  glory  in  the  realms  above.  6i 

His  place  is  now  vith  that  exalted  host 
Who,  born  to  greatness,  wasted  not  their  power 
In  selfish  luxury  or  idle  boast, 

But  trod  the  path  of  wise  ^  humility. 

Therefore  assured  already  is  his  fame; 

Therefore  nor  pyi*amid  nor  stately  tower 
Can  add  more  honour  to  our  Albeet’s  name. 

High  were  his  thoughts,  and  holy  was  Ms  aim 
To'  raise  and  bless  the  people  of  the  land : 

By  peaceful  arts  to  consecrate  the  toil 
Of  tkose  who,  labouring  on  our  English  soil, 

Oloey  in  patience  God’s  supreme  command, 

Witii  that  allegiance  which  becomes  the  free. 

Then  rest,  embalm’d  for  ever,  noble  heart, 

By  ail  our  loves ;  for  sainted  though  thou 
Our  fond  remembrance  still  reverts  to  thee ! 

IV 

Oh,  Eoyal  Ladv  I  honour’d  and  most  dear, 

Whose  bitter  woe  no  human  tongue  can  Mu— 
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For  whom,  while  bending  o’er  that  piteous  bier,  8o 
Prom  eyes  unused  to  weep,  the  tear-drops  felll’ 

Por  whom  a  nation’s  prayer  went  up  to  heaYen— 
Por  whom  it  yet  arises  night  and  day— ■ 

Deem  not  our  sorrow  cold  nor  insincere 

Por  the  high  welcome  given 

On  this  auspicious  morning  to  thy  son, 

Our  hope,  our  darling  Prince,  our  joy,  our  pride, 
And  to  the  blooming  bride, 

The  fair  young  stranger  he  has  woo’d  and  won, 

V 

Eejoice,  brave  England,  through  thy  fertile  plains,  90 
Thy  stately  cities  and  ancestral  halls, 

Thy  humbler  homes  where  peace  with  plenty  reigns 
Thy  shores  that,  firmer  far  than  massiest  walls, 

Defy  the  foemaii  and  engird  the  free ! 

Old  land  of  worship,  loyalty,  and  fame, 

Let  every  voice  unite  in  glad  acclaim 
To  swell  the  chorus  of  our  jubilee ! 

Awake  the  echoes  that  have  slumber’d  long, 

Or  answer’d  faintly  to  another  hail ;  99 

Awake  them  with  the  shout  that,  loud  and  strong, 
Bang  out  from  cliff  to  cliff  when,  sheath’d  in  mail, 
Yictorious  Edward  trod  the  English  shore, 

Fresh  from  the  wai’s  in  Prance,  with  nobler  spoil 
Than  ever^  coiiqueiing  captain  home  did  bring. 

Then  myriad  voices  rose  in  glad  turmoil— 

‘  The  Prince  !  The  Prince  !  ’  they  cried  ;  and  ever  more 
Swell’d  up  the  shout  like  ocean’s  gathering  roar. 

And  burst  in  deluge  of  delirious  joy  ; 

The  while,  with  modest  grace,  the  hero-boy 
Bare-headed  rode  beside  the  captive  King!  no 


VI 

But  happier  days  have  dawn’d  upon  us  now: 

No  longer  rings  the  clangour  of  the  fight  ; 

No  more  the  balefire  on  the  mountain  brow 
Sends  up  its  ruddy  signal  to  the  night ; 

No  huge  Armadas  vex  the  narrow  seas, 

No  angry  navies  thunder  on  the  tide ; 

But  friendly  ensigns  flutter  in  the  breeze, 

And  barks  unchallsnged  o’er  the  waters  glide. 

We  hail’d  our  Prince,  returning  not  from  war 
With  biood-stain’d  trophies  wrench’d  from  hostile 
hand ;  120 

His  badge  of  triumph  was  the  peaceful  palm, 

Fresh  gather’d  from  the  Eastern  emblem  tree ; 

Por  he  hath  journey’d  to  the  Holy  Land, 

And  wander’d  o’er  its  blessed  hills  of  balm ; 
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Platii  "bent  before  the  SaTionr's  tomb  the  knee, 

Drank  of  the  Jordan’s  stream,  and  seen  afar, 

In  stillest  night,  ^when  all  was  hush’d  and  calm, 
'Neath  Syrian  skies,  the  lustrous  evening  star 
Shine  in  the  dark  expanse  of  Galilee. 

TII 

Welcome  wert  thou,  young  pilgrim,  to  tliv  home,  130 
But  higher  welcome^England  gives  to-day ; 

For  now  the  long-expected  hour  has  come  ; 

And,  in  its  bright  array, 

Moves  to  the  altar-steps  the  bridal  train, 

O  happy,  happy  they— 

That  fond  and  loving  pair  1 

The  princely  bridegroom  and  liis  peerless  bride, 

So  beautiful  and  fair. 

He,  England’s  royal  son  and  stateliest  heir, 

She,  daughter  of  "the  far-descended  Dane.  140 

And  now  the  knot  is  tied— 

The  marriage-vows  are  ta’en ; 

No  longer  are  they  twain,’ 

And  nought  but  death  shall  ever  them  divide  I 

VIII 

Blest  be  the  hour  !  Proclaim  it  to  the  hi.lls. 

Let  the  loud  cannon  thunder  forth  our  glee : 

O’er  mountains,  rivers,  plains,  and  rocks,  and  rills, 
Speed  the  glad  signal,  speed  it  fast  and  free ! 

Behold  !  it  leaps  along  with  lightning  glance, 

Peal  after  peal  in  verberating  roar,  15^ 

From  Dover  rolling  to  the  coast  of  France, 

From  Mona’s  isle  to  Erin’s  answering  shore. 

As  starting  swift  from  some  oblivious  trance. 

Each  fortress  thunders,  .and  each  cliff  replies; 

Each  lesser  height  prolongs  the  loud  refrain. 

"Wide  through  the  land  the  joyful  message  flies : 
From  where  the  hoary  heap  of  Tintagell, 

Great'  Arthur’s  hold,  frowns  o’er  the  western  main. 
To  that  huge  buttress  of  the  northern  seas 
Smote  by  the  Pentland’s  swell,  160 

Whence,  dimly  seen  through  tempest  and  through  rain. 
Loom  far  away  the  stormy  Orcades. 

IX 

Not  silent  wilt  thou  bide,  impetuous  Wales ! 

Old  hero-land,  whose  name,  so  proudly  borne 
By  that  young  Prince,  rings  o’er  the  world  to-day. 
Still  glows  the  ancient  fire  within  thy  dales. 
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Still  lives  the  magic  of  Llewellyn's  lay ; 
Then,  on  this  gracious  morn, 

Let  the  wild  rapture  of  the  harp  be  heard  ; 
And  bid  the  Cymric  bard 
His  highest  notes  essay ; 

For  never  surely^ did  a  happier  theme 
Melt  into  music  in  a  niinstrers  dream. 


Loud  as  the  rush  of  waters  when  the  snow 
Has  left  the  summit  of  the  mountains  bare. 

And  the  freed  cataracts  in  thunder  throw 
The  weight  of  winter  through  the  quaking  air, 

Down  to  the 'gulfs  that  yawn  and  boil  beneath— 

So  Scotland  lilts  her  voice, 

And  with  unbated  breath  i8o 

Bids  aU  her  sons  rejoice. 

Hearty  and  true  the  answer — Joy  to  thee, 

Heir  of  the  Bkuce,  great  joy  !  Our  feast  is  spread : 
Yet  ah,  we  lack  the  ornament  and  head 
That  should  have  crown'd  the  measure  of  our  glee! 
Take  then  our  greeting ;  but  the  day  will  come 
When  we,  with  transport  of  tumultuous  pride, 

Shall  welcome  fondly  to  their  northern  home 
Our  princely  chieftain  and  his  blooming  bride. 

O  quickly,  quickly  glide  ^  190 

On  wings  of  love  till  then,  celestial  hours ! 

Swift  be  your  flight ;  and  when  the  summer  spreads ' 
Her  carpet  on  the  meads, 

Strewn  with  the  garniture  of  odorous  flowers  : 

When  glows  with  purple  every  mountain-side, 

And  the  still  lakes  receive 

In  the  vast  mirror  of  their  waters  wide 

The  blush  and  glory  of  the  crimson  eve— 

A  louder,  wilder  cheer 

Shall  burst  upon  the  ear,  200 

And  shouts  of  triumph  herald  to  the  sky, 

The  long  exulting  cry — 

'Be  joyful,  ancient  land,  for  Scotland's  Prince  is  here! 

XI 

Come,  Erin,  come,  and  join  the  sister  band ! 

Make  the  strong  union  of  our  loves  complete ; 

Perfect  as  theiks,  who,  clasping  hand  to  hand, 

With  guileless  lips  the  sacred  vows  repeat ; 

And  by  that  pledge  so  excellent  and  sweet 
Bind  kindred  nations  closer  yet  to  stand. 

Eing  out  the  hells !  Let  every  face  be  gay 
To  welcome  this  our  royal  holiday ; 
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Be  there  no  dull  or  lumpisii  iaggarts  here, 

To  ¥ex  our  honest  cheer, 

But ^ cast  all  care  and  dolorous  thoughts  away! 

Begin  the  nuptial  song ; 

The  joyous  strain  prolong! 

We’ll  ^drink,  whate’er  betide, 

To  bridegroom  and  to  bride — 

Fill  high  the  cup,  and  let  the  health  go  round ! 

Then  snout  for  joy  amain —  22c 

Shout,  till  the  rafters  overhead  resound, 

For  such  a  day  as  this  ye  shall  not  see  again! 

xn 

0^  happy  tmes,  wlien^  ii-on-visaged  ivar 
Like  a  maim’d  giant  in  his  dungeon  lies, 
more  to  urge  along  his  creaking  car 
’Midst  women’s  shrieks,  and  children’s  frighted  cries ! 
O  happy  days,  where  peace  and  love  combine 
To  rule  the  nations  with  benignant  sway ; 

When  prosperous  planets  ever  nigiitlv  shine, 

And  hope  awakens  with  the  dawn  of  day  I  230 

Mot  such  was  England  in  the  times  of  yore. 

Back  roll  the  years,  as  roll  the  clouds  aVay^ — 

And  io,  the  vision  of  a  shelving  shore  I 
Black  ships  are  tossing  on  the  surfy  bay — 

Thick  on  the  sti’and  the  uncouth  warriors  swarm, 
Stalwmi}  and  fierce,  in  terrible  array— 

See  1  .in  their  van  the  grim  Berserkars  bear 
The  Raven  banner  flapping  in  the  air — 

They  climb  the  cliffs  I  Aim,  men  of  England,  arm ! 
Rush  to  the  fight,  be  resolute  and  bold  1  ■  24c 

Mo  wandering  pirates  muster  on  the  plain, 

Mo  puny  foemen  threat  the  Saxon  hold — 

Strike  for  yom*  lives  and  homes !  It  is  the  conqueriiig 
Bane ! 


•  XIII 

Sons  of  the  valiant  dead ! 

Whose  fathers  Hen  gist  led 

What  time  the  scatter’d  Britons  fled  afar — 

Vain  is  your^ boasted  might; 

Ye  cannot  win  the  fight, 

Mor  stem  the  torrent  of  that  furious  -war. 

The  Danish  sword  hath  cleft  the  Saxon  shield,  •  sf 
And  rank  with  slaugliter  is  the  trampled  fen. 

Few  take  to  flight,  and  fewer  yet  will  yield, 

But  none  will  strike  for  England’s  cause  again. 
Might  settles  down,  and  lo,  the  sky  is  red. 
Gleaming  from  east  to  w^est  with  smothering  fires ; 
The  convents  kindle,  and  the  lofty  spires 
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Of  ciiiirclies  blaze;  above  tlie  cloister’d  dead 
Crash  down  the  roofs,  and  many  a  fane  expires  I 

XIV 

Then  desolation  lords  it  o’er  the  land  ; 

Fell  rapine  stalks  abroad  ;  and  who  shall  keep  260 
The  timorous  flock,  or  brutal  rage  withstand, 

When  prowl  the  hungry  wolves  around  the  sheep  ? 
Where  is  the  shepherd  Alfred,  where  is  he? 

WTiere  hides  the  king  in  this  disastrous  hour? 

Behold  yon  hut  in  lonely  Athelney, 

The  haunt  and  refuge  of  the  baited  boor ! 

There  lurks  the  Saxon  monarch  with  the  poor, 

In  servile  weeds,  croiicli’d  by  a  squalid  hearth  ; 

Yet  not  forgetful  of  his  royal  birth, 

And  taught  by  stern  misfortune  to  endure.  2 yd 

Again  the  trumpet  sounds— the  Saxons  throng; 

The  Gross,  dishonour’d  late,  is  rear’d  on  high  ; 

And  thousands,  madden’d  by  tlxeir  country’s  wrong, 
Swear  the  deep  oath,  to  conquer  or  to  die. 

Eavens  of  Denmark !  Does  that  boding  cr^^ 

Predict  a  triumph  or  a  foul  defeat? 

Dark  sweep  the  clouds  across  an  angry  sky  ; 

Dashes  the  rain,  and  pelts  the  blinding  sleet ; 

The  thunder  bellows,  and  the  lightning  glares, 

But  aye  the  bickering  blade  280 

Cleaves  the  strong  lieim,  and  through  the  corslet  shares. 
The  Danesmari’s  march  is  stay’d— 

S^y’d  I  Call  ye  that  a  stay  ?  The  staggering  host, 
Like  their  own  ships  by  screaming  tempest  tost, 
Waver  and  break— Make  in!  the  day’s  our  own! 
Again  night  settles  on  the  fated  field— 

The  Saxon  sw^ord  is  red, 

Hewn  is  the  Danish  shield. 

The  Cross  triumphant  waves  above  his  head, 

And  English  Alfred  hath  his  kingdom*  won  !  290 

XV 

Depart,  ye  shadows  of  the  olden  time ! 

Faint  as  the  forms  in  weird  Agrippa’s  glass, 

Evoked  from  Hades  by  enchanted  rhyme, 

Like  vapour  melting  into  air,  they  pass. 

No  dark  fantastic  vision  of  the  n'igfit 
Now  casts  its  glamour  o’er  the  gazer’s  eye. 

Fair  as  a  poet’s  dream,  serenely  bright, 

Veiled  in  the  charm  01  maiden  modesty, 

The  Eose  of  Denmark  comes,  the  royal  Bride ! 

0  loveliest  Eose  !  our  paragon  and  pride,  300 

Choice  of  the  Prince  whom  England  holds  so  dear— 
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Wliat  homage  shall  we  pay 
To  one  who  has  no  peer? 

What  can  the  bard  or  wdMeFd  minstrel  say 
More  than  the  peasant,  who,  on  bended  knee, 
Breathes  from  his  heart  an  earnest  prayer  for  thee  ? 
Words  are^not  fair,  if  that  they  i^onld"  express 
Is  fairer  still ;  so  loYers  in  dismay 
Stand  all  abash’d  before  that  loveliness 
They  worship  most,  hut  find  no  words  to  pray.  31® 
Too  sweet  for  incense !  Take  oiir  loves  insteacl 
Most  freely,  truly,  and  devoutly  given  ; 

Our  prayers  for  blessings  on  tliat  gentle  head, 

For  earthly  happiness  and  rest  in  Heaven  ! 

May  never  sorrow  dim  those  clovelike  eyes, 

But  peace  as  pure  as  reigned  in  Paradise, 

Calm  and  untainted  on  creation's  eve, 

Attend  thee  still !  May  holy  angels  keep 
Watch  o’er  thy  path,  and  guard  "tiiee  in  tliy  sleep  ! 
Long  years  of  Joy  and  mutual  love  be  thine,  3-^ 
And  all  that  mortals  ask  or  can  receive 
Of  benediction  from  the  Hand  Divine  I 


XYI 

Most  happy  Prince !  who  such  a  priceless  gem 
Hast  set  within  thy  royal  diadem; 

Heir  of  illustrioiis  kings,  what  words  can  tell 
The  joy  that  fills  the  nation’s  heart  this  day ! 

If  the  Tond  wish  of  those  who  love  thee  well 
Could  call  down  blessings  ;  as  the  bounteous  May 
Showers  blossom  on  the  turf — as  ocean  spray 
Flies  glittering  o’er  the  rocks— as  summer  rain  53^= 
Falls  sweetly  soft  on  some  sequestered  deH, 

Bidding  the  languid  herb  revive  again— 

Then  never  surely  Prince  w’ere  blest  like  thee  ! 

For  in  thy  gentle  nature  well  w^e  see 
The  manhood,  worth,  and  valour  of  thy  sires, 
Temper’d  with  such  a  winsonie  nobleness 
iThe  glow  without  the  rage  of  bickering  fires). 

That  shame  it  were  and  sin  to  love  thee  less. 

And  though  no  human  hand  can  lift  the  veil 
Of  the  dark  future,  or  unfold  the  page  34^ 

Of  that  most  awful  book,  wherein  the  tale, 

To  be  accomplish’d,  of  the  coming  age 
Stands  in  eternal  characters  of  doom — 

Though  no  prophetic  voices  from  the  tomb, 

Or  mystic  oracles  of  dim  presage. 

Can  tell  us  what  shall  be— our  trust  is  high. 

Yea,  in  the  Highest!  He  wiil  be  thy  shield, 

Thy  strength,  thy  stay,  though  all  the  world  combine. 
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Believing  that,  we  fear  no  enemy  : 

No  foreign  war,  nor  treason  unreveaFd,  350 

Can  shake  thy  house,  or  mar  thy  royal  line  : 

Dimd  none,  great  Prince  ;  our  hearts  and  loves  are 
thine ! 


XVII 

Cease  then,  my  strain  !  too  weak,  perchance,  and  rude, 
To  be  the  descant  on  a  theme  so  sweet  ; 

A  sorry  tribute,  tliough  the  will  be  good, 

This  day  of  highest  festival  to  greet, 

When  Youth  and  Beauty  at  the  altar  meet, 

And  all  the  land  is  ringing  with  acclaim. 

Unequal  as  thou  art  and  incomplete, 

What  haughty  tongue  shall  censure  thee  or  blame,  360 
Since  lowliest  gifts  with  richest  offerings  vie  ? 

Cease  and  be  done!  For  lo,  the  western  sky 
Is  purpling  down  to  darkness,  and  the  glare 
Of  myriad  lamps  is  flashing  in  the  air,  " 

And  on  the  distant  hills  the  bonfires  blaze. 

Swift  stars  rush  upwards  with  a  fiery  train, 
Dispersed  in  clusters  of  effulgent  rays, 

And  meteors  bursting  into  golden  rain. 

So  gleams  the  startled  firmament ;  but  soon 
Supreme  in  heaven  shall  glide  the  tranquil  moon,  370 
All  meaner  fires  eclipsed.  On  plain  and  hiU 
She  sheds  her  peaceful  light — 

Hushed  be  each  irksome  noise ;  let  all  be  still ; 

And  holiest  silence  seal  the  marriage  night ! 
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WAENING 

Magazine^  February  1S451 


appciintecl — do  thy  labour  of  tlie 


Do  not  touch  him— do  not  wake  him !  Fast  asleep  is 

Amor  lyin,''''  •  ^ 

Go — ^fulfil  thy  ■ 
day. 

Tims  careful  mother  uses  every  moment 

£er  child  is  in  the  cradle— Slumbers  pass 
too  soon  awav. 


THE  BEOTHEBS 

Magazine^  February  1S45] 

Slumbee,  Sleep— they  were  two  brothers,  servants  to 
the  Gods  above  ; 

Kind  Prometheus  lured  them  downwards,  ever  filFd 
with  earthly  love : 

But  what  Gods  could  hear  so  lightly,  press’d  too  hard 
oh  men  beneath  ; 

Slumber  did  his  brother’s  diitv — Sleep,  was  deepen’d 
into  Death. 


LOVE’S  HOHE-GLASS 

iBhckwood" s  Magazine,  February  1S451 

Ebos  I  wherefore  do  I  see  thee,  with  the  glass  in  either 
hand  ? 

EicMe  God  1  with  double  measure  wouldst  thou  count 
the  shifting  sand? 

^TJiis  one  flows  for  parted  lovers— slowly  drops  each 
tmy  bead— 

TJmt  is  ,  for  the  days  of  dalliance,  and  it  melts  with 
golden  speed.’ 
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THE  WEEATHS 

\Blackwood? s  Magazine,  February  1845] 

OuB  German  Klopstock,  if  lie  liacl  his  will.  ^ 

Would  bar  ns  from  the  skirts  of  Pindus  old. 

No  more  the  classic  laurel  should  be  prized, 

But  the  rough  leaflets  of  our  native  oak 
Alone  should  glisten  in  the  poet’s  hair; 

Yet  did  himself,  with  spirit  unreclaim’d 
From  &st  allegiance  to  those  early  Gods, 

Lead  up  to  Golgotha’s  most  awful  height 
With  more  than  epic  pojiip  the  new  Crusade, 

But  let  him  range  the  bright  angelic  host  lo 

On  either  hill— no  matter.  By  his  grave 
All  gentle  hearts  should  bow  them  down  and  weep. 
For  where  a  hero  and  a  saint  ^have  died. 

Or  where  a  poet  sang  prophetical,  ^ 

Dying  as  greatly  as  they  greatly  lived, 

To  give  memorial  to  all  after  times, 

Of  lofty  worth  and  courage  undismay’d ; 

There,  in  mute  reverence,  all  devoutly  kneel, 

Li  homage  of  the  thorn  and  laurel  wreath, 

That  were  at  once  their  glory  and  their  pang  I  20 

SACEED  GEOUND 

\JBlmkioood' s  Magazine,  February  1845] 

A  piiACE  to  mark  the  Graces,  when  they  come 
Down  from  Olympus,  still  and  secretly. 

To  join  the  Oreads  in  their  festival, 

Beneath  the  light  of  the  benignant  moon. 

There  lies  the  poet,  watching  them  unseen, 

The  whilst  they  chant  the  sweetest  songs  of  heaven, 
Or,  floating  o’er  the  sward  without  a  sound, 

Lead  on  the  mystic  wonder  of  the  dance. 

All  that  is  great  in  heaven,  or  fair  on  earth, 

Unveils  its  glories  to  the  dreamer’s  eye,  10 

And  all  he  tells  the  Muses.  They  again, 

Knowing  that  Gods  are  jealous  of  their  own, 

Teach  him,  through  all  the  passion  of  his  verse, 

To  utter  these  high  secrets  reverently. 

MAEEIAGE  UNEQUAL 

[Blackwood^ s  Magazine,  February  1846] 

Alas,  that  even  in  a  heavenly  marriage, 

The  fairest  lots  should  ne’er  he  recon ciTd ! 
Psyche  wax’d  old,  and  prudent  in  her  carriage, 
Whilst  Cupid  evermore  remains  the  child. 
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EXCULPATION^ 

l_BlacJcwood'$  Magazine,  February  1845] 

Wilt  thou  dare  to  Marne  the  woman  for  her  seeming 
sudden  changes, 

Swaying  east  and  swaying  westward,  as  the  breezes 
shake  the  tree? 

Pool !  thy  selfish  thought  misguides  thee — find  the  mmi 
that  neyer  ranges ; 

Woman  wavers  but  to  seek  him— Is  not  then  the 
fault  in  thee? 

HOLY  FAMILY 

[Blackwood's  Magazine^  February  1845] 

0  CHILD  of  beauty  rare— 

O  mother  chaste  and  fair— 

How  happy  seem  they  both,  so  far  beyond  compare ! 
She,  in  her  infant  blest, 

Ana  he  in  conscious  rest, 

Nestling  within  the  soft  warm  cradle  of  her  breast ! 
What  joy  that  sight  might  bear 
To  him  who  sees  them  there, 

If,  with  a  pure  and  guilt-untroubled  eye, 

He  look’d  upon  the  twain,  like  Joseph  standing  by. 


THE  TREASUEE-SEEKER 

[Blackwood* s  Magazine,  October  1844] 

I 

Many  weary  days  I  suffer'd.. 

Sick  of  heart  and  poor  of  purse; 
Riches  are  the  greatest  blessmg— 
Poverty  the  deepest  curse! 

Till  at  last  to  dig  a  treasure 
Forth  I  went  into  the  wood — 
‘Fiend!  my  soul  is  thine  for  ever!’ 
And  I  sign’d  the  scroll  with  blood. 

II 

Then  I  drew  the  magic  circles, 
Kindled  the  mysterious  fire, 

Placed  the  herbs  and  bones  in  order, 
Spoke  the  incantation  dire. 

And  I  sought  the  buried  metal 
With  a  spell  of  mickle  might— 
Sought  it  as  my  master  taught  me ; 
Black  and  stormy  was  the  night. 
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III 

And  I  saw^  a  light  appearing 
In  the  distance,  like  a  star; 

When  the  midnight  hour  was  tolling, 
Came  it  waxing  from  afar: 

Came  it  flashing,  swift  and  sudden. 
As  if  fiery  wine  it  were,  ^ 

Flowing  from  an  open  chalice, 

Which  a  beauteous  boy  did  bean 

IV 

And  he  wore  a  lustrous  chaplet, 

And  his  eyes  were  full  of  thought, 
As  he  stepp’d  into  the  circle 
With  the  radiance  that  he  brought. 
And  he  bade  me  taste  the  goblet ; 

And  I  thought— It  cannot  be, 

That  this  boy  should  be  the  bearer 
Of  the  Demon’s  gifts  to  me  I  ’ 

Y 

‘Taste  the  draught  of  pure  existence 
Sparkling  in  this  goldp  urn,^ 

And  no  more  with  baleful  magic 
Shalt  thou  hither^vard  return. 

Do  not  seek  for  treasures  longer; 

Let  thy  future  spellwords  be, 

Days  of  labour,  nights  of  resting : 

So  shall  peace  return  to  thee!’ 


THE  SEVEN  SLEEPEES  OF  EPHESUS 

Six  young  men  of  Caesar’s  household 
Fled  before  their  master’s  anger ; 

As  a  god  he  claim’d  their  worship, 

Thougli  a  sorry  god  was  he. 

For  an  insect,  ever  buzzing, 

Still  annoy’d  him  at  the  banquet, 

Still  disturb’d  his  rest  and  pleasure. 

All  the  chasing  of  his  servants 
Could  not  drive  away  the  tomient. 

Ever  round  the  head  of  Csesar 
Did  the  angry  creature  hover, 

Threatening  with  its  poison’d  sting  : 

Still  it  flew,  and  swiftly  circling 
Made  confusion  at  the  table, 

Messenger  of  Baalzebub, 

The  internal  Lord  of  flies. 


THE  SEVEN  SLEEPEES  OF  EPHESUS  381 


‘Ha!’ — so  spake  the  youths  together — 

^  He  a  God  that  fears  an  insect  I 
Can  a  God  be  thus  molested? 

Does  a  God,  like  wretched  mortals,  20 

Feast  and  revel  at  the  banquet? 

Nay  !  to  Him.,  the  one,  the  only, 

Who  the  siui  and  moon  created, 

Who  hath  made  the  stars  in  gioiy, 

Shall  we  henceforth  bend  the  knee !  ’ 

So  they  spake,  and  left  the  palace, 

Left  it  in  their  trim  apparel ; 

By  a  shepherd  led,  they  hasten’d 
To  a  cave  was  in  the  mountain, 

And  they  all  went  gliding  in.  30 

And  the  shepherd’s  dog  came  after, 

Though  they  strove  to  drive  him  from  them ; 
Thrust  himself  toward  his  master, 

Licked  their  hands  in  dumb  entreaty, 

That  he  might  remain  their  fellow; 

And  lay  down  with  them  to  sleep. 

But  the  wrath  of  Csesar  kindled. 

When  he  knew  that  they  had  left  him ; 

All  his  former  love  departed, 

All  his  thought  was  vengeance  only.  4^ 

Out  in  quest  he  sent  his  people, 

Traced  them  to  the  mountain-hollow. 

Not  to  fire  nor  sword  he  doorn’d  them ; 

But  he  bade  great  stones.be  lifted 
To  the  entrance  of  the  cavern ; 

Saw  it  fasten’d  up  with  mortar; 

And  so  left  them  in  their  tomb. 

But  the  youths  lay  calmly  sleeping ; 

And  the  angel,  their  protector, 

Spake  Wore  the  throne  of  glory:  5° 

‘  i  have  w’^atch’d  beside  the  sleepers, 

Made  them  turn  in  slumber  ever, 

That  the  damps  of  yonder  cavern 
Should  not  cramp  their  youthful  limbs ; 

And  the  rocks  around  I’ve  open’d, 

That  the  sun  at  rising,  setting, 

May  give  freshness  to  their  cheeks. 

So  they  lie  in  rest  and  quiet, 

In  the  bliss  of  happy  dreams.’ 

So  they  lay ;  and  still,  beside  them, 

Lay  the  dog  in  peaceful  slumber, 

Never  whuiipering  in  his  sleep. 
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Years  came  on,  and  years  demrted ; 

Till  at  last  the  young  men  waken  d ; 

And  the  wall,  so  strongly  fasten  d. 

Now  had  fallen  into  nun, 

0riiiiil)l6d  by  tih6  toiicii  ot  a-gos. 

Then  lamblichus,  the  youngest, 

And  the  goodliest  of  them  all 
Seeing  that  the  shepherd  trembled, 

Said,  ^  I  pray  you  now,  my  brothers,  . 

Let  me  go  to  seek  provision ; 

I  have  gold,  my  life  I’ll  venture, 

Tarry  tul  I  bring  you  bread.’ 

Ephesus,  that  noble  city,  .  „  i 
Then,  for  many  a  year,  had  yielded 
To  the  faith  of  the  Eedeemer, 

Jesus.  (G-lory  to  his  name !) 

And  he  ran  unto  the  city ; 

At  the  gate  were  many  warders, 

Arm^d  men  on  tower  and  turret, 

But  he  pass’d  them  all  unchallenged ; 

To  the  nearest  baker’s  went  he, 

And  in  haste  demanded  bread. 

^Ha  !  young  rogue,’  exclaimed  the  baker, 
‘  Surely  fhou  hast  found  a  treasure ; 

That  bid  piece  of  gold  betrays  thee ! 

Give  me,  or  I  shall  denoimce  thee, 

Half  the  treasure  thou  hast  found.’ 

And  lamblichus  denied  it ; 

But  the  baker  would  not  listen, 

Brawling  till  the  watch  came  forward. 

To  the  long  they  both  were  taken ; 

And  the  monarcn,  lil-5:e  the  baker, 

But  a  higher  right  asserting, 

Claim’d  to  share  the  treasure  too. 

But  at  last  the  wondrous  story, 

Which  the  young  man  told  the  monarch, 
Proved  itself  by  many  tokens. 

Lord  was  he  of  that  same  palace, 

Whither  he  was  brought  for  judgment ; 
Por  he  show’d  to  them  a  pillar, 

In  the  which,  a  stone  when  loosen’d 
Led  unto  a  treasure  chamber,^ 

Heap’d  with  gold  and  costly  j’ewels. 
Straightway  came  in  haste  ills  kindred, 

■  All  his  clan  came  throngirig  round  liim, 
Eager  to  advance  their  claim ; 

Each  was  nearer  than  the  other. 
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And  lamblicliiis,  the  bloomiiig,  no 

Young  in  face,  and  form,  and  feature, 

Stood  an  ancestor  among  them. 

All  bewilder’d  heard  he  legends 
Of  his  son  and  of  his  grandsons, 

Fathers  of  the  men  before  him. 

So  amazed  he  stood  and  listen’d, 

Patriarch  in  his  early  manhood  ; 

While  the  crowd  around  him  gather’d, 

Stalwart  men,  and  mighty  captains, 

Him,  the  youngest,  to  acknowledge  120 

As  the  founder  of  their  race ! 

And  one  token  with  another 
Made  assurance  doubly  certain ; 

None  could  doubt  the  wondrous  story 
Of  himself  and  of  his  comrades. 

Shortly,  to  the  cave  returning, 

King  and  people  all  go  with  him, 

And  they  saw  him  enter  in. 

But  no  more  to  king  or  people, 

Did  the  Chosen  reappear.  130 

For  the  Seven,  who  long  had  tanied — 

Nay,  but  they  were  Eight  in  number, 

For  the  faithful  dog  was  with  them— 
Thenceforth  from  the  world  Y?-Gre  sunder’d. 

The  most  blessed  angel  Gabriel, 

By  the  will  of  God  Almighty, 

Walling  up  the  cave  for  ever, 

Led  them  unto  Paradise. 


THE  PARIAH 

I 

THE  pariah’s  prayer. 

Hear  me,  Brama,  bending  lowly ! 

All  from  thee  derive  their  being ; 

Therefore  art  thou  just  and  holy! 

Is  it,  Lord,  of  thy  decreeing, 

That  the  Brahmins,  high-estated, 

Only  should  thy  bounty  gather, 

Only  dare  to  call  thee,  Father, 

When  us  too  thou  hast  created  ? 

We  are  noble,  Lord,  in  nothing 
Woe,  and  want,  and  labour  pain  us;  10 
What  all  others  shun  with  loathing, 

Is  the  food  that  must  sustain  us. 
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When  the  scorn  of  caste  is  loudest, 

All  we’d  bear  without  repining, 

Were  thy  face  toward  us  shinmg, 

For  thou  canst  rebuke  the  proudest. 

Therefore,  Lord,  hear  my  entreaty ! 

Eaise  me  from  this  foul  defilement, 
Or  a  Saviour  send,  in  pity, 

For  the  work  of  reconcilement. 

Didst  thou  not  a  Bayadere 
Lift  from  wretchedness  to  glory  ? 
Yea,  we  Pariahs  have  a  story, 

Giving  comfort  to  the  weary. 


II 

THE  PAIMAH’s  legend. 

Water  from  the  sacred  Ganges, 

To  bring  water  from  the  river, 

Goes  the  noble  Brahmin’s  wife. 

She  was  chaste,  and  pure,  and  lovely ; 
High,  immaculate,  and  honour’d, 

And  of  sternest  justice  he. 

Daily  froni  the  sacred  river 
Does_ she  fetch  the  pleasant  water; 

Not  in  pitcher  nor  in  vessel, 

For  she  hath  no  need  of  these. 

Rises  of  itself  the  water, 

Rolled  into  a  ball  of  crystal, 

To  the  stainless  heart  and  hand 
(Such  the  power  of  pertect  virtue,, 
Innocence  without  a  shadow), 

And  she  bears  it  to  her  home. 

This  day  comes  she  in  the  morning, 
Praying,  to  the  flood  of  Ganges, 
Bending  lightly  o’er  the  stream  ; 

There  she  sees,  as  in  a  mirror, 

From  the  heaven  above  reflected, 
Floating  in  the  licxuid  ether, 

Such  a  glorious  apparition  ! 

Image  of  a  youth,  created 
By  the  thought  of  the  Almighty, 

As  a  form  of  perfect  beauty. 

On  the  wondrous  vision  gazing, 

■Feels  she  straight  a  new  sensjRion 
Thrill  throughout  her  inmost  being ; 
Fascinated  still  she  lingers, 

Lingers  with  a  secret  longing ; 
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pS'®®.  but  ever 

floats  the  image  back  again. 

In  amaz^iient,  in  confusion, 

Stoops  to  the  flowing  Ganges 

Trying  with  her  treniblfng  finfere 
to"fash1on!’ 

But  l^las,  the  spell  is  broken ! 

hor  the  holy  water  shuns  her, 

approaches, 

Whirling  swiftly  from  her  hands. 

Nerveless  drop  her  arms,  she  totters  • 
Scarce  her  fainting  limbs  can  bear  her  ’ 

teMr  s£! 

A,ri,  h.?'£f4"iAS. 

So  she  comes  before  her  husband, 
looks-his  look  is  judgement! 

bilently  the  sword  he  seizes, 

Leads  her  to  the  hill  of  terrors, 

Where  adulterers  meet  their  doom, 

wife,  resist  him? 

What  extenuation  offer, 

Guilty,  knowing  not  her  crime? 

With  the  bloody  sword  yet  dripping. 
Homeward  to  his  silent  dwelling 
Went  the  inexorable  man. 

Then  his  son  came  forth  to  meet  him- 
<  Whose  that  blood  ?  0  father,  father !  ’ 
^lood  ot  an  adulteress  !’  ‘  Never  ' 

On  the  blade  it  has  not  stiffened, 

As  adulterous  blood  would  do. 

M’esh  as  from  the  wound  ’tis  running. 
Mother,  mother !  0  come  hither ! 

Unjust  was  my  father  never. 

What  IS  this  that  he  hath  done  ?  ’ 

,  ‘  be  silent !  Icrs  the  blood  is !  ’ 
Whose?’  ‘Be  silent!’  ‘0  my  mother! 
Is  It  then  my  mother’s  blood  ? 

What’s  her  crime?  I  will  be  answer’d ' 
what  evil  hath  she  done? 

Here— the  sword !— Lo,  now  I  grasp  it ! 
pmu  mightst  slay  thy  wife  unchalleng’d. 
But  my  mother  shalt  thou  not ! 

W  ives  through  fire  their  husbands  follow, 


6o 


70 


So 
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Children  must  avenge  their  mothers  ! 

As  the  flames  unto  the  widow, 

Is  the  sword  unto  the  son  V 

‘  Hold  thy  hand  !  ’  exclaim’d  the  father, 

^Yet  there’s  time;  0  hasten,  hasten; 

Join  the  head  unto  the  body. 

Touch  it  with  the  sword  of  vengeance, 

And  she’ll  follow  thee  ahve !  ’ 

Bushing,  breathless — ^what  beholds  he, 

Stretch’d  upon  the  hill  of  terror?  no 

Bodies  of  two  slaughter’d  women, 

And  their  heads  are  lying  near. 

Half  distracted,  blind,  and  dizzy, 

His  dear  mother’s  head  he  seizes. 

Does  not  even  stay  to  kiss  it, 

Joins  it  to  the  nearest  body : 

Pointing  then  the  sword  of  vengeance. 

Piously  completes  the  spell. 

Eiseth  straight  a  ghastly  figure  ! 

From  the  dear  lips  of  his  mother,  120 

Sweet  as  ever,  nowise  alter’d, 

Comes  this  terrible  bewail : 

‘  Son,  O  son  !  what  fatal  rashness ! 

Yonder  lies  thy  mother’s  body, 

Near  it  is  the  head  polluted 
Of  a  wretched  woman,  victim 
To  the  just  avenging  sword. 

Me  hast  thou  in  hideous  union 
Blent  for  ever  with  her  bod}^  ! 

Wise  in  will,  but  wild  in  doing,  130 

Must  I  move  among  the  spirits. 

Yea,  that  godlike  apparition, 

Which  the  eye  might  blameless  look^  on. 

Which  the  brain  might  blameless  think  on, 

To  the  heart  becomes  a  torment, 

Stirring  passionate  desire  I 

‘Still  that  image  must  beset  me  ! 

Sometimes  rising,  sometimes  falling, 

Sometimes  bright,  and  sometimes  darken’d. 
Such  is  mighty  Brama’s  will  140 

He  it  was  who  sent  the  vision, 

Floating  on  its  angel  pinions, 

Eadiant  face  and  form  so  graceful^ 
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God-created  in  its  beauty 
For  my  trial  and  temptation  • 

Brabmina, 

With  my  head  to  heaven  pertaining, 

‘  Go,  my  son,  unto  thy  father  ! 

Be  of  comfort !  Let  no  penance, 

^lul  remorse,  or  hope  of  merit, 
ihrough  a  weary  expiation, 

^rive  him  to  the  wilderness 
Go  ye  forth  among  the  people, 

m  n’  speech  remairieth, 

1  ell,  ij^  tell  the  meanest  creature. 
ihat  him  also  Brama  hears ! 

'  For  with  Him  there  is  no  meanness, 
in  his  sight  are  all  men  eq  ual. 

Be  he  leper,  be  he  outcast, 

Be  he  sunk  in  want  and  sorrow, 

Be  he  desolate,  heart-broken, 

Be  lie  Brahmin,  be  he  Pbiriah — 
Whosoever  prays  for  mercy. 

He  shall  have  it,  he  shall  find  it, 

When  he  turns  his  face  to  heaven, 
ihoiisand  eyes  are  watching  yonder, 
thousand  Ocxrs  a,ro  ever  listeninn* 
Everything  to  God  is  known. 

‘  When  I  pass  before  his  footstool, 

Me  beholding,  thus  distorted 
By  a  vile  transfiguration, 

Biirely  will  the  Father  pity. 

Yet  my  cui*se  may  be  a  blessing, 

Unto  you,  my  son,  and  many. 

For,  in  humble  adoration, 

Meekly  shall  I  strive  to  utter, 

Y  hat  the  higher  sense  inspires ; 

frenzied  adjuration, 
bhall  I  tell  him  all  the  passion, 
ihat  is  raging  in  this  bosom. 

Ihought  and  impulse,  will  and  weakness- 
Mystery  of  mysteries  I  ’ 
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III 

THE  pariah’s  thanksgiving. 

Mighty  Brama !  I  adore  thee, 

Maker  thou  of  all  creation  ; 

And  I  dare  to  come  before  thee, 

With  my  lowly  supplication.  190 

No  respect  for  race  thou  showest, 

Giving  unto  each  a  token, 

E’en  to  us,  the  meanest,  lowest, 

Are  the  words  of  comfort  spoken. 

Thou  hast  heard  that  woman’s  story, 

Thou  hast  heard  her  cruel  sentence. 

Lord !  that  art  enshrin’d  in  glory, 

Look  in  mercy  on  repentance  I 


THE  CAYALIEE’S  CHOICE 

This  lively  little  ballad  occurs  in  on©  of  Goethe’s  Operas,  very 
charming  compositions,  which  probably  are  less  read  than  they 
deserve.  It  is  not  altogether  original,  being  evidently  founded 
on  a  popular  Scottish  ditty,  called  indiscriminately  ‘Captain 
Wedderburn’s  Courtship  or  ‘  The  Laird  of  Roslin’s  Daughter  ^ 
in  which  precisely  the  same  questions  are  propounded  and 
answered.  Truth  compels  us  to  say  that,  in  point  of  merit,  the 
superiority  lies  with  the  Scottish  ballad.  This  being  a  case  of 
disputed  property,  or  rather  commonty,  the  translator  has 
allowed  himself  more  license  in  rendering  than  has  been  used 
in  any  other  instance  in  the  present  collection. 

[Blackwood's  Magazine,  February  1815] 

It  was  a  gallant  cavalier 
Of  honour  and  renown, 

And  all  to  seek  a  ladye-love 
He  rode  from  town  to  town. 

Till  at  a  widow-woman’s  door 
He  drew  the  rein  so  free  ; 

For  at  her  side  the  knight  espied 
Her  comely  daughters  three. 

Well  might  he  gaze  upon  them, 

For  they  were  fair  and  tall  j  10 

Ye  never  have  seen  fairer  maids, 

In  bower  nor  yet  in  hall. 

Small  marvel  if  the  gallant’s  heart 
Beat  quicker  in  his  breast : 

’Twas  hard  to  choose,  and  hard  to  lose — 

How  might  he  wale  the  best? 
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pretty  maidens  mine, 

A  'j  1  ^  riddles  three’’ 

And  she  who  answers  best  of  all 
fenali  be  my  own  ladye  !  ’ 

I  ween  thev  blush’d  as  maidens  do. 

When  such  rare  words  they  hear— 

No^y  speak  thy  riddles,  if  thou  wilt, 

Inou  gay  young  cavalier!’ 

‘W^t’s  longer  than  the  longest  path? 
iirst  tell  ye  that  to  me ; 

^m7  deeper  yet, 

iiian  is  the  deepest  sea? 

And  tell  me  what  is  louder  far, 

In  an  is  the  loudest  horn  ? 

And  tell  me  what  hath  sharper  point, 
lhan  e  en  the  sharpest  thorn  ? 

tell  me  what  is  greener  yet, 
riian  greenest  grass  on  hill  ? 

And  tell  me  what  is  crueller 
Than  a  wicked  woman’s  will?* 

Tim  eldest  and  the  second  maid, 

They  mused  and  thought  awhile  • 

But  the  youngest  she  looked  upward, 

And  spoke  with  meiry  smile : 

‘  (X  love  is  surely  longer  far. 

Than  the  longest  paths  that  be  ; 

And  hell,  they  say,  is  deeper  yet, 
ihan  IS  the  deepest  sea ; 

The  roll  of  thunder  is  more  loud, 

Than  is  the  loudest  horn  ; 

And  hunger  it  is  worse  to  bear 
Than  sharpest  wound  of  thorn ; 

‘  The  copper  sweat  is  greener  yet, 

Than  is  the  grass  on_  hill  ; 

And  the  foul  fiend  he  is  crueller 
Than  any  woman’s  will !  ’ 

He  leapt  so  lightly  from  liis  steed, 

He  took  her  by  the  hand ; 

'  Svvmet  niaid,  my  riddles  thou  hast  read. 

Be  lady  of  my  land  !  ’ 

The  eldest  and  the  second  maid. 

They  ponder’d  and  were  dumb  ; 

And  there,  perchance,  are  waiting  yet 
^  Till  another  wooer  come.  6o 

Then,  naaidens,  take  this  warning  woid, 

Be  neither  slow  nor  shy,  ’ 

But  always,  when  a  lover  speaks, 

Look  kindly,  and  reply. 
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THE  KING  IN  THULE 

A  King  there  was  in  Thule, 

Kept  troth  unto  the  grave ; 

The  maid  he  loved  so  truly 
A  goblet  to  him  gave. 

And  ever  set  before  him 
At  banquet  was  the  cup  ; 

And  saddening  thoughts  came  o’er  him, 
Whene’er  he  took  it  up. 

When  Death  with  him  had  spoken, 

His  treasures  ranged  he  there,  lo 

And  all,  save  one  dear  token, 

He  gifted  to  his  heir. 

Once  more  to  royal  wassail 
His  peers  he  summon’d  all ; 

Around  were  knight  and  vassal 
Throng’d  in  his  hither’s  hall. 

Then  rose  the  grand  old  Eover, 

Again  the  caip  drain’d  he, 

And  bravely  flung  it  over 
Into  the  welt’ring  sea.  20 

He  saw  it  flashing,  falling, 

And  settling  iirthe  main, 

Heard  Death  unto  him  calling  — 

He  never  drank  again! 


THE  DOLEFUL  LAY  OF  THE  WIPE  OF 
ASAN  AGA. 

This  beautiful  poem,  purportin,a:  to  be  a  translation  from  the 
Morlacliian,  was  first  printed  in  Herder’s  admirable  collection 
of  ballads,  translated  into  German  from  almost  every  European 
language,  and  published  under  the  title  of  Volkslieder.  The 
fine  poetic  instinct  of  Goethe  was  signally  displayed  in  this 
composition;  for  although,  as  Mickiewicz  lias  observed  {Les 
Slausy  tome  i.  p.  323,  Paris,  1819),  he  had  to  divine  the  import 
of  the  poem  across  three  bad  Iranslatioris,  and  was  at  tlie  same 
time  ignorant  of  the  Slavic  language,  he  produced  a  perfect 
version,  having  instinctively  detected  and  avoided  the  fiiults  of 
the  previous  translators. 

'[Blackwood's  Magazine,  July  1844] 

What  is  yon  so  white  beside  the  greenwood  ? 

Is  it  snow,  or  flight  of  cygnets  resting  ? 

Were  it  snow,  ere  now  itnad  been  melted ; 

Were  it  swans,  ere  now  the  fiock  had  left  us. 
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Neither  snow  nor  swans  are  resting  yonder, 

Tis  the  glittering  tents  of  Asan  Aga. 

Paint  he  lies  from  wounds  in  stormy  battle; 

There  his  mother  and  his  sisters  seek  him, 

But  his  wife  hangs  back  for  shame,  and  conies  not. 

yhen  the  anguish  of  his  hurts  was  over,  lo 

To  his  faithful  wife  he  sent  this  message — 

‘Longer  /neath  my  roof  thou  shalt  not  .tarry, 

Neither  in  my  court  nor  in  my  household.’ 

When  the  lady  heard  that  cruel  sentence, 

l\eft  of  sense  she  stood,  and  rack’d  with  anguish  : 

In  the  court  she  heard  the  horses  stamping, 

And  in  fear  that  it  was  Asan  coming, 

Pled  towards  the  tower,  to  leap  and  perish. 

Then  in  terror  ran  her  little  daughters. 

Calling  after  her,  and  weeping  sorely,  20 

These  are  not  the  steeds  of  Father  Asan ; 

Tis  our  uncle  Pintorovich.  cominsr !  ^ 

And  the  wife  of  Asan  turn’d  to  meet  him  ; 

Sobbing,  threw  her  arms  around  her  brother. 

See  the  wrongs,  0  brother,  of  thy  sister ! 

These  five  babes  I  bore,  and  must  I  leave  them  ?  ’ 

Silently  the  brother,  from  his  girdle, 

Draws  the  ready  deed  of  separation, 

Wrapp’d  within  a  crimson  silken  cover. 

.She  is  free  to  seek  her  mother’s  dwelling —  30 

Free  to  join  in  wedlock  with  another. 

When  the  woeful  lady  saw  the  writing, 

Kiss’d  she  both  her  boys  upon  the  fore’head, 

Kiss’d  on  both  the  cheeks  her  sobbiug  daughters ; 

Hut  she  cannot  tear  herself  for  pity 
Prom  the  infant  smiling  in  the  cradle  I 

Eudely  did  her  brother  tear  her  from  it, 

Deftly  lifted  her  upon  a  courser, 

And  in  haste,  towards  his  father’s  dwelling, 

Spurr’d  he  onward  with  the  woeful  lady.  40 

Short  the  space ;  seven  days,  but  barely  seven- — 

Little  space  I  ween— by  many  nobles 
Was  the  lady — still  in  weeds  of  mourning— 

Was  the  lady  courted  in  espousal. 

Par  the  noblest  was  Imoskfs  cadi; 

And  the  dame  in  tears  besought  her  brother — 
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‘  I  adjure  thee,  by  the  life  thou  bearest, 

Give  me  not  a  second  time  in  marriage, 

That  my  heart  may  not  be  rent  asunder 
If  again  I  see  my  darling  children !  ’ 

Little  reck’d  the  brother  of  her  bidding, 

Fix’d  to  wed  her  to  Imoski’s  cadi. 

But  the  gentle  lady  still  entreats  him — 

‘Send  at  least  a  letter,  O  my  brother! 

To  Imoski’s 'cadi,  thus  imploring— 

I,  the  youthful  widow,  greet  thee  fairly, 

And  entreat  thee,  by  this  self-same  token, 

When  thou  comest  hither  with  thy  bridesmen, 
Bring  a  heavy  veil,  that  I  may  shroud  me 
As  we  pass  along  by  Asan’s  dwelling, 

So  I  may  not  see  my  darling  orphans/ 

Scarcely  had  the  cadi  read  the  letter, 

When  he  call’d  together  all  his  bridesmen  ; 
Boune  himself  to  bring  the  lady  homewards, 

And  he  brought  the  veil  as  she  entreated. 

Jocundly  they  reach’d  the  princely  mansion, 
Jocundly  they  bore  her  thence  in  triumph  ; 

But,  when  they  drew  near  to  Asan’s  dwelling, 
Then  the  children  recognized  their  mother, 

And  they  cried,  ‘Come  back  unto  thy  chamber— 
Share  the  meal  this  evening  with  thy  children !  ’ 
Then  she  turn’d  her  to  the  lordly  bridegroom— 
‘Pray  thee,  let  the  bridesmen  and  their  horses 
Halt  a  little  by  the  onee-]oved  dwelling, 

Till  I  give  these  presents  to  my  children.’ 

And  they  halted  by  the  once-loved  dwelling, 

And  she  gave  the  weeping  children  presents. 
Gave  each  boy  a  cap  -with  gold  embroider’d, 

Gave  each  girl  a  gay  and  costly  garment, 

And  with  tears  she  left  a  tiny  mantle 
For  the  helpless  baby  in  the  cradle. 

These  things  mark’d  the  father,  Asan  Aga, 

And  in  son:ow  call’d  he  to  his  clnldren— 

‘Turn  again  to  me,  ye  poor  deserted; 

Hard  as  steel  is  now  your  mother’s  bosom  ; 

Shut  so  fast,  it  cannot  throb  with  pity !  ’ 

Thus  he  spoke ;  and  when  the  lady  heard  him, 
Pale  as  death  she  dropp’d  upon  the  pavement; 
And  the  life  fled  from  her  wretched  bosom, 

As  she  saw  her  children  turning  from  her. 
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THE  AETIST’S  MORNING  SONG 

[Blackwood'' s  Magazine,  October  1844] 

is  the  Muses’  home— 
What  matters  it  how  small? 

And  here  within  my  heart,  is  set 

The  holiest  place  of  all. 


Vi^hen,  waken’d  by  the  early  sun. 

1  rise  from  slumbers  sound, 

1  see  the  eyer-living  forms 
In  radiance  group’d  around. 

I  pray,  and  songs  of  thanks  and  praise 
than  half  my  prayer, 

With  simple  notes  of  music,  tuned 
io  some  harmonious  air. 


I  bow  before  the  altar  then, 

And  read,  as  well  I  may, 

•  noble  Homer’s  mas  ter- work, 

xhe  lesson  for  the  day, 

nie  to  the  furious  fight, 
lion-warriors  throng; 

Vynere  god-descended  heroes  whirl 
In  iron  cars  along. 

And  steeds  go  down  before  the  cars ; 

And  round  the  cumber’d  wheel, 
Both  friend  and  foe  are  rolling  now 
All  blood  from  head  to  heeri  ’ 


Then  comes  the  champion  of  them  all, 
Pelides’  friend  is  he, 

crashes  through  the  dense  array, 
Though  thousands  ten  they  be ! 

And  ever  smites  that  fiery  sword 
Through  helmet,  shield,  and  mail 

Until  he  falls,  by  craft  diyine, 

Where  might  could  not  prevail. 

Down  from  the  glorious  pile  he  rolls, 
Which  he  himself  had  made, 

And  foemen  trample  on  the  limbs 
From  which  they  shrank  afraid. 

Then  start  I  up,  with  arms  in  hand, 
What  arms  the  painter  bears ; 

And  soon  along  my  kindling  w^all 
The  fight  at  Troy  appears. 

0  3 
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On  !  on  again !  Tlie  wrath  is  here 
Of  battle  rolling  red  ; 

Shield  strikes  on  shield,  and  sword  on  helm, 

And  dead  men  fall  on  dead  ! 

I  throng  into  the  inner  press, 

Where  loudest  rings  the  din  '; 

Fo^'  there,  around  their  hero’s  corpse, 

Fight  on  his  furious  kin ! 

A  rescue  1  rescue  I  bear  him  hence 

Into  the  leaguer  near  ;  50 

Pour  balsam  in  his  glorious  wounds, 

And  weep  above  his  bier  ! 

And  when  from  that  hot  trance  I  pass, 

Great  Love,  I  feel  thy  charm ; 

There  hangs  my  lady’s  picture  near  — 

A  picture,  yet  so  warm ! 

How  fair  she  was,  reclining  there; 

What  languish  in  her  look ! 

How  thrill’d  her  glance  through  all  my  frame, 
The  very  pencil  shook.  60 

Her  eyes,  her  cheeks,  her  lovely  lips, 

Were  all  the  world  to  me ; 

And  in  iny  breast  a  younger  life 
Eose  wild  and  wantonly. 

Oh !  turn  again,  and  bide  thee  here, 

Eor  fear  such  rude  alarms ; 

How  could  I  think  of  battles  more 
With  thee  within  my  arms! 

But  thou  shalt  lend  thy  perfect  form 
To  all  I  fashion  best ;  ^  70 

I’ll  paint  thee  first,  Madonna-wise, 

The  infant  on  thy  breast. 

I’ll  paint  thee  as  a  startled  nymph, 

Myself  a  following  faun  ; 

And  still  pursue  thy  flying  feet 
Across  the  woodland  lawn. 

With  helm  on  head,  like  Mars,  I’ll  lie 
By  thee,  the  Queen  of  Love, 

Ana  drew  a  net  around  us  twain, 

And  smile  on  heaven  above :  80 

And  every  god  that* comes  shall  pour 
His  blessings  on  thy  head, 

And  envious  eyes  be  far  away 
Prom  that  dear  marriage-bed ! 
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CUPID  AS  A  LANDSCAPE  PAiNTEE 

[Blackwood's  Magazine^  October  1844] 

Okce  I  sate  upon  a  mountain, 
gazing  on  the  mist  before  me  • 

of  canvas, 
its  cover, 

l>ici  It  float  twixt  earth  and  heaven. 

Then  a  child  appear'd  beside  me, 
baying,  Friend,  it  is  not  seemly, 
w-x?  wonder, 

TT  L  noble  breadth  before  thee, 
u^xu  x7  ^  thine  inspiration  ? 

Hath  the  spirit  of  the  painter 
Hied  within  thee  utterly?' 

But  I  turn’d  and  look’d  upon  Ivim, 
rli??;.  PS  not,  but  thinking  inly, 

W ill  he  read  a  lesson  now  I  ’ 


‘Folded  hands,’  pursued  the  infant, 

JNeyer  yet  have  won  a  triumph. 
Loolv .  1 11  paint  tor  thee  a  picture 
DLich  as  none  have  seen  before.’ 


lie  pointed  with  his  finger, 

Which  like  any  rose  was  ruddy: 

And  upon  the  breadth  of,  vapour 
vvith  that  tii'ger  ’gan  to  draw. 

First  a  glorious  sun  he  painted" 
Dazzling  when  I  look’d  upon  it ; 

And  he  made  the  inner  border 
Of  the  clouds  around  it  golden, 

With  the  light  rays  through  the  masses 
Houriiig  down  in  streams  of  splendour, 
ihen  the  tender  taper  summits 
Of  the  trees,  all  leaf  and  glitter, 

Started  from  the  sullen  void  ; 

And  the  slopes  behind  them  rising, 
Graceful-lined  in  undulation, 

Glided  backwards  one  by  one. 
Underneath,  be  sure,  was  water : 

And  the  stream  was  drawn  so  truly, 

That  it  seem’d  to  break  and  shimmer, 
That  it  seem’d  as  if  cascading 
From  the  lofty  rolling  wheel 

There  were  flowers  beside  the  brooklet  ; 
There  were  colours  on  the  meadow — 
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Gold  and  azure,  green  and  purple, 

Emerald  and  bright  carbuncle. 

Clear  and  pin-e  lie  work’d  the  ether 
As  with  lapis-lazuli,^ 

And  the  mountains  in  the  distance 
Stretching  blue  and  far  away— 

All  so  well,  that  I,  in  rapture 
At  the  second  revelation, 

Turn’d  to  gaze  upon  the  painter, 

From  the  picture  which  he  drew. 

^Have  I  not,’  he  said,  ^convinced  thee 
That  I  know  the  painter’s  secret  ? 

Yet  the  greatest  is  to  come.’ 

Then  he  drew  with  gentle  finger, 

Still  more  delicately  pointed, 

In  the  wood,  about  its  margin, 

Where  the  sun  within  the  water 
Glanced  as  from  the  clearest  mirror, 

Such  a  maiden’s  form  I 
Perfect  shape  in  perfect  raiment, 

Pair  young  cheeks  ’neath  glossy  ringlets. 
And  the  cheeks  were  of  the  colour 
Of  the  finger  whence  they  came. 

‘Child,’  I  cried,  ‘what  wondrous  master 
In  his  school  of  art  hath  form’d  thee. 

That  so  deftly,  and  so  truly, 

From  the  sketch  unto  the  burnish. 

Thou  hast  finish’d  such  a  gem  ?  ’ 

As  1  spoke,  a  breeze  arising 
Stirr’d  the  tree-tops  in  the  picture, 

Euffled  every  pool  of  water. 

Waved  the  garments  of  the  maiden  ; 

And,  what  more  than  all  amazed  me, 

Her  small  feet  took  motion  also, 

And  she  came  towards  the  station 
Where  I  sat  beside  the  bo}^. 

So,  when  everything  was  moving, 

Leaves  and  water,  flowers  and  raiment, 
And  the  footsteps  of  the  darling— 

Think  you  I  remain’d  as  lifeless 
As  the  rock  on  which  I  rested  ? 

No,  I  trow— not  I! 
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THE  HAPPY  PAIE 

s-nd  went  so  iiglitly, 

Tnat  pleasant  summer  rain  ; 

Isow  see,  dear  wife,  how  brightly 
Liaughs  out  our  own  domain. 

^  distance 

ihe  eager  eye  can  roam, 

A  j  existence. 

And  here  a  happy  home. 

fly  the  pigeons  cooing, 
hhe  pretty  graceful  things! 
bo  gentle  in  their  wooing. 

Beside  the  fairy  springs, 

\\  here,  gathering  flowers  together, 
A  garland  first  I  wove, 
bright  and  sunny  weather. 

Bor  thee,  my  only  loye  I 

Another  wreath  I  plaited, 

As  well  rememberest  thou, 

That  day  when  we  were  mated. 
And  took  the  happy  yo\y. 

Tlie  world  was  all  before  us. 

To  make  or  choose  our  way ; 
And  years  have  stolen  o’er  us, 
Since  that  most  blessed  day. 

The  vow  which  then  was  spoken, 

A  thousand  times  weVe  seal’d, 
By  many  a  tender  token, 
in  thicket  and  in  field  ; 

On  Alpine  heights  weVe  tarried, 
Together  still  -were  we ; 

Yea,^  Love  for  us  hath  carried 
His  torch  across  the  sea. 

Contented  and  caressing. 

What  could  we  wish  for  more  ? 
Grod  sent  a  greater  blessing, 

W e  counted  three  and  four ; 

Two  more  have  join’d  the  party, 
The  little  prattling  elves ! 

But  now  they’re  strong  and  hearty, 
And  taller  than  ourselves. 

That  story  needs  no  telling ; 

I  see  you  looking  down 
On  yonder  new-built  dwelling, 
Amid  the  poplars  brown. 
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all  good  angels  guide  him! 

For  there  our  eldest  sits,  ^ 

His  winsome  wife  beside  him, 

Our  own  beloved  Fritz. 

How  pleasant  is  the  clatter, 

’Tis  like  a  measured  reel,  50 

As  yonder  falling  water 
Goes  foaming  o’er  the  wheel ! 

In  many  a  song  and  ditty, 

Are  miller’s  wives  called  fair; 

But  none  are  half  so  pretty 
As  our  dear  daughter  there. 

Ah  yes !  I  do  not  wonder 
Your  eye  should  rest  e’en  now, 

Upon  the  hillock  yonder. 

Where  dark  the  fir-trees  grow.  60 

There  lie  our  babes  together, 

Beneath  the  daisied  sod  ; 

But  they  have  seen  Our  Father, 

And  pray  for  us  to  God ! 

Look  up  I  look  up  I  for,  glancing, 

The  glint  of  arms  appears  ; 

And  sound  of  music  dancing, 

Strikes  full  upon  my  ears  1 
With  trophies  carried  o’er  them, 

In  freedom’s  battle  won,  ■  70 

Who  walks  so  proud  before  them? 

’Tis  Carl !  it  is  my  son ! 

The  Eose  he  loves  so  dearly 
Is  blushing  on  his  breast— 

Oh,  wife  I  what, follows  nearly? 

Our  hero’s  marriage-feast  1 
Methinks  I  see  the  wedding. 

The  dancers  and  the  glee, 

And  merriest  measure  treading, 

Our  youngest  children  three!.  So 

The  happy  faces  round  us 
Will  then  recall  the  tide, 

The  blessed  day  that  bound  us 
As  bridegroom  and  as  bride. 

Nay,  tarry  here  and  listen  I 
Ere  yet  the  year  is  done, 

Our  good  old  priest  shall  chiisten 
A  grandchild  and  a  son. 


THE  YOUTH  AND  THE  MILL-STEEAM 

YOUTH. 

Pretty  'broQldet,  gaily  glancing 
In  the  morning  sun, 

'Why  so  joyous  in  thy  dancina  ? 

Whither  dost  thou  rim? 

What  is't  lures  thee  to  the  vale? 

Tell  me,  if  thou  hast  a  tale. 

BROOK. 

Y outh !  I  was  a  brooklet  lately, 
Wandering  at  my  will : 

Then  I  might  have  moved  sedately ; 

jNow,  to  yonder  mill, 

Must  I  hurry,  swift  and  strong, 
Therefore  do  I  race  along. 

YOUTH. 

Brooklet,  happy  in  thy  duty, 

Nathless  thou  art  free ; 

Knowest  not  the  power  of  beauty 
That  enchaineth  me ! 

Looks  the  miller’s  comely  daughter 
Ever  kindly  on  thy  water? 

BROOK. 

Early  conies  she  every  morning, 

Prom  some  blissful  dream ; 

And,  so  sweet  in  her  adorning, 

Bends  above  my  stream. 

Then  her  bosom,  white  as  snow. 

Makes  my  chilly  waters  glow. 

.  YOUTH. 

If  her  beauty  brings  such  gladness, 
Brooklet,  imto  thee, 

Marvel  not  if  I  to  madness 
Should  enflamfed  be. 

0  that  I  could  hope  to  move  her ! 

Once  to  see  her  is  to  love  her. 

BROOK. 

Then  careering — ah,  so  proudly! 

Eush  I  o’er  the  wheel, 

And  the  merry  mill  speaks  loudly, 

All  the  joy  i  feel. 

Show  me  but  the  miller’s  daughter. 

And  more  swiftly  flows  my  water. 
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YOUTH. 

Nay,  but,  brooklet,  tell  me  truly, 
Feelest  thou  no  pain, 

When  she  smiles,  and  bids  thee  duly 
Go,  nor  turn  again? 

Hath  that  simple  smile  no  cunning. 
Brook,  to  stay  thee  in  thy  running? 

BROOK. 

Hard  it  is  to  lose  her  shadow, 

Hard  to  pass  away ; 

Slowly,  sadly,  down  the  meadow, 
Uninspired  I  stray. 

0,  if  I  might  have  my  will, 

Back  to  her  I’d  hasten  still ! 

YOUTH. 

Brook!  my  love  thou  comprehendest ; 

Fare-thee-well  a  while: 

One  day,  when  thou  hitlier  wendest, 
May’st  thou  see  me  smile. 

Go,  and  in  thy  gentlest  fashion, 

Tell  that  maiden  all  my  passion  I 


POESY 

When  men  were  rude,  and  rough,  and  wild, 
Jove  sent  down  Law,  and  Art,  and  Knowledge, 
To  form  on  earth  a  kind  of  college, 

And  make  the  savage  creatures  mild. 

But  the  poor  Virtues,  when  they  came, 

Had  nought  to  hide  their  nakedness, 

Till  Poesy  the  lack  supplied, 

And  clothed  them  in  her  seemliest  dress. 


THE  MUSAGETES 

Often  in  the  winter  midnight, 
Pray’d  I  to  the  blessed  Muses— 
*Here  is  not  the  red  of  moiuiing, 
Tardy  is  the  day  in  breaking ; 

Light  for  me,  ye  blessed  Muses, 
Light  the  lamp  of  inspiration. 

That  its  mellow  ray  may  serve  me, 
’Stead  of  Phoebus  and  Aurora !  ’ 


THE  MUSAGETES 
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But  they  left  me  to  my  slumber, 
spiritless,  and  torpid: 

And  the  morning’s  lazy  leisure 
Usher  d  in  a  useless  day. 

Then  when  spring  began  to  kindle. 
Ihus  the  nightingales  I  conjured— 
nightingales,  0  warble, 
Warble  early  at  my  window! 

Wake^  me  from  the  heavy  slumber 
fetters  holds  me!’ 

^Jici  the  love-o’erflowing  singers 

night  around  my  window 
their  rarest  melodies ; 

Kept  awake  the  soul  within  me : 

Gave  me  trances,  asphations, 

Glimpses  of  divine  emotion 
Soothing,  melting,  undefined, 
bo  the  night  pass’d  lightly  ovei*, 

And  Aurora  found  me  sleeping. 

Scarce  I  waken’d  with  the  sun. 

Lastly,  came  the  glorious  summer : 
What  aroused  me  then  from  dreaming. 
At  the  earliest  dawn  of  mornino’^ 
Twas  the  buzzing  of  the  flies !  * 

They  are  touch’d  by  no  compassion, 
Kuthlessly  they  do  their  duty: 

Though  the  half-awaken’d  sleeper 
Greets  them  with  a  malediction. 
XJnabash’d  their^  clan  they  summon, 
And  the  humming  swarm  is  vocal,’ 
And  they  banish  from  my  eyelids 
All  the  luxury  of  sleep. 

Straightway  start  I  from  my  pillow, 
Leave  the  close  beleaguer’d  chamber, 
Sally  out  to  seek  the  Muses, 

In  the  haunts  to  them  are  dearest. 

And  I  find  them  heath  the  beeches, 
Waiting  for  me,  sometimes  chiding, 

For  my  over-long  delay. 

Thus  I  owe  you,  libel’d  insects, 

Thanks  for  many  hours  of  rapture. 
Dullards  may  indeed  abuse  you. 

Since  you  wake  them  to  sensation  ; 

But  the  poet  ought  to  prize  you, 

And  I  thank  you,  as  a  poet, 

Banking  you,  before  all  others, 

As  the  ushers  to  the  Muse. 
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THE  CHUECH  WINDOW 

The  Minster  window,  richly  glowing, 

With  many  a  gorgeous  stain  and  dyes 
Itself  a  parable,  is  showing, 

The  miglit,  the  power  of  Poesy. 

Look  on  it  from  the  outer  square, 

And  it  is  only  dark  and  dreary ; 

Yon  blockhead  always  views  it  there, 

And  swears  its  aspect  makes  him  weary. 

But  enter  once  the  holy  portal — 

What  splendour  bursts  upon  the  eye ! 
There  symbols,  deeds,  and  forms  immortal, 
Are  blazing  forth  in  majesty. 

Be  thankful  you,  who  have  the  gift 
To  read  and  feel  each  sacred  story  ; 

And  0,  be  reverent,  when  you  lift 
Your  eyes  to  look  on  heavenly  glory ! 


DILI’S  PAEK 

This  curious  poem  marks  the  period  when  Goethe,  unfor¬ 
tunately  for  himself,  broke  off  his  eiigagemoiit  to  Anna  Seliilne- 
mann,  whom  he  has  celebrated  under  the  pseudonym  of  ‘  Lili 

Theee  ’s  no  menagerie,  I  trow, 

So  varied  as  my  Dili’s  now. 

The  strangest  beasts  sbe  keeps  therein,— 

Heaven  knows  how  she  procured  them  all ! 

The  wild,  the  tame,  the  thick,  the  thin, 

The  great,  the  middling,  and  the  small. 

O  how  they  strut  and  swagger  madly, 

And  flap  their  close-clipp'd  wings  in  vain ! 

Poor  princes,  metamorphosed  sadly, 

And  doom’d  to  love’s  eternal  pain.  lo 

Who  the  fairy?  who  the’  Circe? 

Is  it  Lili  ?■— ask  not  me  ; 

But  be  thankful  for  the  mercy, 

If  she  is  not  known  to  thee ! 

What  a  gabbling,  what  a  squeaking ! 

At  the  door  she  takes  her  stand. 

With  the  basket  in  her  hand  ; 

Then  the  herd  comes  wildly  shrieking ! 

Trees  and  bushes,  they  are  bending 
With  the  weight  of  songsters  sweet ;  20 

Larger  creatures,  hither  wending, 

KoU  and  grovel  at  her  feet. 
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LILI’S  PAEK 

Such  devotion!  ’tis  amazing! 
baw  ye  ever  such  a  rout? 

basin, 

-dob  tiieir  stupid  noses  out ! 

she  scatters, 

With  a  look,  that  might  ensnare 
Jove  or  Hermes,  were  they  there, 

^ent  on  less  terrestrial  matters. 

X  ^  gaping  I  what  a  biting ! 

What  a  wrestling !  what  a  fighting ! 

^  claws !  ■ 

wu  X  ^  with  bill  and  paws ! 

thronging,  snatching, 
^ach  at  other  fiercely  catching ! 
vVnat  a  chasing,  and  a  rjicing 
Jbor  the  crumbs  so  loosely  shed! 

,  Enchantress  Lili,  placing 
iiut  her  hand  upon  the  bread, 
taves  it  ap  ambrosial  flavour, 
oteeps  it  in  celestial  savour ! 

!  0,  but  her  tone  ! 

1  ipi !  ppi  !  ’  you  hear  her  crying  ; 
w  ®  from  liis  threne, 

mvA flying; 

The  turtle-doves  of  Aphrodite, 

Wo^d  answer  gladly  to  her  call : 

fl™os  peacocks,  not  too  flighty 
Would  stoop  from  the  Olympian  hall. 
They  could  not  help  it,  sage  or  sillv. 

It  once  they  heard  the  voice  of  Lili ! 

And  what  has  this  enchantress  done  o 
A  great  wild  bear,  unlick’d  and  rude, 

one  lured  from  out  his  native  wood. 

And  made  him  move  in  unison 
With  other  beasts  that  tamer  be, 

HJp  to  a  certain  point,  d’ye  see?) 
hor  slightly  savage  still  was  he  I 
Alas!  how  gracious  and  how  good 
oeera  d  then  to  me  that  gentle  warden ! 
bhe  might  have  ask’d  me  for  my  blood, 
lo  nurture  flowers  within  her  gardeni 

‘Ask’d  ^ou?  Pray,  sir,  explain  your  riddle! 
Ill  brief,  tis  I  that  am  the  bear; 

prone  to  dance  to  every  fiddle. 

Hut  surely  tangled  in  a  snare. 

apron-net  was  strong  enough 
To  make  my  capture  q_uite  complete  ; 
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A  silken  tliread  has  brought  the  rough  70 

Half-savage  Bruin  to  her  feet. 

The  story  I  may  tell  hereafter — 

To-day,  I’m  not  disposed  for  laughter. 

Well !  I  am  standing,  rather  sulky. 

Within  a  corner ;  hear  the  screeching, 

And  all  the  manifold  beseeching, 

Of  creatures  that  are  not  so  bulky. 

I  turn  me  round  ;  a  growl  I  utter, 

Then  move  as  if  to  go  away. 

I  cannot;  so  a^ain  I  mutter,”  80 

And  in  despite  of  self  must  stay. 

Suddenly  a  fit  of  passion 
Comes  upon  me  ;  wild  I  grow, 

And  I  hurry  to  and  fro, 

Snorting  in  most  bear-like  fashion! 

‘What!  be  treated  like  a  hare? 

Made  a  fool  of,  and  a  noodle? 

Like  the  wretched  squirrel  there, 

Or  that  meanest  beast,  her  poodle!’ 

Else  the  bristles  on  my  back —  90 

‘  No  !  a  slave  I  will  not  be !  ’ 

And  I  fly ;  but  in  my  track, 

Every  bush  and  every  tree, 

Upstarts,  seem  to  scoff  at  me ! 

O’er  the  bowling-green  I  scour, 

Slipping  on  the  close-mown  grass, 

And  a  box-tree  near  the  bower 
Grins  derision  as  I  pass ! 

Crashing  thro’  the  deepest  thicket, 

^Now  I  try  to  leap  the  pale,  100 

Since  I  cannot  ope  the  wicket : 

Woe  is  me !  alas,  I  fail ! 

I  can  neither  climb  nor  vault ; 

Magic  brings  me  to  a  halt ; 

Magic  weighs  me  down  like  lead. 

So,  with  aching  limbs  and  head, 

Plod  I  to  a  quiet  glade, 

Where  a  miniature  cascade. 

Fashion’d  by  some  artist’s  cunning, 

Over  shells  and  stones  is  running.  no 

There  I  roll,  and  pant,  and  blow, 

Whine  and  whimper  in  my  pain ; 

With  rare  audience  for  my  woe — 

Oreads  of  porcelain ! 

Ah,  what  sound,  what  voice  divine, 

Comes  upon  my  senses  stealing, 

With  a  strain  so  rich  and  fine, 

Calming  every  tortured  feeling? 
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0,  the  bliss  that  music  bringethj 

Lili  in  her  arbour  singe th  !  120 

^  0  matchless  voice  for  ever  dear ! 

The  very  air  grows  warm  around  ! 

Ah,  does  she  sing  that  I  may  hear  ?  ’ 

And,  quite  distracted  by  the  sound, 

I  trample  down  the  shrubs  and  flowers, 

I  burst  into  her  loved  retreat— 

Be  gracious,  0  ye  heavenly  powers  ; 

For  lo— the  bear  is  at  her  feet ! 

'Well!  you  are  the  drollest  creature! 

Quite  a  monster  with  that  hair;  130 

ragged,  grim  in  feature, 

Yet  so  gentle  for  a  bear/ 

With  her  foot  back  caressing, 

Me  she  sends  to  Paradise ! 

Never  felt  I  such  a  blessing— 

0  that  heavenly,  heavenly  pressing ! 

But  there ’s  calm  within  her  eyes. 

I  kiss  her  shoes,  I  lick  their  sole, 

As  eourieous  as  a  bear  may  be, 

And  then,  entranced  beyond  control,  1^0 

I  lay  my  head  upon  her  knee. 

She  lets  me  do  it:  nay,  she  tickles 
My  ear  in  very  sportive  mood  ; 

I  feel  as  if  a  thousand  prickles 
Were  running  thro’  my  flesh  and  blood  I 
In  ecstasy  I  try  to  purr," 

Perhaps  it  had  been  wiser  not ; 

For  my  attempt  extorts  from  her — 

^Allans  tout  doux!  eh  la  menotfe! 

Et  faites  serviteiir,  150 

Comme  un  joU  SeigncitrJ 

So  never  does  she  cease  her  funning ; 

The  poor  fond  beast,  so  oft  betray’d, 

Yet  plumes  himself  upon  his  cunning, 

And  thinks  that  he  has  pleased  the  maid. 

His  abject  homage  was  regarded  ; 

Drop  that,  and  lie’s  at  once  discarded. 

But  0,  she  is  a  witch  indeed ! 

She  carries  still  a  vial  precious, 

Fill’d  with  a  balsam  so  delicious,  160 

As  shames  the  draught  of  Ganymede. 

One  drop  of  that,  upon  my  tongue, 

She  placed  with  her  enchanting  finger, 

Then  forthwith  from  the  arbour  sprung; 

I  could  not  stay,  I  could  not  linger! 
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I  still  must  follow  in  her  train, 

I  seek,^  I  tremble,  turn  again, 

But  will  I  have  not  of  niy  own. 

Sometimes  I  thought  I  might  have  flown  ; 

But  aye  she  stands  beside  the  door;  170 

She  holds  it  open,  trips  before, 

But  gives  me  such  a  witching  smile, 

That,  tho’  I  know  her  wonted  wile, 

I  cannot  leave  her  all  the  while ! 

Ye  gods,  of  whom  the  ancients  tell! 

^Witchcraft  by  you  was  always  hated; 

You  might  relieve  me  from  this  spell, 

But  you  are  dotards,  or  translated. 

The  rage  for  freedom  stirs  throughout  my  being : 

I  must  be  free!  Myself  will  force  my  freeing !“  *  iSo 


THE  WEDDING  FEAST 

I  CHANCED  to  walk,  iiot  long  ago, 

Into  the  village  down  below ; 

The  people  all  were  gaily  drest. 

They  told  me  ’tw’-as  a  marriage  feast. 

Within  the  dancing-room  I  found 
Some  sixty  couples  whirling  round ; 

Each  lass  supported  by  her  lad, 

And  every  face  was  blithe  and  glad. 

'A  happy  day,  indeed!’  I  cried; 

‘But  tell  me,  which  may  be  the  bride?’  10 

The  buinpkin  answer’d  with  a  stare— 

'  Lord,  sir !  I  neither  know  nor  care ! 

‘Three  nights  have  we  been  dancing  here, 

And  tasting  of  her  wedding  cheer ; 

I  merely  came  for  fun  and'  drinking, 

About  the  bride  I’ve  not  been  thinldng !  ’ 

If  every  man  would  speak  the  truth, 

As  freely  as  this  honest  youth. 

His  ease  would  not— so  ponder’d  I— 

Betoken  singularity.  20 
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PSYCHE 

The  Muses,  maiden  sisters,  chose 
lo  teach  poor  Psyche  arts  poetic ; 
Hut,  spite  of  all  their  rules  aesthetic, 
bile  never  could  emerge  from  prose. 


,^0  QUJeet  sounds  escaped  her  lyre, 

summer  nights  were  nigh; 
Xill  O  lipid  Ctini6,  'vvitli  glancG  of"  fire 
And  taught  her  all  the  mystery. 


THE  TEEACHEEOUS  MAID  OF  THE  MILL 

Lo!  here  is  our  comrade -he’s  racing  along. 

Ere  day  break  his  exercise  taking: 

chapel  to  hear  matin-son  a; 

With  cold  his  poor  bones  must  be  aching! 

Tim  brook  lies  before  him ;  barefooted  he  goes 
Through  the  ice-water  manfully  tearing!  ’ 

What  says  he?  An  orison  twang’d  through  his  nose? 
Ail  nOy  my  dear  friend,  he  is  swearing"! 

Alas!  from  a  bed  that  he  slvly  bespoke, 

He  has  started  with  wondeiful  vigour,  lo 

And,  save  for  the  sheltering  folds  of  bis  cloak, 

^  lie  \yonld  cut  a  most  ludicrous  figure. 

Some  impudent  scoundrel  has  seizeil  on  his  coat. 

Mis  vest,  and  his  breeches,  for  payment ; 

And  sent  our  poor  friend,  on  the  highway  to  trot, 
Like  Adam,  in  primitive  raiment. 

Ti^  reason  ?  Ill  tell  you-^hell  teU  you,  the  dunce ! 

lor  ins  shame  is  too  plain  to  be  hidden; 

Mown  there  at  the  mill,  as  in  Paradise  once, 

Grows  fruit  which  is  strictly  forbidden.  20 

Oin-  friend  has  been  poaching !  Such  dangerous  trips 
Lnd  seldom  except  in  vexation ; 

Let  him  in,  give  him  liquor,  and  from  his  own  lips 
Let  us  hear  his  absurd  lamentation. 

amorous  glance  of  the  brown  maiden’s  eye, 
No  treachery  did  I  discover ; 

She  loved  me,  adored  me — she  said  so ;  and  I 
Was  exceedingly^  pleased  as  her  lover. 

How  could  I  imagine,  while  sweetly  caress’d, 

What  horrible  thoughts  she  was  hatching?  30 
I  was  very  content  as  she  clung  to  my  breast, 

Some  hundreds  of  kisses  despatching. 
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‘It  was  pleasant  eiioiigli,  till  tlie  deep  of  the  nisht 
When  I  found  mysaf:  somehow  oi^  other,  ^  ’ 
Disrobed  of  my  daily  habiliments  quite ; 

Then  the  damsel  shriek’d  out  for  her  mother  I 
Saint  Paul !  what  a  horrible  rush  was  there  then  ! 

Nay,  listen,  my  dear  friends,  with  patience — 

A  mothei*,  a  brother,  of  cousins  full  ten, 

Aunts,  uncles,  and  other  relations!  40 

‘Then  a  clamour  arose  might  have  waken’d  the  dead! 

Like  tiger-cats  fierce  they  were  squalling! 

“Her  honour!  her  honour!”  the  women '"folk  said: 

‘‘Her  vuiue!”  the  strong  knaves  kept  bawling. 
And  ail  this  to  me,  an  untortunate  youth, 

Who  really  was  guiltless  of  sinning! 

For  a  wiser  than  I  had  been  bafilecb'in  truth, 

Had  he  taken  tlie  odds  for  the  winning, 

‘Her  virtue!  If  Cupid  is  vigilant  still, 

If  his  aim,  as  of  3^ore,  is  as  steady,  50 

I  rather  imagine,  that  maid  of  the  mill 
Knows  some  of  his  secrets  already ! 

In  short,  sirs,  they  eagerly  pounced  on  my  dress, 
Coat,  waistcoat,  and  breeches  of  kersey, 
division  for  twenty,  not  less; 
ihat  I  saved  my  old  cloak  was  a  merc}^ ! 

on  the  floor;  I  struggled  and  swore, 
only  endeavour  ; 

the  maiden,  quite  close  to  the  door, 
With  a  smile  as  enchanting  as  ever !  60 

bo  frantic  was  I  that  the  boldest  gave  way; 

i  cleft  them,  like  hay-bands,  asiinder : 
lliey  let  me  go  forth,  in  my  simple  array; 
have  my  cloak,  there  was*” nothing  to  plunder. 

\  ou  laugh,  sirs,  at  this !  well.  I  fairly  must  own, 
whit  you’re  securer  from  pillage, 
blmuld  you  leave  the  more  elegant  nvmphs  of  the  town, 
lo  prowl  after  nymphs  of  the  village. 

Let  women  have  lovers,  as  oft  as  they  will, 

And  change,  without  any  disclosure;  70 

But  never  with  scandal,  like  her  of  the  mill. 
ouDject  them  to  shameful  exposure.’ 

So  told  us  his  story,  our  shivering  friend, 

And  we  shouted  in  mirthful  derision  ; 
bo  gram  of  compassion  had  we  to  expend, 

On  a  gallant  in  such  a  condition. 
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For  richly  deserves  he  sore  penance  to  paj^. 

The  youth,  who,  from  constancy  falling, 

Pays  court  to  an  innocent  maiden  hy  clay, 

And  at  night  sallies  forth  caterwauling^^  So 

WHO’LL  BUY  A  CUPID? 

\_Blaclx%cood: s  Magazine,  July  1844] 

Op  all  the  wares  so  pretty 
That  come  into  the  city. 

There’s  none  are  so  delicious, 

There’s  none  are  half  so  precious, 

As  those  which  we  are  bringing. 

O,  listen  to  our  singing! 

Young  loves  to  sell !  young  loves  to  sell ! 

My  pretty  loves  who’ll  buy? 

First  look  3^011  at  the  oldest, 

The  wantonest,  the  boldest!  10 

So  loosely  goes  he  hopping, 

From  tree  and  thicket  dropping, 

Then  hies  aloft  as  sprightly— 

We  dare  but  praise  him  lightly! 

The  fickle  rogue!  Young  loves  to  sell! 

My  pretty  loves  who’ll  buy? 

Novr  see  this  little  creature— 

How  modest  seems  his  feature ! 

He  nestles  so  demurely. 

You’d  think  him  safer  surely;  20 

And  3"et  for  all  his  shyness, 

There’s  danger  in  his  slyness, 

The  cunning  rogue !  Young  loves  to  sell ! 

My  pretty  loves  who’ll  buy? 

Oh  come  and  see  this  lovelet, 

This  little  turtle-dovelet ! 

The  maidens  that  are  neatest, 

The  tenderest  and  sweetest, 

Should  it  to  amuse  ’em, 

And  nurse  it  in  then'  bosom.  30 

The  little  pet !  Young  loves  to  sell ! 

My  prett}^ loves  who’ll  buy? 

We  need  not  bid  you  buy  them, 

They’re  here,  if  you  will  try  them. 

They  hke  to  change  their  cages  ; 

But  for  their  proving  sages 
No  warrant  will  we  utter — 

They  all  have  wings  to  flutter. 

The  pretty  things !  Young  loves  to  sell ! 
Such  beauties !  Come  and  buy ! 
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SEPARATION 

[Blachwoodh  Magasbie,  October  1844] 

I  THINK  of  tliee  whene'er  the  sun  is  glowing 
Upon  the  lake ; 

Of  thee,  when  in  the  crystal  fountain  flowing 
The  moonbeams  shake. 

I  see  thee  when  the  wanton  wind  is  busy, 

And  dust“cloucls  rise ; 

liight,  when  o’er  the  bridge  so  dizzy 
The  wanderer  hies. 

I  hear  thee  when  the  waves,  wnth  hollow  roaring, 
Crush  forth  their  All ;  .  . 

Often  along  the  heath  I  go  exploring, 

When  all  is  still. 

I  am  with  thee !  Though  flir  thou  art  and  darkling 
Yet  art  thou  near. 

The  sun  goes  down,  the  stars  will  soon  be  sparkling- 
Oh,  wert  thou  here !  ^ 

SECOND  LIFE 

[BlacJncoocVs  Magazine,  July  1844] 

After  life’s  departing  sigh, 

To  the  spots  I  loved  most  dearly, 

In  the  sunshine  and  the  shadow. 

By  the  fountain  welling  clearly, 

wood  and  o’er  the  meadow. 

Flit  I  like  a  butterfly. 

There  a  gentle  pair  I  spy. 

Bound  the  maiden’s  tresses  flying, 

Fiom  her  chaplet  I  discover 

All  that  I  had  lost  in  dying,  i 

S^ll  with  her  and  with  ‘her  lover. 

Who  so  happy  then  as  I  ? 

For  she  sniiles  with  laughing  eye; 

And  his  lips  to  hers  he  presses, 

Vows  of  passion  interclianging, 

Stifling  her  with  sweet  ^caresses, 

O  er  her  budding  beauties  ranging : 

'  And  around  the  twain  I  fly. 

And  she  sees  me  fluttering  nigh  ; 

And  beneath  his  ardour  trembling,  2 

Starts  she  up — then  otf  I  hover. 

Look  there,  dearest !  ’  Thus  dissembling, 
opeaks  the  maiden  to  her  lover — 

‘  Come  and  catch  that  butterfly  1  ’ 
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TO  LUNA 

Sister  of  the  earliest  light, 

Type  of  loveliness  in  sorrow, 

Silver  mists  thy  radiance  borrow, 
Lven  as  they  cross  thy  sight. 

When  ^thou  eomest  to  the  sky, 

In^  their  dusky  hollows  waken, 
Spirits  that  are  sad,  forsaken, 

Liras  that  shun  the  day,  and  I. 

Looking  downward  far  and  mde. 
Hidden  things  thou  dost  discover. 
Luna  help  a  hapless  lover, 

Lift  him  kindly  to  thy  side ! 

Aided  by  thy  friendly  beams, 

Let  him,  through  the  lattice  peeping, 
Look  into  the  room  where,  sleeping. 
Lies  the  maiden  of  his  dreams. 

Ah,  I  see^  her !  Now  I  gaze, 

Bending  in  a  trance  Elysian, 

And  I  strain  my  inmost  vision, 

And  I  gather  ail  thy  rays. 

Bright  and  brighter  yet  I  see 
Charms  no  envious  robes  encumber ; 
And  she  draws  me  to  her  slumber, 
As  Endymion  once  drew  thee. 


THE  SHEPHEED’S  LAMENT 

Up  yonder  on  the  mountain, 

I  dwelt  for  days  together; 

Look’d  down  into  the  valley. 
This  pleasant  summer  weather. 

My  sheep  go  feeding  onward, 

My  dog  sits  watching  by; 

IVe  wander’d  to  the  valley, 

And  yet  I  know  not  why. 

The  meadow  it  is  pretty. 

With  flowers  so  fair  to  see  ; 

I  gather  them,  hut  no  one 
Will  take  the  flowers  from  me. 

The  good  tree  gives  me  shadow, 
And  shelter  from  the  rain  ; 

But  yonder  door  is  silent, 

It  will  not  ope  again  I 
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I  see  the  rainbow  bending, 

Above  her  old  abode, 

But  she  is  there  no  longer  ; 

TheyVe  ta’en  my  love  abroad. 

They  took  her  o’er  the  mountains, 

They  took  her  o’er  the  sea ; 

Move  on,  move  on,  my  bonny  sheep, 
Tliere  is  no  rest  for  me ! 

TO  THE  MOON 

Flooded  are  the  brakes  and  dell 
With  thy  phantom  light. 

And  my  soul  receives  the  spell 
Of  thy  mystic  might. 

To  the  meadow  dost  thou  send 
Something  of  thy  grace. 

Like  the  kind  eye  of  a  friend. 

Beaming  on  my  face. 

Echoes  of  departed  times 
Vibrate  in  mine  ear, 

Joyous,  sad,  like  spirit-chimes, 

As  I  wander  here. 

Flow,  flow  on,  thou  little  brook ; 

Ever  onward  go ! 

Trusted  heart,  and  tender  look, 

Left  me  even  so. 

Kicher  treasure  earth  has  none 
Than  I  once  possess’d — 

Ah,  so  rich,  that  when  ’twas  gone, 
Worthless  was  the  rest. 

Little  brook !  adown  the  vale, 

Kush,  and  take  my  songj 
Give  it  passion,  give  it  wail, 

As  thou  leai3’st  along. 

Sound  it  in  the  winter  night, 

When  thy  streams  are  full ; 

Murmur  it  when  skies  are  bright, 
Mirror’d  in  tlie  pool. 

Happiest  he  of  all  created. 

Who  the  world  can  shun, 

Not  in  hate,  and  yet  unhated ; 

Sharing  thought  with  none, 

Save  one  faithful  friend ;  revealing, 

To  his  kindly  ear, 

Thoughts  like  these,  which,  o’er  me  stealin 
Make  the  night  so  drear. 
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WITH  A  GOLDEN  NECKLACE 

Accept,  dear  maid,  this  little  token, 

A  supple  chain  that  fain  would  lie, 

And  keep  its  tiny  links  unbroken 
Upon  a  neck  oi  ivory. 

Pray,  then,  exalt  it  to  this  duty, 

Ajid  change  its  humbleness  to  pride ! 

By  day,  it  will  adorn  your  beauty. 

By  night,  ’tis  quickly  laid  aside. 

But  if  another  hand  should  proffer 
A  chain  of  weightier,  closer  kind,  lo 

Think  twice  ere  you  accept  the  offer; 

Eor  there  are  chains  will  not  unbind. 


ON  THE  LAKE 


This  little  poem  was  composed  dining  a  tour  in  Switzerland 
in  1775.  Several  others  in  this  series  belong  to  the  same  period, 
being  that  when  Goethe’s  passion  for  Anna  Elizabeth  Schoiie- 
mann,  the  Lili  of  his  poems,  was  at  its  height. 

Feee  is  my  heart  from  every  weight, 

No  care  now  cumbers  me ; 

0  Nature,  thou  art  grand  and  gi*eat, 

And  beautiful  to  see! 

Our  boat  goes  dancing  o’er  the  wave, 

The  rudder-track  behmd ; 

And  yonder  rise  the  mountains  brave; 

Blow  fresh,  blow  fresh,  thou  wind ! 

What  is  this  ?  Mine  eyes  are  burning ! 
Golden  dreams,  are  ye  returning?  lo 

Yanish,  golden  though  you  be ! 

Here  is  love  and  life  for  me. 

The  spray  of  the  water 
Like  star-showers  is  blown ; 

The  mists  they  draw  upwards, 

Prom  each  mountain  throne, 

The  morning  wind  ripples 
The  reach  of  the  bay, 

And  the  trees  in  the  mirror 
Ai-e  dancing  alway. 
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TO  LINA 

Lina,  rival  of  the  linnet, 

When  these  lays  shall  reach  thy  hand, 
Please  transfer  them  to  the  spinnet, 
Where  thy  friend  was  wont  to  staiul 

Set  the  diapason  ringin^Sf, 

Ponder  not  the  words  you  see, 

Give  them  utterance  by  thy  singing, 
Then  each  leaf  belongs  to  thee. 

With  the  life  of  music  fill  them; 

Cold  the  written  verses  seem, 

That,  would  Lina  deign  to  trill  them, 
Might  be  trancing  as  a  dream. 


TO  A  GOLDEN  HEART 

[_Blac}amod's  Magazine^  Feliruary  1845] 

Pledgh  of  departed  bliss, 

Once  gentlest,  holiest  token  ! 

Art  thou  more  faithful  than  thy  mistress  is, 
lhat  ever  I  must  wear  thee, 

And  on  my  bosom  bear  thee, 

Although  fhe  bond  that  knit  her  soul  with  mine  fe 
broken  ? 

Why  shouldest  thou  prove  stronger? 

Short  are  the  days  of  love,  and  wouldst  thou  make 
them  longer? 

Lili !  in  vain  I  shun  thee ! 

Thy  spell  is  still  upon  me.  lo 

In  vain  I  wander  tlirough  the  distant  forests  strange, 
In  vam  I  roam  at  will 
By  foreign  glade  and  hill, 

For,  ah  I  where’er  I  range, 

Beside  my  heart,  the  heart  of  Lili  nestles  still ! 

Like  a  bird  that  breaks  its  twine, 

Is  this  poor  heart  of  mine : 

It  fain  into  the  summer  bowers  would  fly 
And  yet  it  cannot  be 

Again  so  wholly  free ;  20 

For  always  it  must  bear 
The  token  which  is  there, 

To  mark  it  as  a  thrall  of  past  captivity. 
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SOEEOW  WITHOUT  CONSOLATION 

[Blackwood  s  Magazinej  February  1845J 

O,  WHEEEFOEE  shouMst  tliou  trv 
The  tears  of  love  to  dry? 

Nay,  let  them  flow! 

For  didst  thou  only  know, 

How  barren  and  how  dead 
Seems  everything  below, 

to  shed, 

^^^^comfort^so^^'  weep,  and  seek  their 


EAELY  SPRING 

Come  ye  so  early, 

Da^^s  of  delight? 

Making  the  hili-sicle 
Blithesome  and  bright? 

Merrily,  merrily, 

Little  brooks  rush, 

Down  by  the  meadow, 
Under  the  bush. 

Welkin  and  liill-top, 

Azure  and  cool ; 

Fishes  are  sporting 
In  streamlet  and  pool, 

Hirds  of  gay  feather 
Flit  through  the  grove, 

Singing  together, 

Ditties  of  love. 

Busily  coming 
From  moss-cover’d  bowers, 

Brown  bees  are  hummiiw. 
Questing  for  flowers. 

Lightsome  emotion, 

Life  everywhere  ; 

Faint  wafts  of  fragrance 
Scenting  the  air. 

Now  comes  there  sounding 
A  soii,^h  of  the  breeze. 

Shakes  through  the  thicket, 
Sinks  in  the  trees. 

Sinks,  but  returning, 

It  rufdes  my  hair; 

Aid  me  this  rapture, 

Muses,  to  bear! 
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Know  ye  the  passion 
That  stirs  in  me  here? 
Yestre’eii  at  gloaming 
Was  I  witli  in,y  dear ! 


LONGING 

What  stirs  in  my  heart  so? 
What  lures  me  from  home? 

What  forces  me  outwards, 

And  onwards  to  roam? 

Far  up  on  the  mountains 
Lie  cloudlets  like  snow ; 

0  were  I  but  yonder, 

’Tis  there  I  must  go  I 

Now  by  come  the  ravens 
So  solemn  and  black ; 

I  mingle  among  them, 

And  follow  their  track : 

By  rock  and  by  turret 
We  silently  glide ; 

Ah,  there  is  the  bower,  where 
My  lady  doth  bide ! 

She  walks  in  the  greenwood, 
That  beautiful  may  ; 

Like  a  bird,  singing  clearly, 

I  dmp  on  the  spray. 

She  lists,  and  she  lingers, 

And  softly  says  she— 

‘How  sweetly  it  singeth, 

It  singeth  for  me  P 

The  sunset  is  gilding 
The  peaks  of  the  hill, 

The  day  is  declinin|f, 

Yet  tarries  she  still: 

She  follows  the  brooklet 
Through  meadow  and  glade, 

Till  dark  is  the  pathway, 

And  lost  in  the  shade. 

Then,  then  I  come  down,  as 
A  swift-shooting  star; 

‘What  light  glimmers  yonder, 
So  near  yet  so  far?’ 

Ere  yet  the  amazement 
Hath  pass’d  from  thee,  sweet, 

My  quest  it  is  ended, 

I  lie  at  thy  feet  1 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  THE  LATIN 
ANTHOLOGY 

{_Blachwoad’s  Magazine,  April,  1838] 


ILIA’S  DREAM 

Then  startled  from  her  sleep,  she  spoke,  all  tears  and 

cieepiy  moved — 

‘  My  sistei^my  Eurydice,  whom  raost  our  father  loved ! 
O  li^en  •  for  I  feel  as  though  no  life  were  in  mv  frame— 
Methought  while  dreaming  that  a  man,  a  graceful  Being 
came,  °  ^ 

And  bore  me  onward  through  the  banks  where  pleasant 
willows  grew, 

new^  and  I  seemed  alone  in  places  strange  and 

\  thee,  my  sister,  I  sought  thee  far  and  near, 

foot  could  find^ — my  heart  was  full 

01  lG3il'  j 

And  then  I  heard  our  father's  voice—these  were  his 
words  to  me— 

‘‘  O  daughter,  there  is  WTetchedness  and  toil  in  store  for 
thee, 

Ere  Fortune  from  the  Eiver  rise,  then  shalt  thou  be 
released. 

These,  sister,  were  my  father’s  words,  and  suddenly  he 
ceased. 

Nor  did  his  stately  form  appear  to  greet  my  longino 
eyes ; 

Though  eagerly  I  stretched  my  hands  to  the  temples  of 
the  skies  ; 

Nor  did  I  cease  to  weep  aloud,  and  earnestly  implore, 
Until  my  sleep  departed — and,  oh  I  my  heart  was  sore  I ' 


AE'DEOMACHE’S  LAMENT 

Whither  shall  I  flee  for  refuge  ?  whither  shall  I  look 
for  aid  ? 

Flight  or  exile,  which  is  safer?  tower  and  town  are 
both  betrayed ; 

Whom  shall  I  implore  for  succour  ?  our  old  altars  are 
no  more, 

Broken,  crushed  they  lie,  and  splintered,  and  the  flames 
above  them  rear. 
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And  our  walls  all  blackened  stand— 0  my  father !  father- 

land ! 

^  house  of  Priam— temple  with  the  gates 

I  have  seen  thee— all  thy  splendour,  all  thy  eastern 
pomp  unbounded — 

All  thy  roofs  and  painted  ceilings,  all  tho  treasm-es  thev 
contain,  •' 

I  have  seen  them— seen  them  blazing — I  have  seen  old 
Priam  slain, 

Foully  murdered,  and  the  altar  of  the  Highest  bears  the 


TAEQUIN’S  DREAM 

When  repose  had  come  upon  me  and  I  yielded  to  its 
power, 

^All  my  weary  limbs  composing,  in  the  silent  midnight 

hour ;  ^ 

to  me  in  slumber,  that  a  shepherd  drove 

For  my  choice,  it  seemed,  his  hirsel,  fair  they  were,  and 
young,  and  strong. 

Two  I  marked  that  kindred  seeming,  most  of  all  mv 
fancy  pleased,  ^ 

And  the  comeliest  and  fairest  of  the  twaine,  I  straight¬ 
way  seized;  ^ 

When  behold,  the  other  turning,  aimed  at  me  his  armed 
brow. 

And  so  fiercely  at  me  butted,  that  I  fell  beneath  the 
blow.  ^ 

There  while  lying,  sorely  wounded,  to  the  heaven  I  cast 
my  eyes, 

And  there  saw  I  such  an  omen,  as  might  well  my  soul 
surprise.  jo 

For  the  sun  s  resplendent  body  seemed  towai'ds  the  east 
to  tend, 

Leaving  his  accustomed  orbit — what  may  such  a  sight 
portend  i  •/  o 

Answer  of  the  Interpreter. 

Little  need  we  wonder,  monarch,  if  the  thoughts  our 
bosoms  keep,  ® 

If  the  deeds  we  fashion  waking,  should  return  to  us  in 


rated  “ay  such  visions  in  so  great  a  thing  be 
wa”^tl^m^*^d  whom  thou  thought’st 
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With  the  dull  and  senseless  many,  be  not  wise,  and 
good,  and  brave, 

Lest  he  drive  thee  from  thy  kingdom ;  for  the  sign  that 
Phoebus  gave, 

Shows  some  swift  and  sudden  changing,  something 
which  shall  see  the  light 

Well-portending  for  the  people ;  since  that  Omen  from 
the  right  20 

To  the  left  its  course  pursuing,  is  a  certain  sign  and  sure, 

That  the  Eoman  state  shall  flourish,  and  beyond  all 
states  endure. 


PEOLOaUE  OP  LABERIUS 

Whither  hath  Destiny  (whose  current  strong 
Hath  spared  how^  few,  how  many  swept  along) 

Elung  me,  her  victim,  in  my  latter  days, 

W^hom  not  ambition,  nor  the  meed  of  praise, 

Nor  fear,  nor  power,  nor  frowns,  nor  aught  beside, 
Could  moye,  when  youthful,  from  my  place  of  pride? 
Lo !  in  mine  age  how  easily  I  fall  I 
One  honeyed  speech  from  Caesar’s  tongue  was  all, 
Por  how  might  I  refuse  his  sovereign. will, 

Whose  every  wish  the  Gods  themselves  fulfil?  10 

Twice  thirty  years  passed  by  without  a  scorn — 

A  Roman  knight  I  left  my  home  this  morn, 

And  thither  I  return— as  what  ?  a  Mime ! 

O,  I  have  lived  one  day  beyond  my  time — 

Fortune,  unequal  both  in  good  and  ill, 

If  thou  hadst  power,  by  this  unhappy  skill, 

To  tear  the  wreath  of  honour  from  my  brow. 

Why  was  I  not  far  earlier  taught  to  bow, 

When  with  such  aid  as  youth  and  strength  afford. 

I  might  have  won  the  crowd,  and  pleased  their  lord  ? 
Now,  why  thus  humbled  ?  Where ’s  the  form  and  face, 
The  mien  majestic,  and  the  gallant  gi*ace~  22 

The  fire  of  soul,  the  harmony  of  tone, 

That  can  adorn  the  mimic  scene  alone?  . 

As  the  slow  ivy  kills  the  stately  tree, 

So  age  in  its  embrace  is  stifling  me; 

And  nothing’s  left  of  all  my  former  fame 
Save  the  poor  legend  of  a  tomb— my  name. 

DE  AMORE  ET  SPINIS 

There  was  a  garden  fenced  with  glowing  flowers, 

Its  queen’s  delight,  and  had  we  seen  it,  ours: 

And  once  as  Amor  culled^  when  wandering  there, 
The  richest  chaplet  for  his  flowing  hair, 
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His  hand  was  wounded  by  a  hidden  thorn. 

Soon  as  he  felt  his  tender  fingers  torn, 

And  saw  the  bloody  hand,  away  he  flies, 

The  large  tear  starting  in  his  lovely  eyes, 

And  to, his  mother  thus  he  made  his  moan, — 
^Whence  have  the  roses,  mother,  hurtful  grown?  lo 
Why  bear  thy  flowers  a  sting?  They  are  my  foes— 
One  colour  hath  the  blood  and  one  the  rose.’ 


THE  STORY  OF  ORPHEUS 

’Tis  said  the  music  of  the  Thracian  bard 
Had  power  to  make  the  savage  creatures  tame  • 
Streams  ceased  to  flow-birds  heard  him— and  'they 
came— 

And  even  rocks  were  moved,  though  dull  and  hard. 

Ay,  and  the  trees  by  that  sweet  sympliony 

Were  brought  to  crown  him  witli  their  pleasant  shade. 
’Tis  a  kind  fable  by  the  poets  made, 

For  nothing  senseless  thus  inspired  could  be  ; 

Yet  did  this  Orpheus  by  his  gentle  phrase, 

Soften  and  soothe  the  world’s  primeval  race;  lo 

Won  them  from  savage  life  to  milder  ways, 

And  taught  them  justice,  dignity,  and  grace; 

Made  each  unite  him  with  his  fellow  meri, 

And  changed  the  savage  to  the  citizen. 


OVID’S  SPRING-TIME 

(from  tiie  Tnstia) 

[^Blackwood's  Magazine^  May  1850] 

For  once  the  zephyrs  have  removed  the  cold : 

One  year  is  over,  and  a  new  begun. 

So  short  a  winter,  I  am  daily  told, 

Never  yet  yielded  to  this  northern  sun. 

I  see  the  children  skipping  o’er  the  green, 

Plucking  the  faint  unodorous  violet, 

A  gentle  stranger,  rarely  ever  seen. 

With  other  flowers  the  mead  is  sparsely  set— 
Brown  birds  are  twittering  with  the  joy  of  spring : 

The  uniyersal  swallow,  ne’er  at  rest,  lo 

Aye  chirping,  glances  past  on  purple  wing, 

And  builds  beneath  the  humble  eaves  her  nest. 
The  plant,  which  yester-year  the  share  o’erthrew, 
Looks  up  again  from  out  the  opening  mould  ; 
And  the  poor  vines,  though  here  But  weak  and  few. 
Some  scantling  buds,  like  ill-set  gems,  unfold. 
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ballads  from  the  ROMAIC 

[BlackwoocC s  Magazine,  May  1840] 

II 

[For  No.  I  see  page  ISO  ante] 

THE  YOICE  FEOM  THE  TOMB 

'XalS^arov  okov  Trivaue,  rfjv  fcvpiax'  6V 

Two  days  we  held  our  festiTal— two  days  we  feasted 
high; 

And  on  the  third  our  wine  was  done— both  cask  and 

cup  were  dry. 

The  captain  sent  me  forth  alone  to  seek  a  fresh 
supply  ; 

But  nothing  of  the  way  I  knew,  for  stranger  there 
was  I. 

I  took  the  first  frequented  path :  it  brought  me  to 
a  cave — 

Another  led  me  through  the  wood— another  to  the 
wave  • 

At  last  I  reach’d  a  rising  ground,  where  many 
a  cluster’d  grave 

Mark’d,  with  its  cross  and  figured  stone,  the  dwelling 
of  the  brave. 

One  stood  apart  from  all  the  rest— one  low  and 
lonely  bed: 

I  saw  it  not,  but,  wandering  on,  I  stepp’d  upon  its 
head;  ^  lo 

And  lo  I  I  heard  a  voice  beneath — a  voice  as  from 
the  dead, 

Like  thunder  subterranean,  in  answer  to  my  tread. 

'What  hast  thou  there,  O  lonely  tomb?— what  cause 
disturbs  thy  rest? 

The  black  earth  heap’d  too  heavily— the  stone  upon 
thy  breast?’ 

'  I  am  not  wearied  with  the  stone,  nor  by  the  mould 
^  opprest ; 

It  is  thine  own  unhailow’d  step  that  wakes  me  from 
my  rest! 

'Eemove  thy  foot  from  off  my  head,  thou  stranger 
of  the  night, 

And  trouble  not  the  sleep  of  him  who  fought  his 
country’s  fight ; 

For  I  have  been  a  young  man  too,  in  glory  and  in 
might, 

And  wander’d  on  the  mountain  side  when  the  moon 
was  shining  bright.’ 
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III 

LOVE’S  WITNESS 

Kopij,  auras  (pikoixaorov,  vvfcra  T^Tot%  rrows  ixds  etSe ; 

‘When  I  was  in  thy  chamber, 

Alone,  my  love,  with  tliee, 

Night  cast  its  shadow  round  us, 

And  none  was  there  to  see ; 

Tlie  very  breeze  was  lying 
Asleep  within  the  tree  ; 

Then  wlio  could  tell,  or  who  reveal, 

This  cruel  tale  of  me?’ 

‘The  lady  moon  w'as  peeping, 

And  vratch’d  us  througli  the  tree ;  lo 

A  little  star  shot  downwards, 

And  told  it  to  the  sea ; 

A  sailor  caught  the  whisper, 

Who  bore  no  love  to  me, 

And  sang,  before  a  niaidinhs  door, 

This  wicked  tale  of  tln^o.’ 


IV 

lOTIS  DYING 

'XrjKovojxaL  ttoXv  raxvd,  5i5’  wpais  oaou  t'd  c/)e£]?. 

Two  hours  before  the  dawning,  wliile  yet  the  night- 
stars  gleam, 

I  wake  me  from  my  slumber,  and  plunge  into  the 
stream ; 

I  look  around  and  listen— -the  morning  watch  is  mine  — 

I  hear  the  beeches  rustle,  I  hear  the  murmuring  pine. 

My  comrades  lie  around  me;  but  yet  they  do  not 
sleep. 

They  call  upon  their  captain— they  call  him  and  they 
weep ; 

‘  Up,  up,  lotis !  rouse  thee— to  battle  with  thy  best ! 

The  enemy  are  on  us!  — up,  up,  we  may  not  rest!’ 

‘  What  shall  I  say,  my  cliildren  ?— how  answer  to 
^  your  call  ? 

This  wound  of  mine  is  mortal ;  deep  struck  the 
deadly  ball ;  10 

’Tis  burning  in  my  bosom— ye  summon  me  in  vain : 

0 1  never  in  the  combat  my"  sword  sliall  flash  again ! 
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FEOM  THE  EOMAIC 

Your  hands,  my  braye  ones !  raise  me— once  more 
erect  I  stand, 

roimd  me,  my  true  and  trusty 

Sounds  not  my  voice  as  clearly  as  in  the  battle  cry? 

iben  bring  me  wine,  bright  sparkling,  that  I  may 
drink  and  die !  -r  j 

0 !  were  I  on  the  mountains — the  mountains  wild 
*•  and  free ! 

Beside  the  upland  forest,  beneath  the  spreading  tree  ; 

io  reel  the  breezes  blowing,  to  hear  the  wild-bird's 
song, 

And  sheep-bells  gaily  jingling,  as  the  white  flock 
moves  along! 


THE  HYMN  OF  KINO  OLAF  THE  SAINT 

ALTEEED  PEOM  THE  ICELAKDIC 

[Blackwood* s  Magazine^  Jane  1847] 

SwEND,  king  of  all, 

In  Olaf  s  haU 
Now  sits  in  state  on  high; 

Whilst  up  in  heaven 
Amidst  the  shriven 
Sits  Olafs  majesty. 

For  not  in  ceil 
Does  our  hero  dwell, 

But  in  realms  of  light  for  ever : 

As  a  ransom'd  saint  lo 

To  heal  our  plaint, 

Be  glory  to  thee,  gold-giver! 

Of  raptures  there 
He  has  won  his  share, 

All  cleansed  from  taint  of  sin; 

For  on  earth  prepared, 

No  toil  he  spared 
That  holy  place  to  win. 

That  he  hath  won 
Near  God's  dear  Son 
Fast  by  the  holy  river— 

Oh,  such  as  thine 
May  the  end  be  mine ; 

Be  glory  to  thee,  gold-giver! 
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His  sacred  form 
Unscathed  by  worm, 

And  clear  as  the  hour  he  died. 

Lies  at  this  day 
Where  good  men  pray 

At  morn  and  at  eventide.  30 

His  nails  and  his  hair 
_  Are  fresh  and  fair, 

With  his  yellow  locks  still  growing ; 

His  cheek  as  red, 

And  his  flesh  not  dead, 

Though  the  blood  hath  ceased  from  flowing. 

If  you  watch  by  night, 

In  the  dim  twiligiit 
You  may  hear  a  lequiem  singing ; 

And  the  people  hear  40 

Above  his  bier 
A  small  bell  clearly  ringing. 

And  if  wait 
Until  midnight  late. 

You  may  hear  the  great  bell  toll : 

But  none  can  tell 
^  Who  tolls  that  bell 
If  it  sounds  for  Olaf  s  soul. 

With  tapers  clear, 

Which  Christ  holds  dear,  50 

O’er  the  corpse  so  still  reclining, 

By  day  and  night 
Is  the  altar  light 

And  the  cross  of  the  Saviour  shining. 

For  our  King  did  so, 

And  all  men  know 
That  washed  from  sin  and  shriven, 

All  free  from  taint, 

A  ransom’d  saint, 

He  dwells  with  the  saints  in  heaven,  60 

And  thousands  come, 

The  deaf  and  the  dumb, 

To  the  tomb  of  our  monarch  here— 

The  sick  and  the  blind 
Of  every  kind 

They  throng  to  the  holy  bier. 

With  heads  all  bare 
They  breathe  their  prayer 
As  they  kneel  on  the  flinty  ground : 

God  hears  their  sighs,  70 

And  the  sick  men  rise 
All  whole,  and  healed,  and  sound. 
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Then  to  Olaf  pray, 

To  spare  tJhy  day 

rom  wrath,  and  wrong,  and  harm : 
lo  save  tliy  land 

A  hand, 

And  the  fell  invader’s  arm. 

^oa  s  man  is  he, 

To^deal  to  thee 

What  IS  asked  in  a  lowly  spirit— 
het  thy  prayer  not  cease, 

A  peace, 

And  a  blessing  thou  shalt  inherit* 

For  prayers  are  good, 

-ti  betore  the  rood 

thou  tellest  prayinsr : 

K  thou  tellest  on, 

£\4:  none 

Ot  the  saints  who  with  God  are  staying. 
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THE  ELF-STEOKE 

(From  the  Banish.^) 

[From  the  notes  to  Poems  and  Ballads  of  Goethe,  1859] 

Sm  Oluf  has  ridden  far  and  wide, 
ine  lolk  to  his  wedding-feast  to  bid. 

The  f  ves  they  dance  in  the  fairy  ring. 

And  the  Elf-Eing’s  daughter,  she  bectous  to  him. 

‘Now  welcome.  Sir  Oluf,  tarry  a  wee! 

btep  into  the  ring  and  dance  with  me.’ 

‘I  must  not  dance,  and  I  dare  not  stay, 
io-morrow  it  is  my  wedding-day.’ 

Light  down,  Sir  Oluf,  and  dance  with  me, 

And  two  gold  spurs  I  will  give  to  thee ;  lo 

‘A  sark  too  of  silk,  so  white  and  fine, 

JM-y  mother  bleach’d  it  in  pale  moonshine.’ 

‘I  must  not  dance,  I  dare  not  stay, 
lo-morrow  it  is  my  wedding-day.’ 

‘Light  down,  Sir  Oluf,  and  dance  with  me 
And  a  heap  of  gold  I’il  give  to  thee.’  ’ 

»  The  old  Norse  ballad,  which  is  to  be  found  in  the  Vanskt 
Kiser,  IS  entitled  ‘Elveskud’,  or  ‘The  Elf-stroke’,  and  the 
following  IS  a  very  close  translation  of  it,  with  the  omission  of 

the  two  last  stanzas,  and  also  of  a  refrain^  which  was  commonly 
used  by  the  professional  reciters  both  of  Denmark  and  Scotland. 

P3 
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^0  well  I  like  the  golden  glance. 
But  not  for  that  with  thee  Til  a, 


.ancG. 


‘An’  if  thou  wilt  not  dance  with  me, 
A  bane  and  a  blight  shall  follow  thee.® 


She  struck  him  a  blow  right  over  the  heart. 

It  chill’d  him  through  with  a  wondrous  smart. 


Pale  grew  his  cheek  as  he  turn’d  to  ride ; 
‘Now  get  thee  home  to  thy  winsome  bride!’ 


And  when  to  his  castle  door  he  sped, 

Her  mother  stood  waiting  all  a-dread. 

‘Now  tell  to  me,  Sir  Oluf,  my  son. 

What  makes  thy  cheek  so  pale  and  wan?’ 

‘O  well  may  it  be  wan  and  pale, 

I’ve  seen  the  elf-folk  in  the  vale !  ’ 


20 


30 


‘Alas  for  thee,  my  son,  my  pride! 

What  shall  I  say  to  thy  bonny  bride  ?  ’ 

‘Tell  her  that  I’m  to  the  forest  bound, 

To  prove  my  horse  and  my  good  grey  hound.’ 

Right  early,  or  ever  the  day  had  broke, 

The  bride  she  came  with  the  bridal  folk. 

They  dealt  out  meat,  and  they  dealt  out  wine : 

‘  Now  where  is  Sir  Oluf,  this  groom  of  mine  ?  ’ 

‘  Sir  Oluf  has  gone  to  the  forest  bound, 

To  prove  his  steed  and  his  good  grey  hound.’  40 

The  bride  she  lifted  the  mantle  red, 

There  lay  Sir  Oluf,  and  he  was  dead. 


BALLADS,  FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF 
LUDWIG  UHLAND 

THE  MINSTREL’S  CURSE 

[Blackwood's  Magazine^  March  1836] 

So  loftily  in  olden  times  a  roj^al  castle  stood. 

Wide  looked  it  o’er  a  landscape  of  hill,  and  plain,  and 
flood ; 

And  round  it  lay  a  garden,  a  bright  and  flowery  ring, 
Where  flashed  in  rainbow  splendour  the  gush  of  many 
a  spring. 
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haughty  monarch  who  ruled  o’er  far 

SerY  his 

^“‘IsSth- ®  ^hat  he  looks  is 

^’hat  he  writes 


r|3‘SS£.:S;ii|i!; 

gallant  comrade  went  ever  by  his 


Then^spake  the  aged  minstrel-' Now  be  prepared,  my 


^^'Sne-  melodies-collect  thy  deepest 


passion’d  lays  be  ready  thou  to 
For  all  we  need  to  soften  the  heart  of  yonder  king.’ 


w^eTsSm  both 

'^^q’ifelnt  throned  monarch,  and  by  his  side  the 
'"^^®N“the5\l£?“^^^  arrayed,  like  the  blood-red 
^^^fih-l^  so  gentle  and  so 


^^"^wondrol'^  welf"^  favourite  harp,  he  touch’d  it 
"^^^^swell^^^’  richer  rose  the  music’s  kindling 

clearness  the  young  man’s 
Betwixt  his  master’s  melody,  like  a  happy  spirit’s  song. 


they  sang  of  love,  of  the  golden 


They  sang  of  spring, 
days  of  youth, 

immortal  deeds,  of  virtue  and  of  truth  • 

^  Lsom  thrifr''^  makes  the 

^^Ttill^'^  every  lofty  deed  which  makes  it  loftier 
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The  courtiers  ceased  from  jesting— their  hearts  were 
overawed — 

The  warriors  of  the  monarch  they  bo%ved  themselves 
to  God  .30 

The  queen,  in  love  and  transport,  more  melted  than 
the  rest, 

Threw  down  unto  the  minstrel  the  rose  from  out  her 
breast. 

'Ye  have  misled  my  people,  and  dare  ye  shame  my 
queen !  ’  ^ 

The  king  cried  out  in  anger,  he  stej)ped  in  wrath 
between  ; 

He  plunged  his  weapon,  lightning-swift,  into  the  young 
man^s  side, 

And  marr’d  the  gush  of  golden  song  in  nature’s 
ruddiest  tide. 

The  courtier  crowd  are  scattered  in  terror  and  alarm— 

The  youth  hath  fallen  senseless  into  his  master’s  arm, 

Who*  wrapp’d  his  mantle  round  him,  find  placed  him 
on  his  steed, 

And  bound  the  body  upright,  and  left  the  place  with 
speed.  40 

But  by  the  lofty  portal,  there  stopped  the  minstrel 
gray, 

There  seized  he  on  his  harp  which  bore  the  prize 
from  all  away  : 

And  ’gainst  a  marble  pillar  that  jewel  hath  he  flung, 

And  spoke,  till  with  ids  propliei:  voice  the  hall  and 
garden  rung — 

'Wo  to  thee,  haughty  palace !  0  never  may  the  strain 

Of  harp,  or  lute,  or  melody  be  raised  in  iliee  again ! 

No !  only  may  the  step  of  slaves,  the  sigh  and  bitter 
groan, 

Be  heard  ’till  the  avenging  sprite  hath  torn  thee  stone 
from  stone. 

^ Wo  to  ye,  airy  gardens,  in  the  glorious  light  of  May! 

To  you  this  Tbleeding  corpse,  this  sight  of  ruin  I 
display ;  50 

That  a  spell  may  come  upon  ye,  that  your  fountains 
may  abate, 

And  that  for  ever  ye  may  lie  destroyed  and  desolate  I 

'Wo  to  thee,  wicked  murderer!  To  hards  a  curse  and 
shame— 

In  vain  be  all  thy  strivings  for  a  bloody  wreath  of 
,  fame: 
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Forgotip  be  tliy  reiy  name— forgotten  and  for  aye, 

Jjost  utterly  in  empty  air,  like  a  wretch’s  latest  sigh !  ’ 

The  old  man  hath  proclaimed  it,  and  heaven  hath 

neard  ms  call ; 

Low  lies  the  haughty  palace,  and  ruin’d  is  the  hall; 
inight^^^  standeth  3'et  of  all  its  perished 

And  that,' already  cleft  in  twain,  may  fall  before  the 

And  round,  instead  of  gardens,  is  a  dry  and  barren 
land ;  _ 

ISfo  tree  giyes  shade  or  shelter,  no  fountain  slakes  the 
sand ; 

"No  song,  no  roll  of  chivalry,  that  monarch’s  name 
rehearse, 

Unnoticed  — unremenibered  — that  is  the  Minstrel’s 
Curse  I 


THE  CASTLE  BY  THE  SEA 

[BlacJcwood's  Magazine-,  March  1836] 

Say,  hast  thou  seen  the  castle, 

Which  stands  above  the  sea  ; 

O’er  which,  in  bright  and  golden  flight, 

The  clouds  are  floating  free? 

And  is  it  fairly  mirror’d 
In  the  crystal  flood  below? 

And  does  its  shadow  tremble 
In  the  evening’s  ruddy  glow  ? 

I  saw  that  lofty  castle 

Above  the  dark  profound  :  10 

And  the  cold  moon  stood  above  it, 

And  night-mists  floated  round. 

Spoke  not  the  wind  and  ocean 
With  merry  voice  and  strong? 

And  heard’st  thou  not  the  sound  within, 

Of  lute,  and  harp,  and  song  ? 

The  winds  and  waves  were  lying 
In  silence  one  and  all ; 

And  a  funeral  hymn  was  singing 
Within  the  darksome  hall.  20 

And  saw’st  thou  passing  by  thee 
The  monarch  and  his  queen— 

The  royal  robes  of  purple, 

The  sceptre’s  golden  sheen? 
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And  led  they  not  between  them 
A  maiden  young  and  fair, 

All  siinlike  in  her  loveliness, 

With  bright  and  flowing  hair? 

Without  or  crown  or  purple 
I  saw  the  royal  pair ; 

Tlieir  robes  were  robes  of  mourning, 
The  maiden  was  not  there  I 


THE  COUNT  OF  OEEIERS 

'iBlackwoocC s  Magasinej  March  1836.] 

The  gallant  Count  of  Oreiers— he  looked  at  break  of 
day. 

From  the  doorway  of  his  castle  to  tvhere  the  mountains 
lay, 

lie  saw  their  pealcs  all  kindled  in  the  morning's  ruddy 
sheen,  ^ 

And  in  a  doubtful  twilight  lay  the  Alpine  vales 
between. 

'  ^^^ps  I  eternal  mountains !  how  long  I  to  be  there  * 

O  happy  are  your  children,  the  herd  and  cottage  fair : 

Ott  have  I  looked  upon  you  with  bosom  all  at  rest 

But  now  a  longing  like  a  love  is  kindling  in  my 


And  near  and  nearer  opens  sweet  music  on  his  ear, 
Hie  shepherd  and  the  shepherdess,  they  come  the 
castle  near,  lo 

And  on  the  lofty  terraces  they  form  a  circling  ring, 

glancing,  and  garlands 


The  youngest  village  maidens — so  fair  and  young  were 
they ! —  ^  o 

They  took  the  noble  by  the  hand,  he  must  with  them 
away ; 

And  round  him  wound  the  circle,  till  in  the  midst 
was  he: 

^^bef  C-reiers,  our  prisoner  must  thou 


They  bore  him  from  the  castle  with  dance,  and  laugh, 
and  song,  ^  ' 

They  danced  throughout  the  villages  and  through  the 
village  throng,  ^ 
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They  danced  across  the  meadows,  they  danced  through 

wood  and  spray, 

Until  far  up  witiiin  the  Alps  the  music  died  away. 

Dawned  hath  the  second  morning,  the  third  is  comin» 
on—  21 

the  Count  of  Greiers,  where  hath  the 
gallant  gone? 

t1^  [  downwards  unto  eTening  the  sultry  sun  has  past, 

It  thunders  in  the  mountains,  the  lightning  flashes 
fast. 

The  vaults  of  heaven  are  opened,  the  stream  is  raginsr 
white,  ^  r  ^ 

And  as  the  jagged  lightning  lays  bare  the  breast  of 
night, 

A  map  is  in  the  whirlpool  seen,  who  strives  with 
might  and  main, 

Until  a  branch  he  seizes,  and  reaches  shore  again. 

‘  Here  am  I,  from  the  bosom  of  the  mountains  swept 
along ! 

The  dea'dly  storm  descended  midst  mirth,  and  dance, 
and  song ;  30 

Ye  all  are  iiid,  my  comrades,  in  hut  and  rocky  cave, 

I— only  I— was  borne  away  by  yon  devouring  wave. 

‘  Farewell,  ye  verdant  mountains,  with  all  your  happy 
crew  ! 

Farewell,  ye  three  most  blessed  days,  when  a  shepherd's 
life  I  knew ! 

O  never,  never  was  I  born  to  dwell  in  such  a  heaven, 

As  that  from  which  with  lightning  wrath  and  anger 
I  am  driven. 

'Rest  thou,  0  fairest  Alpine  rose,  unsullied  bv  my 
hand  ! 

I  feel— the  chilling  torrent,  it  quenches  not  this  brand  ! 

No  more  amidst  that  pitching  band,  no  more  with 
thee  I  roam. 

Take  me  into  thy  loneliness,  thou  old  and  empty 
home  I  ’  aq 


THE  STUDENT 

[Blackwood's  Magasine,  May  1886.] 

As  by  Salamanca’s  city, 

Once  I  sate  within  the  vale; 

And  while  birds  were  round  me  singing, 
Read  in  Homer’s  master  tale, 
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How  in  gay  and  ricli  apparel, 

Helen  mounted  Ilion's  wall ; 

And  so  wond'rous  seemed  her  beauty 
To  the  Trojan  elders  all, 

That  each  greybeard  to  his  neighbour 
Muttered,  gazing  on  her  hice:  lo 

‘  Trust  me,  never  was  there  woman 
Seen  so  fair  of  earthly  race!' 

And  I  deeper  read  and  deeper, 

Marking  nought  that  passed  around, 

Till  the  leaves  heside  me  rustled. 

Then  I  started  at  the  sound. 

On  a  neighbouring  balcony, 

What  a  wonder  there  I  saw! 

There  in  gay  and  rich  apparel 
Stood  a  maid  like  Helena.  20 

And  an  old  man  was  beside  her, 

With  so  strange,  yet  kind  a  mien  ; 

That  I  could  have  sworn — the  elder 
Had  of  Priam's  counsel  been. 

Then  I  was  a  bold  Achaian, 

For  from  that  remember’d  day, 

Ever  near  the  haunted  dwelling, 

Like  another  Troy,  I  lay. 

Simply  to  relate  my  story— 

Many  a  week  of  summer  long,  30 

Came  I  every  evening  thither, 

With  my  lute  and"  with  my  song ; 

Told  in  many  a  mournful  ditty 
All  my  love  and  all  my  pain, 

Till  from  out  the  lofty  lattice 
Came  a  sweet  response  again. 

Thus  exchanging^  word  and  music 
Passed  we  half  the  fleeting  year— 

Even  this  was  only  granted 
While  the  dotard  did  not  hear.  40 

Often  from  his  couch  he  wandered 
Eestless,  jealous,  and  awake; 

But  unheard  by  him  our  voices, 

As  the  songs  the  planets  make. 

But  at  last— the  night  was  fearful, 

Starless,  gloomy  as  the  grave— 

To  my  well-accustomed  signal 
Eo  response  the  loved  one  gave ; 
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old  toothless  lad 3’’ 

Heard  me  evermore  complaiii—  50 

Only  that  old  maiden,  Echo, 

Sent  me  back  my  call  again. 

V^ished  was  my  love— -my  beauty : 

Empty  chamber,  room,,  and  hall ; 

Empty  %vas  the  blooming  garden — 

Gold  and  desolate  were  all  I 

ne’er  had  I  discover’d 
Where  her  home,  or  what  her  name ; 

hm  by  word  and  sign  she  threaten’d 
j-Sever  to  disclose  the  same.  60 

Th^n  I  ^vent  about  to  seek  her, 

Par  and  near,  my  lot  to  try; 

Homer’s  tale  I  left  behind  me, 

Por  Ulysses’  self  was  I! 

But  I  took  my  lute  to  guide  me, 

And  beside  each  castle  door, 

Under  every  lattice  window, 

Made  I  music  as  before ; 

Sang  the  strain  in  field  and  city 
"Which,  in  Salamanca’s  grove,  70 

Every  evening  I  had  chanted 
As  a  signal  to  my  love  ; 

But  the  hoped-for,  longed-for  answer 
Came  not  back  to  bless  my  ear, 

Only  that  old  lady,  Echo, 

Travelled  with  me,  ever  near. 

MIDMGHT  MUSIC 

l^Blackicood' s  Magazine,  May  1S36] 

‘  What  wakes  me  from  m^r  heavy  sleep 
With  tones  so  low  and  sweet  ? 

0  mother,  see,  who  can  it  be 
So  late  within  the  street?’ — 

‘I  hear  no  sound— -I  see  no  form, 

0  slumber  soft  and  mild ! 

No  midnight  music  comes  for  thee, 

My  poor  and  sickly  child.’ 

‘It  was  no  music  of  the  earth 
That  sounded  in  mine  ear;  10 

The  angels  call  me  with  their  songs : 

Good  night,  0  mother  dear !  ’ 


TEANSLATIONS 


THE  DKEAM 

iBlacJcwootVs  Magazine^  May  183G] 

In'  fairest  garden  wandered 
Two  lovers  iiand  in  luuid  : 

Two  pale  and  piiantoni  beings, 

They  sate  in  a  flowery  land. 

On  the  cheek  they  kissed  each  other, 
They  kissed  with  mouth  to  mouth  ; 
They  lay  in  close  embraces, 

They  were  fair  and  full  of  youth. 

Two  dismal  bells  were  pealing, 

The  dream  had  passed  away — 

She  in  her  convent  chamber, 

He  in  a  dungeon  lay. 

DUEAND 

[Blackwood's  Magazine^  May  1836] 

To  the  ancient  house  of  Balbi, 

With  a  bosom  music-swelling, 

Came  Durand,  the  gallant  minstrel ; 
Soon  he  nears  the  lofty  dwelling. 

There  a  fair  and  youthful  maiden 
To  his  harp  will  fondly  listen. 

And  her  cheeks  wdll  glow  with  crimson, 
And  her  eyes  will  All  and  glisten. 

Underneath  the  Linden’s  shadow, 

Now  his  greeting  softly  ringetli, 

With  a  full-toned  voice,  the  sweetest 
Of  his  many  lays  he  singeth. 

From  the  lattice— drom  the  window, 
Blossoms  wave  to  greet  tlie  lover, 

But  the  mistress  of  his  music 
Nowhere  can  the  youth  discover. 

And  a  man  came  out  to  meet  him — 

Sad  he  looked  and  heavy-hearted,— 
‘Trouble  nob  the  dead  who  slumber, 
Lady  Bianca  hath  departed  !  ’ 

But  Durand,  the  gallant  minstrel, 

Hath  no  word  in  answer  spoken. 
Closed  are  his  eyes  for  ever, 

And  his  noble  heart  is  broken  ! 

In  the  distant  cloister  chapel, 

Where  the  lovely  corpse  reposes, 
Torches  all  around  her  burning, 

And  her  body  strewed  with  roses. 
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Pear  and  wonder,  Iiope  and  trembling, 

the  crowd  of  mourners  seizeth,  30 

nmen,  the  darksome  bier  forsaking, 

Lady  Bianca  slowly  riseth. 

P^m  the  gloomy  trance  awaking, 

In  her  beauty  hath  she  risen, 

Like  a  blushing  bride  she  cometh, 

Shrouded  from  her  narrow  prison, 

®Lli  of  what  had  passed  unconscious. 

Still,  as  if  by  dreams  surrounded, 

A^s  she  gently— '  Young  Durand — 

Math  not  here  his  music  sounded?’  40 

Y^,  indeed,  ’twas  his  that  sounded, 

But  that  song  is  past  and  spoken  ; 

Lath  broke  thy  death-like  slumber, 

Mis  shall  never  more  be  broken ! 

To  the  house  of  saints  and  angels, 

Hath  he  gone  to  seek  the  laciy,  ’ 

Seek  his  own  beloved  maiden, 

Who  he  deemed  was  there  already. 

^i^igbt  and  glorious  mansions 
To  his  heedless  glance  are  given—  5a 

Bianca  I  Bianca  I  calls  he  ever, 

Through  the  empty  halls  of  Heaven. 
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Spikit  of  Freedom,  shadow  of  the  God 
Whom  nations  worship  when  he  walks  abroad  ; 
Shadow,  yet  light,  to  which  we  turn  our  eyes, 
When  chafed  by  wrongs  or  smote  by  miseries ; 
Guardian  of  truth,  without  whose  aid  our  life 
Would  be  a  warfare  of  eternal  strife — 

Where  hast  thou  hid  thy  face  and  veil’d  thy  brow 
The  hearts  of  men  are  searching  for  thee  now. 

Lo  !  from  its  watch  a  glorious  star  is  driven. 
There  is  a  comet  wand’ring  through  thy  heaven; 
There  is  a  plague  upon  the  shrinking  earth, 

That  threats  thy  reign  with  pestilence  and  dearth 

A  deep  and  dark  conspiracy  of  sin 

Has  ring’d  and  hemm’d  thy  ancient  castle  in. 

We  seek,  but  know  not  whither  thou  hast  fled — 
Come,  ere  the  living  shrink  into  the  dead — 

Come,  ere  the  tyrant  and  his  brother  slave 
Have  rear’d  their  ghastly  trophies  o’er  the  brave 
Who  fought  and  fell  on  Poland’s  bloodiest  day, 
The  martyrs  in  the  last  Thermopylae  I 
Let  us  not  hear  that  cruel  march  again ! 

Come,  like  an  earthquake  traversing  the  plain, 
That  makes  the  hills  resound,  and  cities  shake ; 

0  come,  we  pray  thee,  for  thy  children’s  sake, 
Rise  ere  another  field  is  lost  and  won, 

Avenge  us  by  a  second  Marathon ! 

0  thou  poor  country!  ’twas  a  crime  for  thee 
Even  to  dream  that  freemen  should  be  free ; 

It  is  a  crime  when  weakness  wars  with  might, 

Or  dares  impeach  its  law  that  power  is  right; 

It  is  a  crime  that  ne’er  can  be  forgiven, 

To  break  a  tyrant’s  chain  and  side  with  Heaven : 
For  this— for  uttering  loud  thy  just  appeal — 

A  hard  and  bitter  penance  dost  thou  feel. 

Ask  not  for  justice  here,  for  she  hath  gone 
To  plead  thy  cause  before  a  higher  throne ; 

To  show  thy  wrongs  in  characters  of  flame, 

Before  that  footstool  whence  her  mission  came. 
Speak  not  to  men,  they  tamely  see  thee  weep, 
For  they  are  bribed,  or  heartless,  or  asleep. 

Or  very  fear  hath  bow’d  tbeir  heads  so  low. 

That  none  dare  look  on  such  a  giant  foe  ! 
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Thou  desolated  widow!  fold  thy  veil _ 

There  is  no  ear  to  hearken  to  thy  tale  ; 

There  is  no  refuge,  no  deserted  shed, 

To  screen  from  blasts,  and  furious  storms,  thy  head— 
The  wounded  bird  can  flutter  to  its  nest, 

But  thou  hast  no  such  dwelling-place  of  rest : 

Thou  hast  no  friend  to  bid  thee  to  his  hall, 

Thou  hast  no  kinsman  to  avenge  thy  fall, 

The  monarchs  of  the  earth  have  past  thee  by, 

Nor  deign’d  to  look  upon  thy  misery. 

Go  thou  and  weep  upon  thy  children’s  grave, 

They  died  for  thee,  the  beautiful  and  brave ! 

Go  thou  and  weep  at  early  dawn  of  morn, 

Go  thou  and  weep  when  glooming  clouds  are  shorn 
Of  their  day  radiance,  and  the  evening  star 
Above  the  dark  blue  mountains  glimmers  far— 

Go  thou  and  weep— no  planet  of  bright  hope 
Hath  the  ascendant  in  thy  horoscope — 

Hard  fate  hath  filfd  for  thee  her  greatest  cup, 

And  forced  thee  to  the  dregs  to  quaff  it  up ; 

She  hath  no  deadlier  poison  to  bestow, 

Go  thou  and  weep,  thou  need’st  not  fear  thy  foe  1 

0  Europe!  Europe!  falsely  named  the  wise, 

How  could’st  thou  gaze  on  such  a  sacrifice? 

Well  didst  thou  know  the  base  and  guilty  wile, 

And  yet  thy  lips  were  smiling  all  the  while— 

Tell  me,  I  pray  you,  was  the  sight  so  sweet, 

To  view  thy  sister  gasping  at  thy  feet? 

Was  it  so  very  pleasant  to  thy  heart, 

To  see  her  blood  upon  thy  garments  start? 

Is  that  a  stain  so^  slight  that  in  a  day, 

Yea,  in  one  age,  it  can  be  cleansed  away? 

Is  freedom  then  a  thing  so  very  weak, 

That  thou  wilt  see  it  die,  nor  deign  to  speak  ? 

Is  thy  voice  gone,  or  doth  it  only  err, 

That  it  will  flatter  such  a  murderer? 

Why  hast  thou  slept  in  such  a  dreary  trance, 

Is  freedom  not  thine  own,  thou  glorious  E’rance? 
Didst  thou  not  draw  for  her  the  righteous  sword, 

Was  not  her  name  thy  only  rallying  word? 

Say,  did  she  not  within  thy  bosom  burn, 

Like  unquench’d  ashes  in  a  burial  urn— 

Did  she  not  riot  there,  until  she  leapt 
Like  light  on  darkness -were  the  bonds  not  swept 
From  off  thy  limbs— did  not  the  tyrant’s  rod 
Pall  from  his  grasp  when  thou  didst  walk  abroad? 
Brandless  and  bright  thou  earnest  into  the  day, 

All  purged  and  cleansed  from  an  iron  sway — 
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Strong  as  an  Amazon,  yet  just  and  pure 
As  those  whose  tales  in  lays  of  old  endure. 

Ah  .  when  she  call’d,  why  didst  thou  not  arise, 

^lu  none  but  thee  deserve  so  rich  a  prize? 

Lid  not  thy  blood  throughout  thy  pulses  stir? 
les.  thou  hadst  many  a  soul  that  worshipp’d  her. 

As  all  should  worship—manj^  a  heart  was  thine, 

_^at  would  have  died  to  save  so  blest  a  shrine. 

Why  wert  thou  patient  then  ?  Alas  !  Alas  !  . 

ihou  let’st  the  time,  thou  should’st  have  tahen,  pass  ; 
Ihou  should  st  have  risen,  ere  the  blow  was  sped — 
io^save  the  living,  not  avenge  the  dead. 

It  is  no  fame  to  rear  a  tropliied  grave 

O’ei*  her  who  pray’d ^for  thee  to  help  and  save; 

Wo  honour,  but  to  give  an  empty  word, 
xo  carve  the  epitaph,  not  draw  the  sword — 

The  voice  of  him  to  whom  thy  crown  is  given 
Was  fainter  surely  than  the  call  of  Heaven  ; 

Why  did  ye  wait  for  one  so  cold  and  weak? 

There  was  no  need  to  rest  till  he  should  speak. 

O  gallant-hearted,  yet  unthinking  men, 

Hope  not  to  make  that  king  a  citizen ! 

Where  is  the  virtue  lies  within  a  name? 

Bourbon  or  Orleans,  it  is  all  the  same — 

WTiat^firm  reliance  could  ye  place  in  one 

Who  joins  two  parties,  yet  dare  side  with  none  ?  * 

Ticeroy  to  him,  whose  crimes  have  sent  him  forth, 

To  seek  a  banish’d  dwelling  in  the  north — 

Sovereign  of  those  whose  hearts  he  cannot  win, 

Sworn  unto  virtue,  yet  allied  to  sin— 

The  umpire  of  a  poor  and  petty  throne— 

A  felon,  with  the  robes  of  justice  on, 

Who  prates  of  virtue,  and  eternal  laws, 

Yet  sneers  at  freedom  and  at  freedom’s  cause: 

A  Sylla  of  the  north— a  laurell'd  slave — 

In  words  a  patriot,  and  in  deeds  a  knave  ! 

Thou  poor,  thou  broken,  thou  despised  thing  1 
Thou  voice,  thou  type,  thou  shadow  of  a  king ! 

Think  st  thou  the  !^ands  that  tore  the  forfeit  crown 
From  off  a  tyrant’s  brow,  will  spare  thine  own  ? 
Think’st  thou  that  France  will  see  her  sister  bleed, 
Nor,  though  she  could  not  ward,  avenge  the  deed  ? 
Thou  tame  apostate !  wouldst  thou  dare  to  bar 
The  march  of  Freedom  to  her  holy  war? 

Deem’st  thou  thy  borrow’d  sceptre  e’er  was  made 
To  stop  that  bright,  yet  terrible  crusade  ? 

Away !  away  i  thou  canst  not  read  the  heart, 

Thou  hast  no  knowledge  of  her  nobler  part : 

The  spell  within  the  bosom  of  the  free, 

Is  a  deep  mystery— too  deep  for  thee. 
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The  hills,  the  dungeon,  are  to  thee  the  same ; 

Back— hack,  and  hide  thy  head  for  shame  !  for  shame ! 


And  thou,  alas  !  where  have  thy  terrors  been, 

Britain,  my  country,  old  and  royal  queen  ? 

Thou,  who  hast  drawn  thy  peerless  sword  so  oft, 

When  the  white  flag  of  right  was  rear’d  aloft ; 

Thou,  unto  whom  the  injured  nations  bow, 

And  bless  the  meteor  justice  of  thy  brow ; 

Thou  haven,  unto  whom  the  merchant  ships 

Flee  from  the  terrors  of  the  dark  eclipse;  150 

Thou  talisman,  within  whose  charmed  ring 

Exists  no  evil — no  accursed  thing; 

Thou  tower  of  strength,  which  tempests  ne’er  can  shake, 
Thou  slumbering  giantess,  awake  !  awake  ! 

0  !  saw’st  thou  not  the  breach  in  Warsaw’s  wall? 

0  !  heard’st  thou  not  the  warrior’s  battle  call  ? 

Leapt  not  thy  lifeblood  with  indignant  thrill, 

Throbb’d  not  thy  brain,  and  wilt  thou  yet  be  still  ? 

Thy  King  is  one  whose  very  name  alone 

Hath  rear’d  within  his  subjects’  hearts  a  throne.  160 

Another  Alfred,  come  to  lead  ns  back 

Unto  our  ancient  and  deserted  track ; 

To  bring  again  those  unforgotten  days, 

When  virtue  only  won  the  meed  of  praise ; 

A  lion-hearted  prince,  in  whom  we  see 
How  bright  beyond  compare  a  crown  may  be, 

When  worn  by  him  who  never  will  disdain 
His  people’s  love  to  glorify  his  reign. 

Nay,  nay,  thou  wilt  not  sleep :  this  sacred  spark 
From  Freedom’s  torch  shall  die  not  in  the  dark;  170 
Be  thou  a  refuge  to  the  lost  again, 

Fling  out  thy  battle  like  a  cloud  of  rain, 

Raise  thy  proud  voice  till  quailing  tyrants  shrink, 

And  stand  and  tremble  when  they  dare  not  think ; 

Be  thou  God’s  great  and  just  avenger  still, 

And  he  will  bless  thee,  as  all  nations  will; 

Be  thou  His  scourge  to  drive  this  wolf  away, 

And  break  the  fangs  that  marr’d  that^  gallant  prey. 

Do  this  and  prosper— Kings  shall  come  to  thee, 

And  do  high  homage  on  their  bended  knee;  180 

The  day  will  laugh  upon  thee  with  such  smiles 
As  morning  sheds  upon  the  Cyclad  isles ; 

Ne’er  shalt  thou  feel  the  envious  tread  of  time, 

Unscared  by  treason,  and  unstain’d  by  crime ; 

Youth  shall  be  thine,  that  hath  no  wintry  age; 

And  thou  shalt  keep,  within  a  woven  cage, 

Calm’d  into  boldness,  Peace,  that  fearful  dove; 

Thou  shalt  have  gift  for  gift,  and  love  for  love ; 
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Mightiest  among  the  mighty,  thou  shalt  be 
The  star  of  nightly  worship  to  the  ^ee, 

And  men  of  every  clime,  on  every  shore, 

Shall  praise  thee,  bless  thee,  and  almost  adore . 

But  thou,  Sarmatial  is  there  here  below 
A  thing  so  lost,  so  desolate  as  thou  ? 

Is  there  another  heart  that  ever  knew 
Such  pangs  as  those  that  rive  thy  bosom  through  ? 

Yes !  there  is  one,  who  even  now  doth  ride 
In  all  the  splendour  of  despotic  pride ; 

He,  who  hath  bid  his  dark  familiars  come 
To  crown  thee  with  the  wreath  of  martynmin ; 

To  whom  the  eastern  hordes  their  tribute  bring, 

And  hail  him  tyrant,  surely  never  king ; 

Whose  veiy  name  is  like  a  noxious  charm, 

Or  evil  omen,  spoke  to  work  thee  harm; 

Whose  aim  hath  been,  ay,  even  from  his  birth,  ^ 

To  rouse  ’gainst  Heaven,  the  blinded  powers  of  earth , 
Within  whose  parch’d  and  fear-distemper  d  bram, 

A  nameless  brand  is  stamp’d— the  mark  of  Cam . 

How  can  he  dare,  that  royal  wretch,  to  sleep 
When  victim  nations  raise  their  voice  to  weep  . 

The  fearful  curse  that  God  hath  written  down. 

The  smoke  from  village,  and  from  plunder d  town; 
The  anguish’d  moan,  the  irons’  heavy  sound 
Within  the  dungeon,  far  beneath  the 
Where  the  young  patriot,  born  amongst  the  hUls, 
Draws  the  damp  breath,  which  poisons  ere  it  kills, 
Guilt,  with  its  serpent  eye,  and  frantic  fear, 

Raving  of  murder  where  no  hand  is  near ; 

These^are  the  dreams  that  flit  around  his  head. 

These  are  the  chamberlains  that  guard  his  bea. 

Shall  he  escape  a  curse  ?  0,  do  not  speak— 

Bor  all  that  man  could  say  were  idly  wea^ ; 

Within  that  heart  of  his  more  tortures  ^ 

More  galling  stings,  than  words  of  fear  could  give ; 
Leave  Mm  alone,  and  let  the  silence  roii, 

That  worst  of  terrQrs  to  a  guilty  soul ;  ^ 

For  ever  round  him- let  him  hear  the  voice 
Of  EVIL  whisper  closely — ‘  Come  rejoice . 

Man,  thou  hast  gain’d  for  us  what  we  alone 
Have  striven  to  do,  and  yet  have  left  . 

Thanks  for  thy  help -such  thanks  as  we  can  gi  e, 
Live  till  thou  know’st  how  sweet  it  is  to  live, 

Take  thou  no  thought  of  what  thou  hast  to  dread, 
Leave  thou  repentance  for  thy  dying  bed; 

Then  shalt  thou  feel  how  easy  tis  to  bear 
That  which  thou  callest  horror  or  despair; 
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Then  wilt  thou  pray  for  life—but  wherefore  pray  ? 
Thou  canst  not  keep  the  night  from  following  day. 
The  best  and  wisest  of  the  human  race 
Have  deem’d  the  grave  a  calm  and  quiet  place ; 

Does  not  thy  heart  respond  that  it  is  so  ?  ’ 

Say,  thou  pale  tyrant,  darest  thou  answer — no? 
Barest  thou  believe  there  is  a  God  on  high, 

Yet  hope  to  shun  his  pure  and  searching  eye  ? 

Thou  worse  than  atheist !  there  are  some  so  blind, 
Who  think  that  death  has  nothing  left  behind ; 

That  all  alike,  the  wicked  and  the  just, 

Fret  their  short  hour,  then  mingle  with  the  dust; 
Dragg’d  from  their  joy,  and  rescued  from  their  pain, 
To  lie  for  ever  there,  nor  wake  again. 

Take  that  unto  thee  for  a  saving  faith, 

Believe  there  is  no  judgment  after  death ; 

Strive,  if  thou  wilt,  to  ruin  and  remove 
Ail  that  is  left  us  here  of  hope  or  love; 

Press  on  to  riot  in  the  pride  of  guilt. 

And  laugh  to  see  the  blood  of  nations  spilt ; 

For,  if  thou  joinest  men  of  holier  creed, 

Past  all  redemption  thou  art  damn’d  indeed  ! 

There  was  a  time,  ere  tyranny  begun, 

When  nations  would  not  quail  or  bend  to  one, 

Who  thought  a  monarch  too  despised  a  thing, 

And  fain  would  make  a  despot  of  a  king— 

Insulted  right  and  banish’d  freedom  then 
Could  find  a  friend  in  honourable  men. 

Brutus  and  Cato  !  yours  are  names  that  live 
In  that  eternity  which  fame  can  give ; 

Glorious  your  deaths,  nor  have  you  died  in  vain, 
Though  npw  the  chain  you  burst  is  link’d  again  ; 

If  tyrants  thus  neglect  the  fate,  which  crime 
Has  brought  their  brethren  in  the  olden  time, 

Let  them  but  look  a  moment’s  space  on  him 
Whose  breath  now  makes  the  light  of  freedom  dim, 
Let  them  but  see  the  certain  prize  of  woe 
Which  guilt,  to  such  as  him,  must  still  bestow, 
Then,  if  they  dare  to  gaze  with  steadfast  eye, 

On  such  a  ghastly  vision -let  them  die! 

Lo !  where  he  sleeps — can  such  as  he  repose — 
How  doth  a  tyrant  dare  his  eyelids  close? 

To  guileless  hearts  sleep  is  a  blessed  thing, 

But  to  the  guilty  ’tis  a  piercing  sting! 

Is  this  like  rest,  this  hot  and  hurried  chase 
Of  fearful  thoughts  that  anguish  in  his  face? 

Of  palsied  visions,  and  of  dreams  that  swarm 
Around  the  brain,  with  power  to  strike  and  haian  ? 
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0 !  wliat  a  soul  is  that,  wHcli  flies  for  bliss, 

Nay,  for  a  refuge,  to  repose  like  this — 

What  are  his  waking  thoughts,  whose  fancy  teems 
In  sleep  with  torture — ^Would  you  know  his  dreams  ? 

They  led  him.  back,  by  their  mysterious  spellj 
To  scenes  his  heart  remember’d  but  too  well ;  290 

They  show’d  him  what  his  conscience  strove  to  hide 
Even  from  himself,  and  all  the  world  beside ; 

They  pierced  for  him  the  bosom  of  the  grave, 

They  raised  the  phantoms  of  the  good  and  brave, 

They  purged  the  dimness  from  his  eyes  away, 

And  bade  him  count  his  deeds,  then  dare  to  pray. 

He  stood  as  if  upon  a  mountain  side, 

Above  a  low  fair  country ;  far  and  wide 
The  fields  were  waving  in  the  morning  sun, 

The  happy  time  of  harvest  had  begun ;  300 

The  reaper  plied  him  gaily  at  his  toil, 

And  through  the  valleys  rang  a  glad  turmoil 
Of  merry  voices;  every  heart  was  blest, 

For  labour  was  a  pleasure  after  rest. 

The  earth,  so  kindred  to  the  quiet  skies, 

Bloom’d  like  a  little  perfect  paradise; 

The  lake  lay  waveless,  and  the  rivers  ran, 

Leaping  and  singing,  like  a  careless  man, 

Right  through  the  bosom  of  the  cloven  woods, 

And  made  a  murmur  in  their  solitudes,  310 

That  won  the  silence  from  the  leafy  shade — 

Alas  I  that  happiness  like  this  must  fade! 

Far  in  the  distance  dim,  there  grew  a  mist 
Like  vapour  by  the  morning  glimpses  kist; 

At  first  a  iinj  thing;  it  rose  and  spread 
Nearer,  and  nearer,  till  it  gathered 
Substance  and  form;  athwart  the  sky  it  came: 

Is  it  the  smoke  of  some  devouring  flame  ? 

The  peasants  gazed  in  silence.  Then  faint  sounds 
■Came  indistinctly  from  the  forest  hounds —  330 

A  bugle  note— sometimes  a  startled  cry, 

As  of  a  man  in  sudden  jeopardy —  ^ 

Then  louder— fiercer — Hal  ’tis  coming  near — 

At  times  the  vivid  glancing  of  a  spear  ^ 

Sprang  in  the  wood.  A  loud  and  pealing  drum 
Beat  to  the  charge.  Fly !  fly !  your  murderers  come. 
They  hurst  upon  the  plain.  A  sable  steed 
Bore  him  who  seem’d  that  furious  baud  to  lead. 

The  dreamer  started.  Fast  the  Cossack  came, 

His  long  lance  beaming  like  a  burning  flame,  350 

That  must  be  quench’d — in  what?  In  guiltless  blood! 
.And  quench’d  it  was;  for,  where  the  reapers  stood 
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They  met  the  charge ;  and  Avhen  the  charge  was  done, 
On  bleeding  corpses  look’d  the  blushing  sun ; 

A  brand  was  cast  among  the  half-sheaved  corn, 

It  caught,  it  kindled,  and  the  bugle  horn 
Rang  in  the  distance,  till  a  shrilling  yell 
From  the  far  village  waken’d,  like  a  spell, 

The  mountain  echo ;  shriek  on  shriek  arose, 

Blent  in  strange  contrast  with  the  shouts  of  foes  340 
In  horrid  triumph — faint  they  grew,  then  died, 

For  death  is  silent.  This  is  kingly  pride  ! 

What  price  for  this,  thou  sleeper,  shalt  thou  pay  ? 

It  ended,  and  that  vision  pass’d  away. 


Another  came.  It  was  a  gloomy  cell, 

Where,  through  cross’d  bars,  the  feeble  glimpses  fell 
Against  the  wall,  where  hung  a  broken  chain, 

Whose  rusted  links  gave  back  no  light  again. 

It  seem’d  as  if  for  years  no  human  face 
Had  come  to  shudder  at  so  drear  a  place,  350 

Where  nothing,  save  the  roof-drop’s  fretting  sound, 
Intruded  on  the  lifelessness  profound. 

There,  in  a  corner,  where  a  rotting  bed 
Of  straw  was  hung,  a  naked  corpse  was  spread; 

’Tis  he,  the  ruthless  wretch !  whose  envious  feet 
Trampled  on  virtue  in  her  holiest  seat; 

Who  brought  the  storm  of  war  to  cloud  the  sky, 

Whose  very  brightness  pain’d  his  jealousy. 

A  flaxen  cord  was  twisted  round  his  neck ; 

Upon  his  blue  lips  lay  a  crimson  speck;  360 

His  eyes  were  starting  underneath  the  brow, 

Bent  with  the  scowl  of  hatred  even  now; 

His  hands  were  clench’d,  as  in  the  frantic  strife 
They  griped  and  struggled  hard,  for  life— -for  life! 
Convulsed  his  limbs.  Ay,  sleeper!  strive  to  scream — 

Is  there  not  ghastly  truth  within  a  dream? 

Know’st  thou  that  face?  Well  may  the  tortured  sweat 
Stream  on  thy  brow,  thou  dost  remember  it ! 

How  can  a  brother  e’er  forget  a  brother? 

You  were  the  children  of  the  self-same  mother ;  370- 

You  both  have  sat  upon  one  nurse’s  knee, 

And  clasp’d  each  other’s  necks  with  infant  gleej 
And  now — nay  1  wherefore  turn,  and  strive  to  hide 
Thy  countenance?— thou  art  a  fratricide! 

Blush  not  at  that,  it  is  thy  noblest  deed, 

There  was  no  fitter  sacrifice  to  bleed ; 

A  better  service  in  a  better  cause, 

Was  never  done  to  earth’s  insulted  laws, 

And  homeless  thousands  will  for  once  combine, 

To  thank,  if  not  to  praise,  an  act  of  thine— 
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0  thou  most  stern  avenger! — ancient  times 
Have  known  dark  virtues  nearly  link’d  to  crimes; 

A  father  then — a  pure  and  virtuous  one — 

Hath  raised  the  axe  to  slay  a  traitor  son ; 

But  thou — no  other  heart,  save  thine,  can  know 
What  made  thee  strike  so  merciful  a  blow; 

It  were  no  sin,  if  justice  only  sped 

Her  hallow’d  vengeance  at  the  felon’s  head; 

Her  deeds  are  pure,  her  mission  is  divine. 

But  sin  has  gain’d  much  empire  over  thine,  390 

’Tis  a  strange  law,  or  else  we  greatly  err, 

For  murderer  to  slay  a  murderer : 

Blood  cannot  wash  away  a  bloody  stain, 

And  deeper  marks  of  slaughter  must  remain. 

If  to  thyself  thou  seemest  guiltless,  then 
None  dare  accuse  thee  to  thy  fellow  men. 

No  price  for  this,  thou  sleeper,  shalt  thou  pay. 

It  ended — and  that  vision  pass’d  away. 

Another  came — ^Within  a  deep  ravine 
A  camp  was  pitch’d — proud  dreamer,  it  is  thine  I  400 
The  soldiers  of  a  thousand  distant  coasts 
Swell’d  up  that  army  with  their  gather’d  hosts : 

The  dull  Siberian  from  his  pine-tree  shade, 

The  Cossack,  Tartar,  Russian,  renegade, 

Were  there  together.  Thick  as  leaves  they  lay, 

Swept  from  the  forest  in  an  autumn  day, 

Myriads,  w'ho  cared  not  how  they  urged  the  blow, 

And  hardly  knew  their  master  from  their  foe; 

Reckless  of  guilt,  and  strangers  unto  shame, 

Their  pastime  murder,  plunder  all  their  aim.  410 

0 !  hath  high  heaven  its  thunderbolts  forgot — 

Is  there  a hand  can  check  them — ^is  there  not? 

Earth  was  its  own  avenger.  Secret  death 
Breathed  out  invisibly  a  poison  breath ;  .■ 

Engender’d  in  her  dark  and  silent  womb, 

It  rose,  like  vapour  from  a  noisome  tomb, 

Damp  as  a  mildew,  thin,  and  piercing  cold 
As  the  thaw  breath  upon  a  wintry  wold : 

It  crept  amidst  the  army.  As  of  yore 

The  Pythian  shafts  flew  fast  along  the  shore,  420 

And  victim  warriors  strew’d  the  bloodless  sod, 

Smote  by  the  vengeance  of  the  angiy  God — 

So  flew  the  pestilence.  For  many  a  year 
The  soldier  stood  in  battle’s  front  of  fear; 

Saw  the  hot  iron  tempest  showering  fast, 

Yet  ’scaped  the  fury  of  its  heedless  blast; 

Now,  like  a  prize,  his  forfeit  life  is  won, 

The  plague  can  do  what  war  has  left  undone, 
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For  it  hatli  gain’d  the  mastery — the  brave, 

The  craven,  master,  chieftain,  sert\  and  slave,  430 

All  sink  alike— the  sharp  and  griding  pain 
Thrills  through  the  body  even  to  the  brain  ; 

Hot  madness  glares  within  the  bloodshot  eye, 

They  writhe  and  shriek,  and  curse,  blaspheme,  and  die ! 
The  living  turn  with  loathing  from  the  dead, 

They  dare  not  fling  the  dust  upon  their  head. 

They  lie  and  rot,  and  moulder— they  are  given 
Unto  the  charnel-worm,  and  winds  of  heaven : 

Long  may  their  children  stand  at  even-tide, 

By  the  low  cottage  on  the  mountain  side,  440 

And  think  they  hear  the  distant  bugle-horn 
Of  him  they  love,  across  the  blue  lake  borne ; 

Long  may  they  wait,  till  hope  grows  pale  and  sick, 

And  fearful  thoughts  come  crowding  fast  and  thick  ; 

The  winds  may  come  and  dirge  tliein,  and  the  rain 
Wash  with  its  tears  their  relics  on  the  plain, 

And  the  rank  grass  may  spring,  and  close  around — 

It  is  their  only  monument  and  mound  !■— 

What  price  for  this,  thou  sleeper,  shalt  thou  pay? 

It  ended,  and  that  vision  pass’d  away.  450 

Another  came — Within  the  deepen’d  blue, 

Faintly  look’d  out  a  pensive  star  or  two  ; 

The  moon  was  down,  the  wind,  like  one  hi  pain, 

Drove  its  long  sigh  across  the  snowy  plain : 

There  are  dark  stains  upon  that  purest  page, 

Stern  marks  of  man’s  accursed  sacrilege  ; 

Footsteps  deep  dented,  and  a  trampled  targe, 

Where  broke  the  thunder  of  the  sciuadroii-chargc. 

It  is  a  battle-field:  The  watchfire’s  light 

Uleams  from  a  distant  camp  into  the  night—  460 

What  mighty  power  is  centred  in  a  breath ! 

There  inoveth  life,  here  lieth  silent  death. 

That  day,  upon  a  field  of  no  renown, 

Freedom  and  Murder  sat  together  down ; 

The  stakes  were  armies,  warring  all  around, 

And  struggling  sternly  for  the  vantage  ground; 

Freedom  was  faint,  and  on  her  forehead  pale 
The  mantling  tbars  wrote  down  a  crimson  tale ; 

But  Murder’s  eye  was  fix’d,  her  hand  threw  last, 

Like  one  whose  life  was  set  upon  a  cast :  47^ 

And  when  the  latest,  deepest  die  was  flung, 

She  clapp’d  her  hands  with  joy,  and  then  upsprung, 

And  shriek’d,—*  ’Tis  mine ! — ’tis  mine  !  this  field  shall  be 
Named  of  my  name— the  tomb  of  Liberty  !  ’ 

The  wolf  hath  stolen  from  his  mountain  cave, 

And  glideth  down  like  one  who  robs  a  grave ; 
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His  eye  is  red,  liis  throat  is  parch’d  and  dumb 
bcarce  can  you  hear  his  footsteps  as  they  come; 

delight, 

Upon  the  fiist  dead  corse  that  meets  his  sight 
And  tears,  and  feeds,  and  scowls  with  jealous  ’eye 

Upon  the  pamper’d  vulture  flitting  by _ 

Czar !  there  are  vaults  wherein  thy  fathers  sleep, 
Bound  which  the  marble  statues  bend  and  weep ; 

U  htting  truth !  no  tears  but  those  are  shed 
Above  tiie  cold  and  marble-hearted  dead 
let  it  were  nobler  far,  if  they  had  died 
w  ^  f ^^se,  with  none  to  mourn  beside: 

Yea,  had  they  found,  like  these,  a  living*  tomb 
Within  that  lean  and  loathsome  creature’s  womb, 

It  had  been  better  far.  ^  Then  Fame  had  suno- 

ngmeous  deeds  with  her  immortal  tonlue ; 
their  names  been  register’d  indeed 
Within  the  Book  which  none  but  freemen  read. 
W^hat  IS  their  memory  ?  What  will  be  thine  own  ? 
iiie  idle  record  of  a  lying  stone! — 

A  worthless  parasite’s  regret:  or  worse, 

A  purchased  prayer!— Will  it  efface  a  curse? 

There,  with  thy  kindred,  shalt  thou  lie  and  rot 
Mope  thou  thy  name  at  least  may  be  forgot  !  ' 


Seest  thou  that  dying  soldier  on  the  ground. 
Whose  life  is  ebbing  from  a  ghastly  wound? 

He  hath  no  bed  except  the  frozen  snow, 

No  friend  to  wipe  the  death-damp  from  his  brow- 
His  eye  is  struggling  through  the  mist  afar  ^ 
To  catch  the  glimmer  of  that  feeble  star; 

Why  doth  he  seek  its  light  so  faint  and  dim? 

It  is  no  star  of  hope,  alas,  to  him ! 

Ay — but  it  shineth  on,  his  quiet  home, 

That  nest  of  peace,  where  war  hath  never  come; 

Within  his  fancy,  even  now  he  sees 

The  old  thatch’d  roof  beneath  the  linden  trees, 

The  cradle,  where  his  youngest  infant  sleeps, 

Rock’d  by^  his  widow’d  wife,  who  bends  and  weeps ; 
He  sees  his  children  that  around  her  kneel, 

And  try  to  calm  the  grief  they  cannot  feel. 

Say,  doth  Jte  weep  ?  No  tear  is  in  his  eyS : 

Tyrant !  It  is  n  o  ghastly  thing  to  die  I 
He  fears  it  not,  he  hath  no  damning  sin 
To  lime  the  soul,  or  cage  it  fluttering  in. 

His  part  is  done — it  was  a  glorious  part ! 

He  shielded  freedom  even  with  his  heart, 

Till  it  was  pierced,  and  now  into  the  air 
He  breathes  for  her  a  blessing  and  a  prayer, 
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Shuts  with  a  holy  smile  his  heavy  eyes, 

Commends  his  country  to  his  God,  and  dies! 

Dreamer !  if  death  had  enter’d  in  thy  tower, 

To  count  the  moments  of  thy  latest  hour  — 

If  the  hot  fever  madness  stretch’d  thee  there, 

With  nothing  left  hut  penitence  or  prayer—  530 

Wouldst  thou,  like  him,  compose  thy  limbs  to  rest, 
Unscared  by  phantom  forms,  and  thoughts  unblest? 
Wouldst  thou,  like  him,  peruse  the  tablets  o’er 
That  lie  deep  graven  in  the  bosom’s  core, 

Nor  find  one  black,  or  one  unholy  deed 
Within  the  irage  of  conscience  register’d? 

Say,  wouldst  thou  calmly  lay  thee  down  to  sleep, 

Bless  those  who  sigh,  and  comfort  those  who  weep, 

Then  turn  away  unto  the  blessed  shore, 

Where  sorrow  clouds  and  sin  distracts  no  more?  540 
Ah !  wherefore  ask  of  thee  a  thing  so  vain— 

That  very  thought  hath  rankled  in  thy  brain ; 

’Tis  shunn’d  by  thee,  as  one  in  crowded  throng 
Sbuns  him  whom  he  hath  wrought  some  deadly  wrong, 
And  keeps  his  face  averted  when  they  meet 
Crime,  to  such  hearts  as  thine,  is  surely  sweet, 

Or  stern  irepentance  is  a  thing  of  fear, 

Fled  from,  and  shuffled  off  from  year  to  year ; 

That  thought  to  thee,  is  like  the  naked  sword 

Hung  o’er  the  head  of  the  Sicilian  lord,  _  550 

Seen  at  the  feast,  and  glittering  through  the  veil, 

Until  the  cheek  of  niirtli  grew  blanch’d  and  pale. 

Hast  thou  no  wish,  no  hope  to  rise  and  flee  ? 

Stay,  then,  and  perish !— few  will  weep  for  thee- 

Awake,  thou  sleeper !  from  thy  mental  sight 
The  dreams  have  pass’d  unto  the  waning  night; 

Yet,  ere  thou  goest  forth,  remember  this,^ 

Though  old  the  doctrine,  true  the  moral  is, 

The  weak  are  judged  less  hardly  than  the  strong, 

A  king  who  sins,  commits  a  triple  wrong ;  ^  5^*^ 

True  are  the  words,  and  more  than  man-inspired, 

‘Much  hath  been  given,  and  much  shall  be  reqjuired.’ 
Didst  thou  receive  thy  power  from  Freedom's  God 
To  change  thy  sceptre  for  an  iron  rod ; 

To  tear  the  gem  of  mercy  from  thy  crown, 

To  hew,  without  remorse,  the  green  tree  down ; 

To  make  the  gyving  chain,  and  dungeon  breath, 

The  punishment  for  those  who  fear’d  not  death ; 

To  loose  thy  savage  and  relentless  band, 

Like  swarming  locusts  on  a  peaceful  land ; 

To  pluck  down  Freedom  from  her  blessed  throne, 

And  for  her  standard  there  exalt  thine  own? 
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2;  tkou  hear  him  vaunt,  thou  righteous  Heaven! 

^at  for  sncIi  ends  as  these  his  power  was  given? 

Wilt  thon  not  strike  amidst  his  sinful  mirth^ 

This  royal  miscreant  even  to  the  earth? 

Hast  thou  no  chosen  chamj^ion  of  the  free, 

Is  there  no  Attila  to  strike  for  thee  ? 

^  wilt  thou  still  thy  wrath  and  vengeance  hide, 

When  we  have  none  to  range  on  virtue’s  side,  ’  =80 

When  we  have  grown  so  frantic,  as  to  quell 
The  torch  our  fathers  lit  and  loved  so  well  ? 

It  may  he^so— but  these,  what  have  they  done? 

It  was  their  light,  more  honour’d  than  the  sun ; 

Their  beacon-fire  upon  the  distant  cape, 

When  rose  the  ocean  in  its  hideous  shape ; 

Their  pledge  of  safety;  they  have  kept  it  well, 

^as !  why  was  it  not  unquenchable  ? 

Thou  know’st  it  was  a  virtue  not  to  sin, 

To  burst  the  chain,  when  tyrants  hemm’d  them  in;  590 
Thou  know’st  how  ill  the  truly  noble  heart 
Can  stoop  to  act  a  slave’s  dishonest  part; 

How  life  itself  is  weary,  dull,  and  vain, 

When  not  a  limb  can  move  without  a  chain. 

When  tyrants  and  their  minions  dare  to  thrust 
A  cruel  arm  against  the  brave  and  just, 

The  naked  hand  will  rise  against  the  steel ; 

A  trampled  worm  will  turn  upon  the  heel. 

Earth  is  abased,  but  ’tis  not  brought  so  low 

That  it  must  bend  to  every  vaunting  foe.  600 

Are  we  so  mean,  that  rude  and  ruffian  might 

•Can  make  the  evil  cause  appear  the  right? 

Is  Justice  then  so  terrified  or  rare, 

That  she  must  lose  her  homage  in  despair? 

No,  no,  it  is  not  so !  Though  long  delay’d 
That  cause,  the  cause  of  nations  shall  be  made; 

The  good,  the  true,  the  terrible,  and  strong 
Have  slept  awhile — they  will  not  slumber  long ; 

Now,  even  now,  men’s  hearts  are  wide  awake, 

Too  long  has  truth  been  lost  for  treason’s  sake.  610 

Already  hath  the  sky  obscured  its  face. 

The  clouds  ^are  gathering  in  their  muster-place ; 

The  storm  is  climbing  up  its  angry  path, 

Big  with  the  vengeful  thunders  of  its  wrath ; 

None  but  the  innocent  may  hope  to  stay. 

Whither,  ye  tyrants,  will  you  flee  away? 

0  I  that  a  new  Tyrtaeus  would  awake. 

To  speak  aloud  as  never  man  yet  spake ; 

To  scatter  forth  his  passion  like  a  shower, 

With  voice  of  glory, -and  with  words  of  power;  620^ 
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To  rouse  the  passive  nations,  till  they  feel 
The  startling  justice  of  that  high  appeal ; 

Until  the  spirit,  caged  within  the  soul, 

Were  free,  and  bounding  onwards  to  the  goal! 

Until  they  knew  it  were  a  crime  to  rest, 

When  one  brave  heart  was  prison’d  or  opprest! 

Until,  with  one  accord,  they  started  up, 

Strong,  as  a  giant  rising  from  his  cup ! 

Bright,  as  an  eagle  at  the  dawn  of  day, 

Who  shakes  the  slumbers  from  his  eyes  away,  650 

Plumes  his  long  wings,  and  meditates  his  flight 
Above  the  clouds  that  curtain  down  the  light! 

Then  would  we  purge  the  world  of  all  the  crime 
That  stains  and  blurs  the  latest  page  of  time-  - 
Thp  would  we  strike,  ay,  even  in  his  don, 

This  coward  robber  of  defenceless  men—- 

Then  would  we  burst  the  gate,  and  snap  the  chain, 

Bring  forth  the  captive  into  light  again, 

Drive  the  dark  savage  to  liis  native  wild, 

And  leave  at  least  half  Europe  undefiled!  640 

Our  days  of  sloth  are  number’d  to  the  fill— 

Our  fathers  would  have  risen  when  we  were  still. 

Yet  fear  not,  Poland,  from  the  slumbering  heart, 

Our  better  spirit  cannot  all  depart ; 

A  voice  is  pealing  loudly  in  an  ear, 

That  does  not  sleep,  though  it  is  slow  to  hear; 

Thou  art  not  friendless,  though  thou  art  alone, 

Thy  lips  are  mute,  but  memory  hath  not  gone. 

It  were  a  shameful  and  a  deathless  stain, 

To  let  a  cry  like  thine  be  heard  in  vain.  (>50 

Our  annals  shall  not  bear  upon  their  face, 

The  damning  marks  of  such  a  foul  disgrace ; 

They  shall  not  tell  we  heard  a  suppliant’s  call, 

And  idly  stood  beside  to  see  her  tvdl ; 

They  shall  not  tell  that  Britain’s  voice  was  given 
To  hail  a  deed  that  bore  the  curse  of  heaven ! 

Once,  once,  indeed,  we  raised  a  cruel  hand 
Against  the  freemen  of  a  daughter  land, 

And  met,  as  all  who  dare  the  like  should  meet, 

Our  just  reward  in  vengeance  and  defeat :  660 

But  not  again  shall  such  a  deed  appear, 

To  wring  from  Freedom’s  eye  one  bitter  tear— - 
He,  who  hath  spent  long  years  of  sad  unrest, 

A  prison’s  inmate,  or  a  dungeon’s  guest, 

Where  he  could  only  count  the  lagging  hour 
By  one  faint  sunbeam  sliding  on  the  floor; 

Where  he  could  only  guess  the  joyous  spring, 

By  the  mild  breeze  and  gay  birds  twittering ; 
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He  would  not  doom  to  such  a  lingering  fate 
The  very  object  of  his  deadliest  hate;  ^  ’ 

vanquish^  brave, 

And  scaffold  to  the  grave 

And  not  remember  how  our  fathers  died 

Tbo  glorious  birthright  sanctified? 

The  WeeL  Hampden’s  blameless  blood  was  shed- 
Are  gallant  Sidney  bow’d  his  head- 

Are  these  forgotten  ?  Has  their  memory  <ro„r 
Like  common  tnfies  idly  gazed  upon?  ^  “ 

To  Low  Scotland’s  patriots  rose 

Pe,  banded  foes? 

TvieJ^^  lo”e'y  glen, 

J  hey  met,  the  brave  and  persecuted  men ! 

A  holy  remnant  of  the  just  and  true, 

ICted  from bnew: 

To  oS  un  tn^’w  ®®  b?>“e,  they  gather’d  there 

tL  “f  *  Heaven  their  spotless  prayer; 

[nvcfked"o  ®"®’  lifted  l4nd. 

tnvoked  a  blessing  on  that  martyr  band, 

Tb»“-  uPb  ’^bo  never  yet  hath  heard  in  vain, 

Xhe  righteous  murmur,  or  the  good  complain! 

ThPb-  one  accord, 

rn  P  *  simple  anthem  to  the  Lord ; 
b  j  on  the  mountain’s  brow, 

Who  heard  the  notes  arise  so  faint  and  low. 

Might  deem  m  such  a  place,  that  holy  hymn 
Was  raised  and  chanted  by  the  seraphim ! 

battle-not  as  armies  go. 

Who  blindly  .smite  an  unoffending  foe  ; 

Forth  to  a  glorious  field  they  march’d  unaw’d, 

ihe  chosen  champions  of  the  living  God  • 

Wbn  fl®??***  triumph’d,  as  the  good  and  just,  ' 
w  ®  such  a  cause,  for  ever  must. 

We  are  their  children!  Have  we  then  no  pride 
Xo  rise  and  combat  on  our  fathers’  side’ 

Are  we  not  sworn  unto  the  sacred  firiit 
lo  crush  the  guilty,  and  defend  thel-ight? 

Xhe  very  blood  that  runs  within  our  veins 
ihrobs  at  the  name  of  prison,  or  of  chains: 

Xhe  cup  of  liberty  is  not  so  small 

Xhat  we  can  drain  it— it  was  fill’d  for  all  7 

Britain,  arise  !  0,  yet  while  it  is  time,  ' 

Xn  such  a  cause  delay  is  worse  than  crime: 

!  -ft  ^  tyrant’s  soul  may  shrink  with  fear ; 
Tht  ,*bat  all  the  world  may  hear; 

Xhy  wiath  as  with  a  herald’s  trump  proclaim  - 
tor  where  is  he  who  quails  not  at  thy  name? 

U  sleep  not,  wait  not,  do  not  taiTy  lon^ — 

Be  just,  be  brave,  be  good  as  thou  art  Ptrong; 
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Come,  thou  fair  Queen ;  for,  as  the  traveller  eyes 

The  first  grey  streaks  upon  the  etistern  skies,  720 

So  earth  has  fix’d  her  anxious  gaze  on  thee: 

Come  forth— come  forth -  thou  idol  of  the  free! 

Warrior  of  Justice  !  Freedom’s  noblest  son, 

Bright  is  the  wreath  of  glory  thou  hast  won, 

Thou  patriot,  worthy  of  the  olden  time — 

Thou  friend  of  right — thou  enemy  of  crime ! 

Creat  Czartoryski,  thy  transcendent  name 
Is  the  last  enter’d  in  the  roll  of  fame : 

Weep  not  because  thou  couldst  not  burst  the  chain, 

For  often  truth  has  drawn  her  sword  in  vain.  730 

More  than  his  blood  the  Spartan  could  not  give, 

And  Cato  died  when  justice  ceased  to  live— 

Yet  do  not  weep,  for  thou  hast  gain’d  a  meed, 

And  won  a  laurel  fresh  and  bright  indeed. 

Thou  more  than  king!  when  ages  yet  unborn 
Shall  brand  the  tyrant  with  the  stamp  of  scorn, 

Those  deeds  of  thine  shall  win  thee  more  renown, 

Than  clings  around  the  best  and  greatest  crown ; 

Fathers  shall  hid  their  children  think  of  thee, 

And  learn  to  worship  truth  and  liberty;  740 

Thou  shalt  he  sung  in  many  a  poet’s  lay, 

As  the  best  champion  of  our  modern  day; 

Pilgrims  shall  come  from  farthest  shores  of  (3arth 
To  see  the  glorious  land  that  gave  thee  birth ; 

A  deeper  homage  than  at  Mecca’s  shrine 
Is  paid  unto  the  Prophet,  shall  be  thine. 

Loved  in  thy  life,  and  honoured  in  thy  grave— 

Such  are  the  glories  that  await  the  brave  ! 

Pear  not,  poor  countiy !  nothing  is  so  great 
But  hath  some  foe  in  those  of  worse  estate;  750 

What  is  so  bright  that  looks  not  faint  and  pale, 

When  seen  through  Jealousy’s  distorted  veil  ? 

The  sun  himself  is  dim,  when  darkness  strips 
Half  of  his  lustre  in  the  slow  eclipse ; 

Yet,  even  as  that  shadow  moves  away, 

And  unjust  night  gives  place  to  glorious  day, 

So  shall  that  gloom  of  terror  and  despair 
Melt  from  thy  brow,  like  vapour  into  air ; 

Pure  and  unblemish’d  as  a  virgin  bride, 

Shalt  thou  go  forth  in  beauty’s  conscious  pride ;  760 

Worship’d  as  one  of  renovated  birth, 

The  last  and  fairest  wonder  of  the  earth, 

In  whom,  as  in  a  Goddess,  we  behold 

All  that  the  poets  feign’d  and  dreamt  of  old. 

Bring  forth  the  crown,  the  robe,  and  royal  gem. 

Kneel  down,  and  bend  the  knee  to  offer  them. 
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Let  none,  except  the  guilty  voice,  be  dumb, 

Shout !  for  the  times  of  happiness  have  come ; 

The  gloom  is  gone,  the  night  hath  pass’d  away, 

We  hail  the  dawning  of  a  glorious  day.  770 

Hope,  the  bright  bird  that  sings  as  soon  as  born, 

Hath  pour’d  his  lay  to  greet  the  rising  morn  ; 

And  Peace,  the  holiest  of  created  things, 

Is  there,  with  balm  and  healing  on  his  wings  ! 

Ye,  who  have  seen  her  in  the  trial  hour, 

When  fear,  and  pain,  and  grief  had  triple  power; 

Ye,  who  have  heard  her  sobs  of  sore  distress, 

And  breath’d  a  blessing  when  none  else  would  bless; 

You  are  the  chosen  of  her  festal  throng, 

Come  forth,  and  join  her  triumph  and  her  song;  780 
She  seeks  the  blessed  shrine  where  freemen  bow, 

To  offer  up  her  thanks,  and  pledge  a  vow: 

Thanks  for  the  spirit  that  has  leapt  abroad, 

And  roused  the  just  to  fight  the  war  of  God! 

Thanks,  for  the  holy  arm  no  more  delay’d, 

Now  lifted  up  to  make  the  proud  dismay’d; 

A  vow  of  sacred  and  undying  birth, 

Against  the  banded  tyrants  of  the  earth, 

Which  in  her  heart  of  hearts  shall  still  remain, 

Till  man  is  cleansed  from  every  blot  and  stain !  790 

He  who  would  live,  come  over  to  her  side, 

Before  that  vow  is  sworn  and  ratified ; 

By  her  a  holy  war,  a  .xust  crusade, 

To  strike  the  powers  of  darkness,  shall  be  made; 

The  sword  which  fathei'S  to  their  sons  bequeath, 

Again  for  freedom  shall  forsake  its  sheath, 

Knit  to  the  hand,  that  never  raised  before 
Its  gleaming  blade  with  such  resistless  power; 

There  will  be  beacons  glaring  through  the  night — 

There  will  be  warriors  arming  for  the  fight  —  800 

There  will  be  gathering  from  the  glade  and  glen, 

Unto  the  camp  of  brave  and  righteous  men ; 

They  will  march  out,  a  pure  and  purging  flame, 

To  free  the  world  from  bondage,  sin,  and  shame ; 

They  will  be  conquerors,  for  who  shall  stay 
To  meet  with  Vengeance  in  its  stern  array 
Then  shall  we  know  the  times  that  bards  of  old. 

And  gifted  prophets  in  their  lays  foretold ; 

Peace  shall  descend  from  Heaven,  and  banish’d  love 
Shall  haunt  again  the  mountain  and  the  grove;  810 
Again  at  shut  of  eve,  and  dawn  of  morn, 

The  low  sweet  notes  of  blessing  shall  be  borne, 

Like  rich  and  fuming  incense  shall  they  rise, 

Earth’s  grateful  tribute  to  the  smiling  skies: 

The  serpent,  Hate,  shall  find  some  cavern  deep, 

And  coil  itself  to  everlasting  sleep : 
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And  Fear  shall  die,  and  Death  itself  grow  mild, 
And  seek  the  aged  as  it  seeks  the  child, 

Its  terrors  sooth’d,  its  anguish  lost  and  gone, 
Itself  a  passport  to  a  blessed  throne ! 

0  come,  my  brothers !  at  her  glorious  sign 
We  go  to  kneel  and  worship  at  the  shrine  - 
We  go  to  pledge  the  oath  with  heart  and  hand, 
As  listed  champions  in  that  chosen  band— 

We  go  to  war  with  enemies  that  lie 

Betwixt  our  life  and  immortality  I 

The  sun  is  climbing  proudly  np  the  skies, 

0  hasten,  hasten,  ye  are  slow  to  rise  ! 

Lo  !»•  they  are  standing  at  the  temple  gate ; 

For  us  alone  the  bridal  train  doth  wait; 

Too  long  already  hath  their  tarrying  been,-  ~ 
Fling  wide  the  portal  to  the  peerless  Queen  I 


HOMER 

I 

Far  in  the  glass  of  the  iiilgean  sea 
There  lies  a  lonely  and  sequester’d  isle, 

Where  Innocence  was  queen— fair  queen !  whom  we 
Desire  to  seek,  but  cannot;  impious  guile 
Was  there  unknown.  The  gentle  and  the  free 
Gazed  on  each  other  with  unclouded  smile, 

And  Beauty,  with  a  hand  of  melting  power, 

Tended  that  garden  like  a  faery  bower. 

II 

A  cottage  stood  wnthin  a  shelter’d  nook, 

Where  a  clear  stream  ran  past  with  joyous  song  lo 
Into  the  bay.  Two  aged  poplars  shook 
Above  the  roof  their  branches  leaved  and  long; 

The  goats  went  pilfering  flowers  beside  the  brook, 

Or  wander’d  up  the  scented  shrubs  among 
That  clothed  a  neighbouring  hill;  the  bee  ilew:  fast 
To  gather  nectar  for  his  sweet  repast. 

III 

An  aged  shepherd  dwelt  within  that  hut, 

The  patriarch  of  his  primitive  domain, 

Who  many  a  year  had  watch’d  the  morning  put 
Its  glowing  belt  across  the  azure  main,  20 

And  seen  the  glooming  gates  of  evening  shut 
When  the  high  lands  were  swathed  with  drizzling  rain ; 
There  was  he  born— there  had  he  lived  alone 
With  two  young  orphans  of  a  perish’d  son. 
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IV, 

They  were  dear  children;  one  with  eyes  as  blue 
As  the  rich  vault  of  heaven,  and  sunny  hair, 
Whose  heart  had  caught  the  gay  and  joyous  hue 
Of  that  glad  climate  and  bewitching  air; 

The  hours  as  swift  as  moments  past  him  flew, 
Sweet  moments— when  the  spirit  knows  no  care 
He  seem’d  from  every  thing  some  joy  to  quaff, 
And  show’d  his  lightness  by  a  gleesome  laugh. 

V 

The  other  was  a  child  of  darker  mood, 

Yet  of  a  temper  mild  as  it  was  brave ; 

Often  beside  the  rocky  cliff's  he  stood, 

And  gazed  for  hours  upon  the  breaking  wave, 
And  then  a  quick  and  hectic  flush  of  blood 
Unto  his  cheek  a  richer  colour  gave; 

He  seem’d  to  commune  with  the  sea  and  sky, 
And  think,  or  dream  of  immortality  ! 

VI 

There  would  he  wait  until  the  patient  night 
Came,  and  the  stars  were  out  and  glittering ; 
Some  distant  from  their  fellows,  pale  and  white, 
Some  wheeling  in  a  clear  and  joyous  ring, 

And  draw  from  them  the  visions  infinite 
Which  Nature’s  glories  to  a  poet  bring, 

When  Silence,  like  an  old  mysterious  priest, 
Unites  the  earth  and  sky  in  holy  rest. 

vir 

He  cared  not  for  the  airy  lays  that  moved 
His  brother’s  heart  to  gladness,  as  the  swain 
Sung  on  some  holiday;  but  when  he  proved 
The  wild  enchantment  of  Amphion’s  strain, 

Or  told  how  Orpheus  for  his  well-beloved, 

Unto  the  Thracian  mountains  did  complain, 

He  sat  and  listened  all  in  silent  tears. 

Mixing  most  strangely  with  their  hopes  and  fears. 

VIII 

And  then  his  heart  beat  ardently,  he  felt 
The  charmed  power  deep  sown  in  poets’  lays  ; 
He  caught  the  spell  that  passion  hath  to  melt 
The  spirit  in  its  many  trancing  ways ; 

And  like  a  new-won  proselyte  he  knelt, 

And  worship’d  beauty  in  his  childish  phrase ; 
And  pray’d,  and  waited  for  a  single  glance 
Caught  from  the  splendour  of  her  countenance. 

Q  3 
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And  on  tlie  winter  iiiglits,  when  by  the  fire 
That  aged  man  told  wondrous  histories 
Of  wars,  and  ancient  kings  who  did  conspire 
To  sack  old  Thebes,  that  child  between  his  Ivnees 
Gazed  on  the  wither’d  features  of  his  sire, 

Intent  with  eager  wistfuliiess  to  seize  70 

The  import  of  each  word,  the  whilst  the  otlier 
Laugh’d  at  the  earnest  posture  of  his  brother. 

X 

So  grew  they  up,  and  time  did  not  estrange 
Their  feelings  with  its  cold  and  noiseless  art; 

One  only  hoped  through  life  ungall’d  to  range, 

And  meet  its  fortunes  with  a  merry  heart ; 

The  other,  too,  had  felt  no  turn  or  change, 

He  knew  he  must  fulfil  a  nobler  part ; 

He  dared  not  check  the  torrent  of  his  mind, 

He  dared  not  die  and  leave  no  name  behind.  80 

XI 

Yet  were  there  many  found  with  eyes  so  blear’d 
By  gazing  on  the  earth  for  ugly  gold, 

Till  every  thing  like  worthless  toys  appear’d, 

That  in  their  market  was  not  bougl.it  and  sold, 

Who  came  to  him,  and  whisper’d  what  they  (ear’tl, 

Then  show’d  their  tale  of  profits  thrice  retold, 

And  urged  him  to  their  mean  and  narrow  wa,ys — 

Fools!  what  is  wealth  to  him  who  covets  prjrisi'? 

XII 

Fools !  you  are  nothing  even  to  your  earth  ; 

What  have  you  done  for  honour  or  for  her  ?  90 

What  have  you  clone,  but  made  a  dreary  dearth 
Of  love  and  beauty  in  her  character? 

My  curse  be  on  his  head,  who  first  gave  birth 
Unto  such  fantasies  as  now  deter 
The  good,  the  great,  the  gifted,  and  the  just, 

From  rising  over  low  and  sordid  dust! 

XIII 

You  have  your  riches,  and  you  ask  no  more ! 

Hare  not  to  pity  him  who  scorns  your  aim ; 

Live  on  and  smile,  and  add  unto  your  store, 

Ye  noble  victors  in  a  noble  game  !  100 

Heap  up  your  riches  on  your  garner  floor, 

But  do  not  speak  to  him  who  seeks  for  fame; 

For  he  is  pledged  unto  another  oath, 

And  there  is  nothing  common  to  you  both. 
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XIV 

He  heard  them  not,  or  heard  them  but  with  scorn. 

He  fled  unto  the  forest,  all  alone; 

There,  couchant  ’midst  the  flowers  and  grass  unshorn, 

He  framed  that  lay  of  rare  and  wondrous  tone, 

Which  even  now  upon  our  lips  is  borne, 

Which  men  of  every  tongue  have  made  their  own ; 
lhat  lay  which  true  and  tearful  passion  hath,  iii 

That  lay  which  tells  of  dire  Achilles’  wrath. 

XV 

It  grew  upon  his  fancy  day  by  day. 

As  love  upon  a  fervid  spirit  grows  ; 

Even  when  he  slept,  the  music  rang  alway, 

And  conjured  pictures  to  his  blank  repose. 

The  darkness  was  an  echo  of  the  day, 

Wherein  some  dream  new  visions  did  disclose  ; 

He  woke  in  kindled  hope,  and  strove  to  write 

In  words  the  speechless  magic  of  the  night.  120 

XYI 

It  was  to  him  a  bright  and  holy  thing, 

His  own  creation  ever  in  his  eyes ; 

A  spell  that  from  its  deep  and  secret  spring 
Called  up  his  strange  and  wondrous  energies. 

The  heavens  alone  behold  him  sit  and  sing 
How  Ajax  combats,  and  how  Hector  dies ! 

And  every  chant  by  love  or  passion  rung, 

Seems  like  a  murmur  from  a  Dryad’s  tongue. 

xvn 

The  heavens  beheld  him,  and  the  earth  was  still. 

There  was  no  calling  voice  or  whisper’d  word  130 
Murmured,  save  where,  far  up  the  wooded  hill, 

Trilled  the  low  twitter  of  some  plaining  bird, 

Or  where  within  the  vale,  the  screened  rill 
Spoke  out,  at  times  by  swooning  fits  unheard  | 

Untrod  by  foot,  unknown  by  other  face, 

Was  this  most  beautiful  and  lonely  place. 

XVIII 

And  even  as  a  limner’s  easy  hand 

Portrays  upon  the  white  and  formless  page, 

A  haunted  scene  within  some  faery  land, 

Or  youthful  form  that  never  smiled  at  age;  140 

So  did  his  rich  and  strong  creations  stand 
Thought-raised,  and  mingled  on  that  silent  stage, 

Until  the  very  wilderness  had  life, 

And  seem’d  to  blaze  with  arms,  and  ring  with  strife. 
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At  lengfcli  his  task  was  ended  and  complete. 

But  then  he  felt  as  if  a  friend  were  gone  : 

The  very  labour  was  a  thing  more  sweet 
Than  reaping  of  the  harvest  he  had  sown  ; 

And  ’twas  a  work  of  pity  to  unseat 
The  queen,  fair  Fancy,  from  her  royal  throne,—  150 
To  turn  his  eyes  from  her  enchanting  look, 

And  fix  them  on  life’s  dull  and  vulgar  l)Ook. 


Again  he  went  unto  his  old  abode, 

But  felt  like  one  who  leaves  a  pleasant  dream 
Of  wandering  through  some  region  all  nntrod 
By  mortal  step,  or  floating  down  a  stream 
Elysian,  underneath  the  shadows  broad 

Of  ancient  trees,  that  screen  the  sultry  beam 
From  off  his  boat,  and  waking  up  to  pain, 

Would  fain  return  unto  his  sleep  again!  160 


XXI 

0,  Twere  a  pleasant  thing  to  rear  a  bower 
Within  the  mazes  of  the  human  heart, 

To  be  a  shelter  from  the  chilling  shower 
Rain’d  upon  nature  by  the  storm  of  art; 

Where  grief  might  have  no  entran'ce,  sin  no  power, 
Where  memory  might  find  refuge  from  the  smart 
Of  all  the  many  wounds  that  man  has  known, 

Since  first  he  wedded  sorrow  as  his  own ! 


xxir 

It  were  a  x3leasant  thing  to  live  and  die 
In  company  with  such  sweet  solitude,  170 

To  bar  the  door  on  sad  reality, 

And  shun  the  world  with  its  intrusive  brood  ; 

Alas !  we  cannot  ’scape  its  ;^iercing  eye, 

It  is  a  foe  that  ever  will  intrude  ; 

For  we  are  bound  nnto  its  constant  sway, 

So  let  us  even  face  it  as  we  may. 

XXIII 

He  bow’d  unto  the  whisper  of  his  soul 
That  urged  him  not  to  rest  or  tarry  there, 

For  such  a  mind  as  his,  the  hard  control 
Was  all  too  narrow  of  that  island  air;  180 

Fame  is  too  x>roud  to  see  or  mark  a  goal 
Within  the  boundary  of  an  atmosphere; 

And  he  who  enters  on  the  lists  of  pride. 

Must  fling  his  scruples  and  their  ties  aside. 
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XXIV 

Then  did  he  visit  each  familiar  place 
Which  as  a  child  and  as  a  boj  he  knew, 

He  went  to  gaze  on  each  remember’d  face, 

To  hear  each  voice,  the  tender  and  the  true. 

To  fold  within  a  last  and  sad  embrace 
Those  that  he  loved  so  deeply;  and  there  grew  190 
Upon  his  heart  a  sick  and  bursting  weight, 

The  very  grief  of  parting  was  so  great. 

XXV 

At  length  he  cross’d  the  broad  and  prison  sea — 

He  was  a  stranger  in  a  foreign  land ; 

He  had  no  friend  to  ask  for  sympathy, 

'  No  brother  with  a  fond  and  helping  hand  ; 

As  nameless  as  some  wondrous  Indian  tree 
Cast  by  the  waters  on  a  northern  strand, 

He  stood  amidst  the  cold  and  busy  ^crowd, 

Then  lifted  up  his  voice,  and  sang  aloud.  200 

XXVI 

He  sang  how  Paris  left  his  native  Troy, 

To  win  fair  Helen  from  her  absent  lord, 

And  how  she  fled  with  that  deceitful  boy, 

Lured  by  his  winning  form  and  melting  word ; 

How  monarchs  swore  to  work  him  dire  annoy, 

And  half  the  world  girt  on  the  vengeful  sword; 

How  Agamemnon  led  the  Grecian  powers. 

And  pour’d  their  battle  round  the  Phrygian  towers. 

XXVII 

He  told  how  from  the  star-inwoven  realm 

The  gods  descended  to  the  earthly  fray,  ,  210 

How  Mars  put  on  his  adamantine  helm 
To  head  the  Trojans  in  their  stern  array; 

How'  dark  Minerva  strove  to  overwhelm 

His  boiling  pride  ;  bow  darkness  conquer’d  day, 

When  Jove  arose  in  all  his  kingly  wrath, 

And  drove  his  thunder  to  its  scorching  path ! 

XXVIII 

Then  fiercer  grew  the  spirit  on  his  tongue, 

When  red  «arpedon  urged  his  furious  car ; 

The  lances  splinter’d,  and  the  corslets  rung, 

As  Ajax  crush’d  into  the  bristling  war!  220 

Above  whose  din  the  shout  of  terror  sprung, 

When  Hector’s  spear  shot,  like  a  falling  star 
That  hath  a  power  to  slay,  but  not  to  wound, 

And  dashed  Patroclus  on  the  gory  ground. 
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XXIX 

Forth  nisli’d  Achilles  in  his  quenchless  ra^e, 

With  heart  as  ardent  as  a  forger'’s  fiaiue  ! 

And  Troy  gave  back,  for  no  one”  durst  enga.ge 
Or  cope  with  him  who  ever  overcame; 

Even  as  a  lion  leaps  from,  out  his  cage, 

When  men  have  deem’d  his  tameless  spirit  tame,  350 
And  gluts  his  vengeance  in  unmeasured  blood, 

So  legions  shudder’d  wlien  he  rush’d  abroad. 


In  vain  .they  fled,  they  stood  a,iid  fought  in  vain, 

For  death  had  cast  a  cha,rm  upon  his  spear ; 

Some  foot  by  foot  went  back,  and  turn’d  again, 

Some  sternly  died,  some  shriek’d,  but  none  might  hear. 
The  warders  look’d  upon  the  shifting  plain, 

And  trembled  when  they  soav  the  foe  so  near; 

And  even  at  the  gates,  the  fugitive 

Look’d  round  and  wonder’d  how  he  chanced  to  live!  2 10 


Alone  the  princely  captain  shunn’d  the  wall, 

To  meet  this  victor  of  all  human  kind ; 

In  vain  he  heard  his  wile,  his  parents  call— 

He  could  not  leave  so  lost  a  field  behind. 

They  saw  them  meet,  they  saw  their  champion  Tali  ~ 
They  shriek’d,  and  wept,  and  wish’d  that  they  win-e  blind ! 
They  saw  the  thongs  thrust  through  his  pim-mul  lands 
And  bought  his  body  from  the  chariot  wlunds.  ’ 

XXXII 

Then  ceased  the  strain.  As  when  a  solemn  tone 
Hath  fallen  from  some  ancient  oracle,  250 

Men  stand  and  listen,  though  the  voice  is  gone, 

As  if  they  thought  once  more  to  catch  the  spell ; 

So  when  the  passion  of  that  tale  was  done, 

No  word,  no  whisper  from  the  hearers  fell; 

They  stood  in  wonder  for  a  little  space, 

Then  read  their  feelings  on  each  other’s  face. 

XXXIII 

They  gave  him  all  lie  sought:  around  his  head 
They  placed  the  Delphic  laurel’s  sacred  wreath. 

0  never  shall  a  leaf  from  thence  be  shed, 

While  bards  have  honour,  or  whilst  man  has  breath  !  260 

There  power  and  glory  were  together  wed, 

To  live  the  second  life  that  knows  no  death; 

There  shall  they  be,  till  earth  has  past  away, 

Till  darkness  wins  dominion  from  the  day. 
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XXXIV 

Ev^n  as  the  beacon  fires  glare  fast  alonff, 
mien  armies  land  upon  a  hostile  shore ; 

Greece  the  passion  of  his  soncr 
RrS  .“en’s  wonder  grew  the  more  - 

Kound  every  wandering  minstrel  did  they  throncr, ' 
do  bid  him  sing  that  story  o’er  and  o’er: 

And  caught  again  a  sparkle  of  the  fires 
inat  blazed  within  the  bosoms  of  their  sires 
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And  those  of  other  lands  were  thrill’d  with  ioy 
magic  songs  he  gave, 
and  silent  plain  of  Troy, 

Where  swift  Scamander  leaps  through  Helle’s  wave, 
chanted  by  the  shepherd  boy, 
who  drove  his  flock  from  many  a  hero’s  grave, 

And  tore  the  plants  of  harsh  and  rank  perfume 

iiiat  grew  and  blossom’d  on  Achilles’  tomb.  280 


XXXVI 

And  if  a  poet  had  no  higher  meed 
Than  this,  it  were  enough ;  enough,  to  make 
A  name  forgotten  as  a  trampled  weed, 

Bloom  into  memory  even  for  his  sake; 

To  clothe  the  earth  with  his  exalted  creed  ; 

To  see  the  spirit  of  the  nations  shake, 

At  the  bare  word  that  leaves  his  kindled  lips, 
As  the  rude  savage  gazes  at  the  ships ! 


XXXVII 

What  tells  of  Priam  save  the  ancient  strain  ? 

Speaks  not  Orestes  from  the  Grecian  stage  ‘? 
Ilion  had  blazed,  and  Dido  bled  in  vain, 

But  that  the  story  lives  in  Vii'gil’s  page  : 
Touched  by  a  single  note,  they  now  remain 
Above  the  wrecks  of  many  a  faded  age, 

Like  columns  in  a  desert,  bare  and  wicfe; 

And  this  is  fame  !  now  what  is  earthly  pride  ? 

XXXVIII 

0  ^happy  days  !  when  there  were  none  to  mar 
The  gush  of  feeling  in  its  sunny  morn ; 

When  no  invidious  lips  waged  rancorous  war, 

Or  struck  down  genius  with  the  blow  of  sconi-; 
On  every  forehead  now  some  graven  scar, 

Cut  in  by  secret  jealousy,  is  bozme ; 

No  heart  can  ojDen  but  ’tis  chill’d  or  crost, 

As  buds  are  smitten  by  the  nightly  frost. 
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XX'XIX 

Why  is  a  poet  now  so  poor  a  thing, 

That  every  common  Inmd  may  liiint  him  down  ? 

fancies  perish  in  their  spring, 

Why  must  he  bend  to  each  ignoble  1  rown 
is  It  that  we  have  lost  the  eagle  wim*- 
And  dare  not  venture  for  the  laurel' crown, 
llnxt  hangs  too  high  for  every  bard  to  rcacln 
And  IS  not  to  be  won  by  vulgar  speech  ? 
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because  the  world  is  old, 

Q  are  waxing  oldcir  too ; 

bo  that  each  lay,  however  swe(»tly  told, 

because  it  is  not  m^w  ? 

Why  then  to  them  the  very  sun  is  cold, 

Ay,  and  their  dull  philosophy  can  see 
iNo  wonder  in  the  strangest  mystery! 

XLI 

In  the  dark  oven  of  their  minds  they  iiarch 
All  nature  s  brilliant  colours  into  om^ : 

Ihey  marvel  nothing  at  the  seasons’  march, 
Ihey  speak  not  of  the  rise  or  set  of  sun  ; 
they  can  dissolve  the  rainbow’s  glorious  arcli, 

Riwi-ison  ; 

secrets  of  the  tomb, 

And  call  It  light  where  it  is  deepest  gloom  ! 

SLII 

«ot  despair;  yet,  even  yet, 

aAi  tv,."'*  A  ^V’ffei-ing  on  our  sky  ; 

And  there  are  planets  when  the  sun  is  set; 

Ana  alter  them  comes  morning  fresh  and  free  ■ 
Some  daring  spirits  on  the  shore  have  met, 

A  T  upon  the  rollino^  sea 

And  there  are  golden  islands  far  away," 
lhat  bask  and  gladden  in  eternal  day. 

xiiti 

Ungathered  blow  the  lilies  by  the  foot 

meadows  green  ; 

I  he  answer  of  its  echoes  is  not  mute,” 

A A”!iAr®iiT  “  Hippocrene  ; 

Briut  ilf  ^  ^'ear  once  more  the  modern  lute 
Knng  its  enchantment  to  the  ancient  scene 
^d  niter  music  to  the  hills  again, 

le  wild  plainings  of  a  lonely  strain. 
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XLIV 

Why  flags  my  tale  ?  Alas,  ’tis  hard  to  turn 
And  chronicle  again  the  faded  past!  ’ 

To  see  alone  the  starry  lights  that  hum 
Within  the  old  empyrean,  and  to  cast 
Vain  looks  upon  the  future  ;  in  their  urn 

shall  be  seen  and  sung  at  last,  350 
When  we  have  past  away,  and  children  then 
Shall  read  of  us,  as  we  of  ancient  men. 

XLV 

liife  is  too  short  !•— the  child  becomes  a  man 
Before  he  knows  how  happy  childhood  is ' 

We  hurry  swiftly  thro’  our  little  span, 

Our  sorrows  soon  forgot,  our  cup  of  bliss 
Almost  untasted.  Hope,  that  ever  ran 
Before  us,  sinks  at  last,  and  then  we  miss 
The  moments  that  have  faded  long  ao^o, 

And  weep  that  aught  should  have'^deceived  us  so.  360 

XLVI 

0 !  few  are  they  who  know  this  ancient  truth, 

And  live  like  misers  hoarding  up  their  time'* 

Age  has  its  gewgaws,  and  fantastic  youth 
Seeks  for  a  memory  in  feeble  rbyme, 

Gathering  some  golden  ears  of  fame,  as  Ruth 
Gleaned  her  scant  harvest  in  the  autumn  prime, 

That  live  perhaps  to  show  the  world  alone 
How  immortality  has  lost  a  son  ! 

XL  VII 

Time  had  not  niarr’d  the  beauty  of  the  isle 

But  left  its  aspect  ever  fair  and  new;  '  370 

Still  bloomed  the  shrubs  upon  the  wooded  hill 
Beside  the  cottage  still  tlie  poplars  o-rew  •  ^ 

And,  even  as  before,  the  leaping  rill  ^ 

Went  murmuring  by,  and  nature  kept  its  hue 
So  well,  that  human  eye  could  hardly  trace 
The  hand  of  time  upon  its  smiling  face. 

XI^VIII 

An  aged  man  sat  in  the  evening  mild, 

And  watch’d  some  young  Icarian  infants  iing 
Flowers  on  each  other  in  their  play;  he  smiled 

Like  dying  winter  on  the  buds  of  spring.  380 

They  were  the  children  of  his  youngest  child, 

Yet  to  his  eye  that  sight  a  tear  did  bring ; 

Perchance  he  thought  upon  the  bygone  day 
When  he  was  mirthful  and  as  young  as  they. 
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XLIX 

Atliwarfc  the  bright  and  quivering-  path  of  gold^ 
Paved  from  the  setting  vSiiii  irnfco  the  shore, 
Landward  there  moved  a  boat,  with  sail  imrolPd, 
And  flapping  by  the  inast ;  when  the  broad  o;u: 
Struck  on  the  beach,  a  feeble  man  and  old 
Stepp’d,  slowly  down  upon  the  shell-strewn  floor, 
,And  a  fair  boy  descending  took  his  hand, 

And  led  his  footsteps  uj)  the  slopiing  striind. 


L 

Blind  seem’d  the  stranger,  and  around  his  brows 
The  snow-white  hair  'waved  thin  as  winds  'went  by ; 
The  burden  almost  of  a  century \s  woes 
Had  bowed  his  head,  and  marred  his  majesty. 

They  near’d  the  cottage,  and  the  shepherd ’rose 
And  looked  upon  him  with  a  pitying  eye, 

Scanning  his  faded  form,  then  with  a  low 

And  gentle  voice  asked,  ^  Stranger,  who  art  thou  ?  ’ 

LI 

‘  Then  am  I  quite  forgot !  ’  with  feeble  cry 
The  stranger  answered,  ‘  Then  I  am  forgot ! 

That  voice  was  speaking  to  my  niemory, 

And  now  I  hear  it!’ — Still' he  answered  not. 

^0  take  me  by  'the  hand  before  I  die  ! 

Methinks  we  parted  on  this  very  spot, 

And  I  have  come  to  ask  a  little  room 
Within  my  native  island  for  my  tomb. 


LII 

*  0  misery !  I  cannot  see  thy  face, 

And  thou  like  me  art  old,  and  haply  blind  ; 

I  am  tby  brother ! ’—With  a  piteous  gaze 
The  old  man  look’d,  as  if  he  thought  to  find 
In  those  worn  features  some  remember’d  trace, 
Then  fell  upon  his  neck—^  Within  my  mind 
There  is  an  image,  yet  I  scarce  can  see 
Wherein  that  image  doth  resemble  thee ! 

LI  1 1 

‘  0 !  ’tis  a  long,  long  time  since  we  have  met, 

And  thou,  my  brother,  thou  art  changed  indeed; 
Thy  face  is  as  a  stranger’s  lace,  and  yet 
My  heart  is  shaking  in  me  like  a  reed  I 
It  asks  me  how  I  ever  could  forget 
A  voice  like  thine;  alas!  I  feel  it  bleed 
With  a  strange  double  wound  of  love  and  pain, 

To  see  thee  thus,  yet  see  thee  once  again! 
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LIV 

*Thou  speakesti  not!’ — He  raised  his  head;  there  hung 
Upon  his  lips  a  smile,  as  o’er  a  grave 
Hangs  one  deserted  blossom ;  on  his  tongue 
Some  accents  filter’d,  hut  they  died,  and  gave 
No  utterance,  his  heart  was  all  unstrung — 

His  mind  was  wandering  darkly  in  its  cave.  430 

They  led  him  from  the  damp  and  chilly  air, 

They  brought  him  to  the  hut,  and  placed  him  there. 

LV 

They  took  a  lute  and  touch’d  it  to  his  ear, 

They  sang  an  ancient,  now  forgotten,  lay, 

To  rouse  him  from  his  trance.  A.  single  tear, 

Forced  by  the  memory  of  another  day, 

Stole  down  his  cheek ;  the  aged  man  drew  near, 

And  whisper’d,  but  the  whisper  pass’d  away 
Unnoticed  and  unheard— he  spoke  again, 

And  took  one  hand — it  fell— ’twas  all  in  vain! 

LVI 

The  string  was  snapt  across,  the  harp  had  shed 
Unto  the  wandering  winds  its  latest  tone; 

The  lamp  was  broken,  and  the  light  was  dead, 

The  fuel  of  his  life  was  spent  and  gone ; 

Unto  the  heaven  of  heavens  the  soul  had  fled, 

And  left  the  mansion  empty  and  alone ! 

They  laid  him  underneath  the  poplar  trees, 

When  the  lone  moonbeam  slept  upon  the  seas. 

LVII 

There  in  a  hunible  grave  he  lies  unknown. 

Pass’d  daily  over  by  the  shepherd’s  tread. 

The  wild-flowers  wave  around;  one  simple  stone, 

Long  since  moss-buried,  is  above  his  head ! 

And  many  a  little  mound  through  Greece  is  shown 
Where  legends  fable  .that  his  dust  is  laid. — - 
What  doth  it  matter  where  the  casket  lies. 

When  the  great  jewel  sparkles  in  our  eyes? 

LVIII 

There  is  a  moral  in  iiiy  tale — Behold ! 

The  children  and  the  men,  they  were  the  same: 

One  was  a  beggar,  poor,  and  blind,  and  old, 

A  wretched  wanderer— Homer  was  his  name!  460 
Ask  you  the  other’s?  More  than  I  have  told 
Lives  not  his  memory  on  the  lips  of  fame. 

Ye  to  whom  life,  and  youth,  and  hope  are  new, 

Oome  near  and  pause, — which  choose  you  of  the  two? 
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Is  there  no  fading-  of  ihy  r.(Oiir;il  Brc% 

Spirit  of  Nature !  "whon  thou  liearst  iln‘  siriri'T 
That  from  thy  chosiui  ami  harmouiouB  !yr<'. 

Was  wont  the  utmost  melody  to  wring,  * 

Snap,  with  the  load  of  its  own  ujurmuriug  V 
Hast  thou  no  dc^stdate  anthem,  tluit  may  main? 

Response  to  such  a  lost  a, ml  hroken  tiling  V 
Hast  thou  no  echoes,  faint  amd  sea.na*  a,wa.ke  ? 

No  music  meet  for  him  who  diiul  for  music’s  sake‘'^ 

Go,  call  the  winds  from  the,  tempestiiouH  north  lo 

Scourge  up  the  niggod  oewuui  from  his  sh»np, 

And  bid  their  fearful  choristry  iling  forth 
Ihe  thunder-organ  d  ehaadj  aiCross  tlu'  deep; 

To  mourn  for  him,  for  whom  I  fain  would  wc(‘p, 

Were  not  mine  eyes  wea,k  traitors  io  my  hrain,  ’ 

That  throbs  bewilderiMl  by  a/  wt*a,ry  hea.p 
^  Of  dull  unfledged  thoughts  of  eom‘m<m  strain. 

That  drive  my  tears  away,  ami  v<*x  me  into  pain! 
Unprison d  tempest,  and  thou,  unknown  ery 
Of  ocean  in  his  wrath,  wliieh  none,  may  luma-  20 

Abroad  within  the  ships  a, ml  liv<^!  pmit  sigh. 

Which  the  great  caii'th  doth  uti.iu’,  when  lier  ear 
Shrinks  from  some  naimdoss  whisper,  like  a,  spmir 
Startling  her  entrails!  ye  were  Inxird  aiond, 

Pouring  your  accents  o’er  ihr.  pmdis  hi<‘r. 

When  the  great  billows  whitmi’d  like  a.  elomi 
Around  the  lifeless  corpse,  and  swafhed  it  in  their  sliroiid  I 

Upon  a  bare  and  diisohited  sliore, 

Where  the  tired  waters  jaaigle  witii  the  sled  Is, 

The  ocean  flung  the  wa-sted  form  it  here  ’  *0 

Amongst  its  ridged  lines  ami  tidied  s\V(dls; 

Ihere  was  he  found.  No  toll  of  chuivhya, rd  ladls 
Rings  for  his  burial;  no  monniers  kecuT 
Watch  o^er  his  coffin,  till  the  iron  nails 
Rivet  him  down— they  laid  him  on  a  heap, 

Like  an  old  Roman  chief  who  shu'ps  his  waJiVless  sleep  I 

It  was  a  hot  and  slumbrous  sunuum-uioon, 

The  sun  was  glaring  like  a  pestihme.e 
Lp  m  the  sky,  and  over  tlie  lagoon 
No  shadow  fell.  The  kiiulled  pile,  IVoto  vv1h‘.ut  40 
Ihe  smoke  oozed  out  in  hreafcli  infjfs  <la,rk  ;ui(l  ilriise, 
^rew  a  short  shadow  on  the  Hand.  Spcllliound 
Was  nature,  and  the  qui(!tudo  iatims.' 

Broken  but  by  the  short  and  eracklin--  nouiul 
Anci  one  lone  seabird’s  scream,  that  llo.w  in  cinder  round 
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The  master  of  the  lyre  stood  near,  his  eye 
AVander’d,  as  when  some  doomed  man  doth  read 
A  prophet’s  warnings  of  calamity. 

And  one  was  there,  who  leant  his  throbbing  head 
Against  a  tree ;  his  very  heart  did  bleed  50 

Within  him  like  a  brother ’s.'-"Weep  anew! 

God  shield  thy  spirit  in  its  119^^^  need, 

Thou  persecuted  man  1  for  it  is  true, 

And  just,  and  good,  though  some  would  pierce  it  through 
and  through. 

They  scatter’d  water  from  the  silent  sea. 

When  that  strange  sacrifice  Imd  ceased  to  burn ; 

And  with  slow  hands  they  gather’d  patiently 
The  ashes  in  a  white  and  sculptured  urn  : 

To  no  unholy  charnel  was  it  borne, 

Nor  laid  beneath  the  aisle  of  sacred  dome —  60 

No !  where  the  clouds  might  weep  and  breezes  mourn, 
They  dug  midst  ancient  dust  his  narrow  home, 

Where  men  of  old  were  laid  beneath  the  walls  of  Rome. 

There,  with  the  poets  of  another  age, 

He  sleeps  the  dreary  night  that  hath  no  day. 

0 !  it  were  worth  a  long,  long  pilgrimage 
To  kneel  beside  his  tomb — to  kneel  and  pray. 

Where  prayer  were  passion  !—Hath  not  sick  decay 
Pass'd  from  him  as  from  soime  embalmed  saint  ? — 

R,ouse  thee,  my  heart,  and  thou  shalt  hence  away,  70  • 
Freed  from  this  dull  and  wearying  constraint. 

And  stand  beside  the  shrine,  so  free  from  earthly  taint. 

Lo  !  from  the  Aventine,  the  charmed  moon 
Shines  through  the  columns  rear’d  into  the  night, 

And  the  low  winds  in  their  autumnal  tune 
Waft  the  thin  clouds,  fringed  with  a  watery  white, 
Across  li,er  disk,  obscuring  bulf  froin^  sight 
The  sleep'hush’d  city.  All  beneath  is  dark, 

Save  where  a  shifting  and  uncertain  light, 

Far  down  upon  the  Tiber,  serves  to  mark  80 

The  slow  arid  heedful  course  of  some  belated  bark. 

I  stand  without  the  old  Roi^^olean  wall_ 

Amongst  the  tombs,  and  here  my  task  is  done  ; 

For,  by  the  straggling  gleair^s  of  light  that  fall 
Close  by  my  feet,  upon  a  carven  stone, 

I  read  the  epifcapb,  Heee  XiiETH  one 

Whose  name  was  writ  iN  water’.  Child  of  fame! 

Thou  who  didst  perish  ere  thy  prize  was  won, 

False  are  those  words— thy  unforgotten  name  89 

Is  blotless,  deathless  now ;  ’tis  writ  in  words  of  flame ! 
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Do  thou  forgive  me,  tba,t  rny  l(M5blc  tongue, 

0  Adonais !  hath  no  otlier  wtave 
Tuned  to  tliy  memory,  for  tlion  wori,  smig 
By  him,  whose  woiafis  a,  proud  charm  to’save 
irom  Lethe  s  waters.-— -Lo  I  upon  thy  grave 
The  shadow  of  his  stone  streamis  <(c(‘p  a,l-liwart ; 

Even  as  his  spirit  strove  to  shield  iim!  Hav<,i 
Thy  relics  from  the  shar|)  and  hitinr  (hirt, 

That  fell  like  withering  ice  upon  tliy  noble  hoar!. ! 

Above  his  ashes  the  light-r<‘a,tiun''d  gra.ss  jo, 

Bends  its  tall  head  bcdoin^  tln^  moaiuue,'  wind 
lhat  whispers  by,  as  if  tin*  voie.u  did  pa,ss 
Of  some  invisible  and  spirit  mimi  ; 

As  when  the  sweet  iiud  lovelorn  Syrinx  pi  nod 
Into ^ the  earth,  the  coascdous  laHuls  a.b{)ve, 

Sigh’d  with  a  music  of  no  common  kiml; 

Eoi  the  sick  soul  w<is  ever  iK'aa’,  aaul  wovrj 
The  sounds  in  thrilling  notes,  and  ov(‘ry  note  wa.;-  lovr‘  ! 

There  is  a  little  hillock  close  Ix^sidcn 

O’ergrown  with  scented  wiuuls  and  b’lossoujs  wild  ;  m; 

lor  here  the  gentle  Earth  dared  not  divide 

The  stem  and  branch,  the  father  a, ml  ilie  rhihi  ! 

Is  not  the  tomb  a  elmmber  calm  aaid  mild, 

When  sanctified  by  kindred  shag)  likt;  thiaV 
When  love  lies  buried,  and  so  uiuhdiled 
Is  death  not  sloml)(;r,  is  not  shimher 
A  minor  of  bright  things  when’;  nmiglit  unludy  i;; V 

Ah !  as  the  scented  gra,sK  is  led  with  dew 
When  morning  eniiu’s  on  Ins  glowing’  <pn*st, 

As  the  sea-wearied  niai-inm'  doth  view  ’  i-^c 

His  own  loved  shores  thromal  in  tin;  gold(m  wr;-l  ; 

So  are  such  thoughts  sw<xit  visions  of  e,a,lm  rc;.l 
lo  those  who  voya-,,  on  this  <lan-ci'uus  stream' 

Ut  life,  where  meditation  is  at  b(‘sf, 

The  faint  cold  solace  of  a  fainting  gleaan 
Aad  when  joy  seems  to  smile,  aliiH,' it  (lotli'bni,  semu  ! 

Away  unto  thy  task,  ray  heart,  a, way  ' 

Such  words  the  coldly  wise  will  hra'-h  to  sreias 
ts  thy  dream  past  or  broken  V  Lol'  l.ln;  .lay 
Across  the  purple  mountain  topn  is  Irarrai;’  i-o 

the  silver  mists  are  fralin;^  in  the  morn, 

The  twitter  of  the  birds  is  waking  luxir 
Within  the  bosom  of  the  Bcwite.rthorn 
And  the  wide  river’s  coils  arc  e.|ancin- ’chrar-- 
Away,  my  heart,  away-wliy  dost  thou  Jin-,,,-  hcr,.v 

*  Keats,  Shelley,  and  his  infant  child,  aro  buried  side  liy  si.ie. 
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0  weary  life !  0  unaccomplislaed  joy ! 

Where  ev’n  desjpair  is  faint,  and  meek,  and  mild — 

An  early  haunting  care  is  with  the  boy, 

That  never  dull’d  the  forehead  of  the  child ; 

We  journey  on,  till  twenty  years  have  piled  140 

Within  the  brain  a  heap  of  maxims  sage, 

Then  comes  the  struggle,  selfish,  stern,  and.  wild; 

Gold  is  the  only  God,  till  heavy  age 
Bows  its  hoar  head  to  death — so  ends  our  pilgrimage  ! — 

The  name  is  buried  too,  unless  it  live 
Link’d^ to  the  breathings  of  a  godlike  heart; 

Fpne  is  the  sole  elixir,  that  can  give 
Life  and  eternity  !  It  is  the  part, 

Poet,  that  thou  didst  choose ;  within  the  mart 
Of  this  wide  world  that  precious  merchandise  150 

Is  rarely  sought  or  found. — Thou  didst  not  start, 
Though  malice,  and  the  glare  of  envious  eyes, 

And  words  ot  poison,  are  the  meed  of  him  who  buys. 


No  monument  was  rear’d  on  Pompey’s  shrine, 

For  shrine  it.  surely  is  where  heroes  lie — 

Even  so  the  tombstone  that  is  rear’d  on  thine 
Is  scarce  a  motto  to  thy  memory  ; 

Bust  will  to  dust,  yet  some  things  may  not  die  ; 

The  songs  of  Grecian  and  of  Roman  time, 

And  thine,  and  more,  have  pinions,  and  will  fly  160 
Like  eagles  in  their  proud  and  glorious  prime, 

Seen  in  their  place  of  pride,  yet  far  from  earth  and  crime. 

Thine  eye  was  like  thy  heart --thou  coukTst  not  view 
The  burdens  under  which  we  struggle  on, 

And  not  lament ;  men  blindly  come  and  strew 
Thorns  for  our  naked  feet,  and  for  their  own; 

The  earth  sends  up  a  universal  -groan 
Beneath  its  own  oppression; — thou  wert  made 
For  those  bright  ages  that  have  long  since  gone, 

When  love  was  virtue,  virtue  had  no  shade —  170 

Alas !  that  man’s  faint  heart  hath  let  those  ages  fade ! 

Thon  wert  a  comet  men  beheld  and  wonder’d, 

Yet  fear’d  withal  — thy  very  word  was  power; 

Thou  spak’st  of  thunder,  and,  behold,  it  thunder’d  I 
Thou  spak’st  of  beauty,  and  a  blushiug  shower, 

Like  Banae’s  gold  within  the  brazen  tower, 

Rain’d  on  our  open  hearts,  until  we  felt, 

Beyond  restraint,  the  spirit  of  the  hour 
Moving  around  us,  like  the  magic  belt  179 

Wove  by  the  Siren’s  song,  that  all  it  touch’d  could  melt. 
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Whence  cume  the  river  of  ediercal  li.rh(, 

Ihe  Phleg-ethon  of  song,  Unif  . . . 

Ha  h  leapt,  and  lighled  up  (1„.  vuh‘  of 

With  clearer  rays  iiuin  ('vcr  aec-ii'uf, 

Who  hast  decipher  d  vvitli  the  glance  of  v„u||,  " 

the  secret  wisilom-taldctK  of  aira.r,. 

Where  didst  thou  gain  such  wond'rons  i.ower'^  |„ 
Leander  was  thy  name,  thy  llero’.s  name  was  Trull, T  ’ 

She  was  the  mark  that  led  thee  through  tlie  do,.,, 
lo  combat  with  the  rude  ;uid  hoisit^roirs  wives  ’ 

Moat  like  the  torch  upon  the  Seatoa  .steep  " 

Ihcit  may  not  burst  our  (^hain  '  'I’hr  viwm'tHr 
Are  open  for  us,  and  we  eaiiiiot  li'Id 
iuat  which  we  seek*  dniilUk,  vi.u.  ....  j 

nd  then  our  guiding  llame  i.s  .sca.tter’<l  hy  Ihe  wind. 

0,  ye  faint  echoes  of  a  .still-hon,  aigi,  , 

0,  loosen  d  murmurs  of  au  early  strim., 

0,  thou  most  sad,  most  dull  mom,ton\^ 

Ot  untuned  song,  tha,t  from  the  .sjdrit's  siuimr 
Chimes  in  such  drow.sy  fall,  alongat  a,  riu..-  ^ 

CheX^"“  !  what  envious  (I, nil 

Cliecks  your  concordance  with  liis  heaw  , 

Why  are  ye. thus  so  fhrilles  ^  f  ' 

So  slumbrous  in  your  rkse,  so  fallerVr  in  ;o!u.  (Ull  V 

it  is  because  ye  rapid  inward  river 

siSiiii . ^ 

ThaTthp^!  otlmr  aid  allbrds'"  ” 

r  earth’s  dist^r^S/unJ?  the 'Id'lllrulT^Vlip,, , 

. . 

stiirnSiisSr.m^^^ 

A  .Ming  s;  tSt. 
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APPENDIX  I 

APPENDIX  TO  ‘LAYS  OP  THE  SCOTTISH 
CAVALIEES’ 

[First  appeared  in  Second  Edition,  1840] 

EXAMINATION  OF  THE  STATEMENTS  IN  MR.  MACAULAY'S 
HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND,  REGARDING  JOHN  GRAHAME 
OP  CLAVERHOUSE,  VISCOUNT  OF  DUNDEE. 

‘  Discardiyig  modern  historians^  icho  in  too  many  instances  do  not  seem 
io  entertain  the  slightest  scruple  in'^  dealing  with  the  memory  of  the  dead.' 

Preface  to  Burial-March  of  Dundee  ™P.  88. 

Since  the  first  edition  of  this  volume  was  published, 
Mr.  Macaulay’s  long-promised  History  of  England  has  been 
given  to  the  public.  Without  wishing  in  any  way  to  detract 
from  the  general  merits  of  a  work  which  has  already  attained 
so  great  popularity,  but,  on  the  contrary,  acknowledging  with 
gratitude  the  delight  I  have  received  from  its  perusal,  I  must 
take  the  liberty  of  challenging  its  accuracy  with  regard 
to  many  of  the  details  referring  to  Scottish  events,  more 
especially  those  connected  with  the  proceedings  which  were 
instituted  against  the  Covenanters.  With  the  political  con¬ 
clusions  drawn  by  the  learned  and  accomplished  author, 
1  have  of  course  nothing  to  do  :  these  fall  within  the  sphere 
of  private  judgment ;  and  though  I  differ  from  him  very 
largely  in  his  estimate  both  of  men  and  measures,  I  am  not 
entitled  to  enter  into  such  an  argument.  But  the  facts  set 
forth  by  an  historian  are  public  property,  and  1  shall  now 
proceed  to  e.pmine  the  charges  which  Mr.  Macaulay  has 
brought  against  Lord  Dundee,  and  the  authorities  upon 
which  those  charges  have  been  founded. 

With  reference  to  the  proceedings  in  the  west  of  Scotland, 
during  the  year  1685,  Mr.  Macaulay  says:  ‘Those  shires 
in  which  the  Covenanters  were  most  numerous  were  given 
up  to  the  licence  of  the  army.  With  the  army  was  mingled 
a  militia,  composed  of  the  most  violent  and  profligate  of 
those  who  called  themselves  Episcopalians.  Pre-eminent 
among  the  bands  which  oppressed  and  wasted  these  unhappy 
districts  were  the  dragoons  commanded  by  James  Graham 
of  Claverhouse.  The  story  ran  that  these  wicked  men  used 
in  their  revels  to  play  at  the  torments  of  hell,  and  to  call 
each  other  by  the  names  of  devils  and  damned  souls.  The 
chief  of  this  Tophet  on  earth,  a  soldier  of  distinguished 
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courage  and  professional  skill,  but  ra|)a, cions  and  profane  of 
violent  temper  and  of  obdurate  heart,  has  left  a  name  whi’eh 
wherever  the  Scottish  race  is  settled  on  tlie  face  of  the  <vlobe’ 
is  mentioned  with  a  peculiar  energy  of  Imtred.’  ^  ‘  ’ 

these  are  hard  words :  let  us  now  see  bow  tliey  arc'  iustdied 
The  name  which  has  been  left  by  Mti(‘  ctiicf  df  thi's  I'ophet 
on  1  earth’  is  at  all  events  not  that  wliich  ba,s  bocu  sot  imdk 
by  Mr.  Macaulay  in  his  History.  Tlien'  luwer  was  a,ny  sindi 
person  as  James  Grab, am.  of  Clav(irlioiis<‘.  \V(‘  kiiow  imhaul 
of  one  James^  (Iratuiiue  who  was  c.onspidmous  in  8<H)ttish 
history,  and  his  naane  has  ere  now  bcuni  <'k posed  tio  a,s  inneli 
calumny  and  vituperation  as  is  still  bivishrd  on  bis  <mlla.ni 
rektive;  but  loyalists  venerate  iiiin  a,s  tlui  giva.t  l\?a,nuiis 
ol  Montrose.  Joim  Geaiiame  of  Otuandionse  w(‘  know  a, Iso’ 
speak  ot  him  as  the  Viscount  of  l)nndt‘c.  ihit  of 
Mr.  Macaulays  James  Graham  w(^  know  ludibino' *  mdllier 
has  that  name,  as  applied  to  Claverhousc,  a  plaT^i  in  anw 
accredited  history  save  his  own. 

It  may  appear  trivial  to  insist  upon  a  rnistalng  which 
however, has  been  perpetuated  through  soveral  editions;  hut 
it  IS  not  without  its  iiiijuirtamni.  No  maai  reaJly  fa.iniliar 
with  the  history  of  Scotland  couM  have,  <'.onimitted,  sueh 
a  blunder;  he  might  just  a,s  well  lniv(‘  ta.lk(Ml  of  thn 
A  j  Douglas,  or  of  To  hi  a, s  Ihunlolph,  Ma.rl  of  Moray. 

And,  therefore,  in  repeated  instaaiccs,  wlnm  Seotland  or  the 
boots  are  mentioned,  w<^  find  Mr.  Ma,eaulay’s  a.ssertious  at 
variance  with  the  ordimuy  records  of  history.  JhJee  for 
example,  Ins  statement  that  ‘  the  bc.oitish  '  people ’’ Imd 
butchered  their  first  James  in  his  h(‘(l<dmmher,’  which  is 
just  about  as  correct  as  if  w(‘.  were  to  say  that  the  iHiople 
of  Prance  butchered  Henry  IV,  heeaaise  tha,t  monare.li  was 
assaasmated  by  Ravillac,  or  tliat  the  Hritish  .laJion  approves 
of  4*egicide  because  a  mania,c  has  fired  at  tln^  qiwan  !  \surely 
Mr.  Macaulay,  before  exerting  his  rlnitoric,  to  blacktm  tlie 
character  of  so  eminent  a  personage  as  Lord  Dundee,  might 
have  taken  the  trouble  to  consult  some  record  of  the  pijcragc 
for  his  name.  ^  ® 

^Mr.  Macaulay  is  pleased  to  stigmatise  Clavorhouse  by  using 
the  epithet  rapacious’.  This  is  altogether  a  new  olmrge, 
and  for  it  he  has  not  vouchsafed  the  sligliiest  authority. 

ruel,  bloody,  and  profane  are  epithets  with  wliich  we  are 
lamiliar;  writers  on  the  Covenanting  side  have  used  them 
over  and  over  again;  and  if  the  narratives  upon  which  they 
proceed,  and  which  many  of  them  conscientiously  believe, 
were  authenticated,  they  are  unquestionably  iustified  in 

To  ^  a  new  charge.  The 

worst  foe  of  Claverhonse  never  yet  hinted  that  there  was 
anything  mean  or  sordid  m  Ms  disposition.  No  instance  of 
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bribery  can  be  alleged  against  him  ;  lie  levied  no  contribu¬ 
tions  and  with  every  opportunity  within  his  reach  of 
amassing  a^  large  fortune,  he  died  in  comparative  poverty. 
I  am  certain  that  no  man  really  acquainted  with  Scottish 
history,  whatever  be  his  political  or  traditional  opinions,  will 
gainsay  me  in  this  ;  and  as  this  particular  charge  has  been 
brought  forward  without  a  shadow  of  authority  to  support 
it,  1  can  only  express  my  regret  that  an  author  who  can 
write  so  well  should  be  so  reckless  in  the  choice  of  his 
epithets. 

Ihe  ‘profanity’  imputed  to  Claverhouse  deserves  a  few 
words.  So  lar  as  I  can  discover,  the  charge  is  founded  upon 
certain  expressions  said  to  have  been  used  by  him  immediately 
after  John  Brown, _  the  carrier  of  Priestfield,  was  shot.  If 
used,  the  charge  is  amply  proven.  I  shall  presently  have 
occasion  to  consider  the  historical  vouchers  for  this  remark¬ 
able  story,  upon  which  so  great  stress  has  been  laid,  and  t© 
state  my  grounds  for  maintaining  that  it  is  utterly  unworthy 
of  credence.  In  the  mean  time,  and  as  to  the  general  charge, 
I  shall  content  myself  by  quoting  the  words  of  a  witness 
who  was  personally  acquainted  with  Dundee,  and  whose 
testimony  is  liable  to  no  other  exception,  save  what  may  be 
cast  upon  him  in  his  capacity  of  a  gentleman  and  a  Jacobite. 

‘  His  Lordship  was  so  nice  in  point  of  honour,  and  so  true  to 
his  word,  that  he  never  was  known  once  to  break  it.  From 
this  exactness  it  was  that  he  once  lost  the  opportunity  of 
an  easy  victory  over  Mackay  in  Strathspey,  by  dismissing 
Captain^  Forbes ;  who,  meeting  the  two  troopers  sent  by  the 
Lord  Kilsyth,  not  only  discovered  that  intelligence,  but 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  Highland  army,  as  I  have  formerly 
related.  This  is  the  only  real  error  chargeable  in  his  conduct, 
while  he  commanded  in  this  war.  But  this  is  the  more 
excusable,  that  it  proceeded  from  a  principle  of  religion, 
whereof  he  was  strictly  observant ;  for,  besides  family  worship 
performed  regularly  evening  and  morning  at  his  house,  he 
retired  to  his  closet  at  certain  hours  and  employed  himself 
in  that  duty.  This  I  affirm  upon  the  testimony  of  several 
that  lived  in  his  neighbourhood  in  Edinburgh,  where  his 
office  of  Privy  Councillor  often  obliged  him  to  be  ;  and  par¬ 
ticularly  from  a^  Presbyterian  lady  who  lived  long  in  the 
storey  or  house  immediately  below  his  Lordship’s,  and  who 
was  otherwise  so  rigid  in  her  opinions  that  she  could  not 
believe  a  good  thing  of  any  person  of  his  persuasion,  till  his 
conduct  rectified  her  mistake.’  ^ 

As  for  the  general  morality  of  the  dragoons,  I  do  not  feel 
myself  called  upon  to  prove  that  they  were  faultless  patterns 
of  virtue.  I  shall  not  aver,  as  Mr.  Macaulay  has  done  of  the 
Puritans,  ‘  that  in  that  singular  camp,  no  riot  was  heard,  no 

^  Memoirs  of  Sir  Bwen  Oatneron  of  Loclidll. 
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drunkenness  or  gambling'  was  seen  I  believe ausfcerifc^r 
was  never  yet  the  prevailing  characteristic  of  any  barrack, 
and  I  should  be  sorry  to  overstate  iny  case  by  random  lauda¬ 
tions  even  of  the  Scottish  Life-Guards.  But  when  we  are 
gravely  told  that  these  soldiers  ‘  used  in  their  revels  to  play 
at  the  torments  of  hell,  and  to  call  each  otlier  by  the  names 
of  devils  and  damned  souls’,  one’s ^  curiosity  is  certainly 
excited.  The  pastime  is  fortunately  not  a,  common  one;  it 
was  not  recommended  in  the  Book  of  Sports,  whicli  gave 
such  exceeding  offence  to  the  Puritans :  and  the  nomenclature 
alleged  to  he  employed  would  imply  an  intimate  knowledge 
of  Demonology  far  from  usual  with  the  soldiery  ol  that;  period. 

I  look  to  Mr.  Macaulay’s  note  for  his  authority,  and  I  lind  it 
appended  in  the  shape  of  the  venerated  name  ol  VVodrow. 

English  readers  can  hardly  be  supposed  to  know  what 
manner  of  man  thisWodrow  was,  whom,  in  preference  to 
any  other  chronicler,  Mr.  Macaulay  has  thought  fit  to  follow 
with  reference  to  that  period  of  Scottish  history.  It  may 
therefore  be  proper,  very  shortly,  to  give  a  brief  account  of 
his  writings,  style,  notions,  and  credibility.  ^ 

Robert  Wodrow,  minister  at  Eastwood,  is  tolenrlily  well 
known  to  Scottish  anticpiaries  as  the  author  ol  iavo  works  - 
the  History  of  the  Church  of  t^cothtnd^  and  the  Analecta,  ov 
Materials  for  a  History  of  lieinarkahle  I^rooidences,  mostly 
relating  to  Scotch  Ministers  and-  (Uiristiaiis,  11  was  horn 
in  1679,  was  consequently  a  mere  child  at  i.hc  time,  ol^^the 
Revolution,  and  gave  his  History  to  Ibe  world  in  I7'dl.  That 
History,  according  to  his  own  acconnt,  wu.s  (‘ompiUul  partly 
from  existing  documents,  and  partly  from  ilu',  narrativti  ol 
persons  who  had  orally  communicatesd  with  the  a.uthor;  and 
a  most  extraordinary  history  it  is,  in  cv(‘ry  Hens(‘  ol  the  'word. 

Born  in  a  credulous  age,  Wodrow  was  midowi^d  with  a 
power  of  credulity  which  altogether  transccmUal  bounds. 
He  has  not  unaptly  been  styled  the  Scoti.ish  Aubr<\y,  though 
Aubrey  by  the  side  of  Wodrow  would  almost^  a,i)p(;ar  a  sco[)tic. 
The  Romish  miracles  sink  into  iusigniiicaaxce,  com])a-r(ul  with 
those  recorded  by  Mr.  Macaulay’s  pi^.t  a,uth()rily.  ^  I  hit  lor  tln^ 
numerous,  though  possibly  unintentional  profanities,  and 
the  grossness  of  some  of  the  anecdotes  which  are  scattm:ed 
over  its  pages,  the  Analecia  would  be  pleasant  rca.<ling.  W<i 
learn  from  Wodrow  how  Elizabeth  Kcnmidy,  sister  to 
Hugh.  Kennedy,  Provost  of  Ayr,  being  extremely  ill  ol  stomg 
declined  submitting  to  a  surgical  operation,  ami  how  ilie 
calculus  was  miraculously  dissolved  at  the  intercession  of 
a  prayer-meeting  assembled  in  her  house-  W (b  read  of  corpses 
sitting  up  in  bed,  announcing  to  the  terrified  mourners  the 
judgments  of  another  world;  of  Mr.  John  Campbell  of 
Craxgie,  minister,  who  had  an  interview  with  the  devil, 
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not,  however,  unpvofitably,  for  he  thereby  escaped  eatino- 
a  poisoned  hen  for  supper ;  of  rats  which  were  sent  as  special 
warnings  to  the  Reverend  Mr.  David  Williamson ;  of  the  ghost 
ot  a  barber  which  appeared  to  the  Reverend  Mr.  William 
Jbeslie;  of  a  gifted  horse  in  Annandale,  which  could  cure 
the  kings  evil ;  and  of  a  thousand  similar  instances  of 
ludicrous  superstition.  These  anecdotes  are  not  confined  to 
private  individuals— for  persons  of  note  and  name  are  made 
to  figure  in  the  pages  of  Wodrow.  Take  as  an  example  the 
following  morccdie  of  history,  gravely  narrated  of  Archbishop 
liP®  •  another  time,  Archbishop  Sharpe,  presiding 
in  the  Privy  Council  was  earnest  to  have  Janet  Douglas 
’^oard,  accusing  her  of  sorcery  and 
r  brought,  she  vindicated  herself 

ot  that  alleged  crime ;  declaring,  though  she  knew  very 
well  who  were  witches,  yet  she  was  not  one  herself,  for  she 
was  endeavouring  to  discover  those  secret  hellish  plots,  and 
to  countermine  the  kingdom  of  darkness.  The  Archbishop 
insisted  she  might  oe  sent  away  to  the  King’s  plantations  in 
the  West  Indies.  She  only  dropt  one  word  to  the  Bishop: 
-  My  Lord,  _sa,ys  she,  “who  was  you  with  in  your  closet 
on  Saturday  night  last,  betwixt  twelve  and  one  o’clock?”' 
upon  which  the  Bishop  changed  his  countenance,  and  turned 
black  and  pale,  and  then  no  more  was  said.  When  the 
Council  rose  up,  the  Duke  of  Rothes  called  Janet  into  a  room, 
^Sf.pwvately  “  who  that  person  was  that  was 
With  the  Bishop?  SJie  refused  at  first;  hut  he  promising 
upon  his  word  of  honour  to  warrant  her  at  all  hands,  and 
that  she  should  not  be  sent  to  America,  she  says,  My  Lord 
it  was  the  ineikle  black  devil !  ”  ’  ^  ^  v  r 

This  m  in  reality  a  mild  specimen  of  Wodrow ;  but  it 
may  suffice  to  show  the  mental  constitution  of  the  mam 
Against  his  mirness  I  shall  make  no  charge,  though  Mr„ 
Kirkpatrick  Sharpe,  in  his  notes  appended  to  Kirkton’s 
rlistory,  has,  I  think,  incontestably  shown,  from  Wodrow’S' 
existing  manuscripts,  that  he  purposely  garbled,  or  at  least, 
omit^d  to  quote,  such  parts  of  the  correspondence  of  the 
Archbishop  of  St.  Andrews  as  would  have  efiectually  ' refuted 
some  ot  the  calumnies  then  current  against  that  unfortu- 
nate  prelate.  At  present,  I  merely  look  to  Wodrow  as 
Macaulay's  informant;  and  I  find,  on  referring  to  the 
History ,  that  the  following  passage  is  founded  on.  ^  Dread- 
4k  ’  Wodrow,  were  the  acts  of  wickedness  done  hw 
soldiers  at  this  time,  and  Lagg  was  as  deep  as  any* 
Ihey  used  to  take  to  themselves  in  their  cabals  the  names- 
ot  devils  and  persons  they  supposed  to  be  in  hell,  and  with 
whips  to  lash  one  another  as  a  jest  upon  hell.  But  I  shall 
draw  a  veil  over  many  of  their  dreadful  impieties  I  meet 

^  So  in  all  editions  ;  qy.  read  ‘  what  ’  — En. 
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with  ill  papers  written  at  this  timer  It  is  hardlj  worth 
while  to  remark  that  this  pa,ssai’'e  does  not,  in  the  sH,i>’ht(‘st 
degree,  refer  to  the  troops  uiahn*  the  command  of  (davci- 
hoiise,  but  to  the  militia  or  local  force  whicli  wa,s  ra,is(Ml  !)j 
Grierson  of  Lagg.  This  story  is  specially  told  of  Gri(;rson 
by  Howie  in  Bkxjnvphia  Sayticatia—  n  work  to  wln(di  I  adhide 
simply  for  the  purpose  of  showing  against  whom  tlui  h^gamd 
was  directed.  For  any  authentic  historicaJ  information 
we  shall  search  that  Apocrypha  in  vain,  80  much  for 
Mr.  Macaulay’s  accuracy  in  aitplying  the  imiteriads  of  liis 
veracious  authority;  but  surely  the  alisurdity  of  such  sLutf 
renders  refutation  unnecessary?  Mr.  Mncaulay,  however, 
goes  beyond  Wodrow,  even  in  minuteiu'ss,  for  in  a  subsequent 
paragraph  he  particularises  the  very  muiuis  wliieh  wcu-e  used, 
as  those  of  Beelzebub  and  Apollyon  !  He  might  with  equal 
propriety  have  adopted  the  phraseology  of  Auei(mt  Pistol, 
and  gravely  informed  us  that  the  Scottish  mode  of  military 
accost  was,  ‘  How  now,  Mephostophilus  ?  ’  ^ 

We  next  arrive  at  the  story  of  John  Brown,  which  I 
am  particularly  anxious  to  expiscate.  d'liis  (,ale  is  usually 
brought  forward  as  the  crowning  iustamce  of  the  cnudty  ®f 
Claverhouse ;  it  has  repeatedly  formed  the  subject  of  romance 
and  illustration ;  and  authors  of  no  iru^an  power  luive  vied 
with  each  other  in  heightening  the  horror  of  its  details. 
Some  of  the  grosser  fables  regarding  that  disturlxul  period 
have  lost  their  hold  of  the  popular  belief— for  exagg(n-ation 
may  sometimes  be  carried  so  far  as  entirely  to  neutraliKSO  its 
purpose.  But  the  Priestfield  tragedy  is  still  an  article  of 
the  peasant’s  creed ;  and,  as  it  has  hitluu-to  t)een  allowed  to 
pass  without  examination,  it  has  furnished  an  ov(U'whelming 
reply  to  those  who  deny  the  authenticity  of  the  mass  of 
Covenanting  tradition.  I  am  not  ashauKul  to  own  that  I 
have  a  deep  regard  for  the  memory  of  Lord  Dundee  ■  a  regard 
founded  on  a  firm  belief  in  his  public  ami  private  virtues, 
his  high  and  chivalrous  honour,  and  his  unshaken  loyalty  to 
his  sovereign.  But  those  feelings,  however  strong,  would 
never  lead  me  to  vindicate  an  action  of  wanton  and  barbarous 
cruelty,  or  even  attempt  to  lessen  the  stigma  l)y  a  frivolous 
or  dishonest  excuse.  No  cause  was  ever  ellVctually  served  by 
mean  evasion,  any  more  than  it  can  be  promoted  by  unblush¬ 
ing  exaggeration  or  by  gross  perversion  of  facts.  The  charge 
has  been  distinctly  made,  and  I  now  propose*,  to  examine  the 
authority  upon  which  it  is  founded,  as  gravely  and  minutely 
as  though  it  concerned  the  character  of  the  living,  and  not 
merely  the  memory  of  the  dead.  Mr.  Macaulay  shall  speak 
for  himself :  — 

‘John  Brown,  a  poor  carrier  of  Lanarkshire,  was,  for 
his  singular  piety,  commonly  called  the  Christian  carrier. 

i  Mephostophilus]  Mephistophiiua  1B6B 
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Many  years  later,  wlien  Scotland  enjoyed  rest,  prosperity, 

and  religious  freedom,  old  men,  who  remembered  the  evil 
days,  described  him  as  one  versed  in  divine  things,  blameless 
in  life,  and  so  peaceable  that  the  tju’ants  could  find  no  offence 
in  hiip,  except  that  he  absented  himself  from  the  public 
worship  of  the  Episcopalians.  On  the  first  of  May  he  was 
cutting  turf,  when  he  was  seized  by  Claverhouse’s  dragoons, 
rapidly  examined,  convicted  of  non-conformity,  and  sentenced 
to  death.  It  is  said  that  even  among  the  soldiers  it  was  not 
easy  to  find  an  executioner,  for  the  wife  of  the  poor  man 
was  present,  bhe  led  one  little  child  by  tbe  hand ;  it  was 
easy  to  see  that  she  was  about  to  give  birth  to  another;  and 
even  those  wild  and  hard-hearted  men,  who  nicknamed  one 
another  Beelzebub  and  Apollyon,  shrank  from  the  great 
wickedness  of  butchering  her  husband  before  her  face.  The 
prisoner  meanwhile,  raised  above  himself  by  the  near  prospect 
of  eternity,  prayed  loud  and  fervently  as  one  inspired,  till 
Claverhouse,  in  a  fury,  shot  him  dead.  It  was  reported  by 
credible  witnesses  that  the  widow  cried  out  in  her  agony — 

Well,  sir,  well ;  the  day  of  reckoning  will  come  ” ;  and 
that  the  murderer  replied — “  To  man  I  can  answer  for  what 
I  have  done ;  and^  as  for  God,  I  will  take  him  into  my 
own  hand  Yet  it  was  rumoured  that  even  on  his  seared 
conscience  and  adamantine  heart  the  dying  ejaculations  of 
his  victim  made  an  impression  that  never  was  effaced.’ 

Such  is  Mr.  Macaulay’s  statement— well-written,  simple, 
and  affecting.  Woclrow  is  the  sole  authority  upon  which  he 
founds  his  narrative,  and  it  is  fair  to  say  that  he  has  deviated 
but  slightly  from  that  chronicle,  except  in  one  material  point. 
Wodroio  does  not  profess  to  specifij  tipon  what  charge  Brown 
was  examined ^  and  condemned.  When  Mr.  Macaulay  says  that 
he  was  ‘  convicted  of  non-conformity  he  speaks  without  any 
text ;  and  I  shall  presently  have  occasion  to  show  that  his 
assumption  is  radically  wrong.  But,  as  he  substantially 
adopts  the  tale  of  Wodrow,  it  is  necessary  to  go  back  to  that 
writer’s  sources  of  information. 

The  execution  of  John  Brown  is  said  to  have  taken  place 
on  the  1st  May  1685.  The  Revolution  occurred  in  1688; 
and  Lord  Dundee  fell  at  Killiecrankie  on  the  27th  July 
1689.  Wodrow’s  History  was  first  published  in  1721,  exactly 
thirtg-six  gears  after  the  alleged  murder. 

These  dates  are  of  the  utmost  importance  in  considering 
a  matter  of  this  kind.  The  Episcopalian  party,  which  ad¬ 
hered  to  the  cause  of  King  James,  was  driven  from  power 
at  the  Revolution,  and  the  Episcopal  Church  proscribed. 
No  mercy  was  shown  to  opponents  in  theTiterary  war  which 
foHowed;  every  species  of  invective  and  vituperation  was 
lavished  upon  the  supporters  of  the  fallen  dynasty.  Yet^for 
thhtg-three  gears  after  the  Bevolution,  the  details  of  this  atrocious 
mur^r  were  never  revealed  to  the  public!  Nowhere  in  print 
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or  pamphlet;,  memoir,  history,  or  declaration,  published 

previously  to  Wodrow,  does  oven  the  name  of  John  Urown 
occur,  save  once,  in  the  Cloud  of  Witnesses,  a  work  which 
appeared  in  1714;  and  in  that  work  no  details  are  eiven 
the  narrative  bein^^  comprehended  in  a  couple  of  lines  1 
have  searched  for  it  amidst  all  tlie  records  of  the  so-cailed 
inartyrolooy,  but  cannot  Ihid  a  trace  of  it  elsi^where  until 
the  Reverend  Robert  Wodrovv  thon<j^ht  lit  to  p]a,c(‘  the  tale 
with  all  its  circumstantiality,  in  his  History.  How.,  then' 
came  Wodrow  to  know  anything-  about  the  murder  of  dolin 
Blown?  He  could  have  had  no  personal  knowhMbve  or 
recollection  of  the  circumstance,  for  he  was  not  quite  six 
years  of  age  at  the  time  when  it  is  said  to  luivc  occtirred 
He  has  not  offered  one  scrap  of  (widcucti  in  support  of  hk 
allegation,  and  merely  leaves  it  to  he  inlcnvd  that,  fie  had 
derived  the  story  from  that  most  uncerta,in  of  all  sources 
tradition.  Even  at  the  hands  of  ilni  mosi,  hom'si,  caniious’ 
and  scrupulous  chronicler,  we  should  hesita,t(s  to  receive! 
a  tale  of  thivS  kind;  but  from  Wodrow,  who  is  cortaanly 
entitled  to  claim  none  of  the  ahov(.‘  adjeettves  a,s  a,ppli('a,hrc 
to  hiniself,  who  will  take  it?  No  one,  I  should  hope  whose 
pnyiidice  IS  not  so  strong  as  to  haul  him  to  disivgjini  Iho 
most  ordinary  verification  of  (‘vidmicc.  Hlavin-housii  had 
enemies  enough  to  insure  the  circulation  of  smdi  a,  <la,mnin<»- 
tale,  supposing  it  to  have  been  tnu‘,  longbefon*  In^  had  lain 
for  two-and-thirty  years  in  his  gravia  He  wa,s  not  without 
eulogists,  whose  tribute  to  his  memory  wa,H  as  and 
wormwood  to  their  opponents,  and  in*  whoso  teiqh  most 
assuredly,  the  details  of  such  a  daslardly  and  unpi-ovoked 
murder  would  have  been  cast.  Y(‘t  no  ma,u  charged  him 
with  it.  More  than  a  generation  passed  awa,y  the  two 
Rmgdoms  had  been  united,  and  Mar’s  insurrection  quelh^d 
before  the  miracle-mongering  minister  of  Eastwood  ventured' 
upon  no  documentary  authority  at  all,  to  concoct  a, ml  imblish 
the  story  which  Mr.  Macaulay  bus  adopted  wiHiout  a,  sm-upUn 
After  what  I  have  said,  it  may  fairly  be  asked,  whether 
the  wliole  of  this  story  should  be  considered  a  mere  myth  or 
lable  hatched  from  the  brain,  or  palmed  upon  the  easy 
credulity,  of  Robert  Wodrow,  or  whether  tiiere  arc  any 
giounds  for  belie vmg  that  it  is  at  least  founded  upon  fact^-^ 
Jo  this  I  should  reply,  that,  from  other  testimony,  the 
character  and  complexion  of  which  I  shall  imnn'diately 
anaJlyse,  it  appears  to  be  true  that  John  Brown  of  Briestfhdd, 
or  iriestdull,  did  actually  suffer  by  military  execution,  hut 
that  the  same  testimony  utterly  contradicts  Wodrow,  and 
hiB  fplJower,  Mr.  Macaulay,  in  every  important  particular 
relative  to  the  details.  Mr.  Macaulay  may  not  have  known 
that  such  testimpny  ever  existed,  for  even  the  most  pains¬ 
taking  historian  IS  sure  to  pass  over  some  material  in  so  wide 
a  held;  nevertheless,  since  the  point  has  been  mooted,  it 
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may  be  a  satisfaction  to  him  to  learn  that  his  version  of  the 
story  has  long  ago  been  repudiated  in  essentkdihus  by  the 
most  popular  work  that  ever  emanated  from  the  Covenanting 
printing-press. 

Patrick  Walker,  packman,  and  publisher  at  the  Bristo 
Port  of  Edinburgh,  was  concerned  at  a  very  early  age  in  the 
Scottish  troubles.  In  1682,  he  and  two  other  Covenanters 
were  present  at  the  death  of  one  Francis  ^  Gordon,  a  volunteer 
in  the  Earl  of  Aiiiie’s  troop,  who,  it  seems,  was  shot  through 
the  head.  Walker,  in  his  own  account  of  this  exploit,  first 
published  in  1727,  cautiously  abstains  from  indicating  the 
exact  perpetra  tor  of  the  deed,  but  leaves  thegloiy  thereof  to 
be  shared  among  the  triumvirate.  The  sum  of  his  confession 
amounts  simply  to  this — that  he,  Gordon,  ‘got  a  shot  in  his 
head  out  of  a  pocket-pistol,  rather  fit  for  diverting  a  boy, 
than  killing  such  a  furious,  mad,  brisk  man  ;  which,  notwith¬ 
standing,  killed  him  dead  ’.  He  was,  moreover,  says  Walker, 
‘  seeking  his  own  death,  and  got  it  For  this  affair  Walker  was 
imprisoned,  and  sentenced  to  transportation,  but  made  his 
escape,  and,  after  various  vicissitudes,  set  himself  down  in 
Ms  old  age  to  compile  the  Memoirs  of  the  Covenanters.  The 
first  of  these  tracts  did  not  appear  until  after  Wodrow’s 
History  was  published,  and  intense  is  the  contempt  expressed 
by  the  persecuted  packman  for  the  slip-slop  of  the  fair- 
weather  minister,  whom  he  accuses  of  positive  dishonesty. 
‘I  wish  him,’  says  Walker,  in  his  Vindication  of  Cameron, 
‘repentance  and  forgiveness  for  what  unaccountable  wrongs 
he  has  done  by  his  pen  to  the  Testimony,  and  to  the  names 
of  Christ’s  slain  witnesses  for  the  same.  For  myself  1  am 
easy ;  my  tongue  is  yet  in  my  head,  and  my  pen  in  my  hand ; 
and  what  I  have  to  say  upon  that  head  for  myself,  and  those 
with  me,  will  run  faster  and  further  than  he  has  feet  to  go. 
1  am  reflected  upon  for  my  not  giving  Mr.  Wodrow  better 
information.  Ansiver. — Before  his  History  came  out,  when 
I  heard  of  his  mianuscripts  going  from  hand  to  hand  among 
the  Longheads  (I  knew  it  would  be  patched  up  according 
to  the  backsliding  spirit  of  the  day),  I  desired  the  Rev. 
Mr.  James  Webster  to  give  me  account  when  he  came 
to  his  house,  that  1  might  have  a  short  conversation  with 
him,  Mrs.  Webster  told  him  my  desire.  He  answered,  he 
depended  on  the  records  of  that  time.’  In  the  same  work 
he  characterises  Wodrow’s  statements  as  ‘lies  and  groundless 
stories  ’ ;  and,  moreover,  piously  expresses  a  wish  ‘  that 
Mr.  Wodrow’s  well-wishers  would  pray  for  him,  that  he  may 
come  to  himself  and  be  of  a  right  mind,  who  has  been  so 
lavish  of  his  misrepresentations  and  groundless  reflections’. 
Such  is  Walker’s  opinion  of  the  authenticity  of  Wodrow’s 
History,  though  his  remai’ks  are  of  course  principally  directed 
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to  misrepresentations  of  tlie  cliampions  of  the  Covenant. 
But  they  are  useful  as  showing  his  ini|)ression  of  the  intrinsic 
value  of  the  work. 

Walker’s  best  and  earliest  tract  is  the  lAfe  of  lAfen. 
This  originally  appeared  in  1724,  and  is  still  widely  (unmlated 
among  the  peasantry  of  Scotland,  it  is  a  strang(‘  mixture 
of  earnestness  and  superstition  ;  sonudimes  run’o'<Ml  a,nd  even 
coarse  in  its  style,  and  yet  at  times  rising  to  a"  point  of  real 
though  homely  pathos.  Pedeu,  the  subject  of  the  memoir 
was  an  intercomniuned  ministm',  whom  Ihe  Covena.nl ers 
asserted  to  have  been  cndow(‘cl  with  mira.culous  ])roph(‘tlcal 
powers.  He  was  concenu'd  in  iho  insurrcjction  of  Penthuid 
and  sentenced  to  banish immt,  but  liberated  by  the  leniency 
of  the  Grovernment;  uotwithsianding  whieil,  In^  ivlapsed 
into  his  old  courses,  beeauu^  i.he  aict.ivM',  Uigiuit  of  rtibeilion 
and  so  notorious  that  he  was  ('.xprcssly  miu'ke.d  for  <‘aptur(‘! 
Of  his  frequent  interviews  with  tlu^  (Ui'vll,  his  gifls  of  so(‘, cud- 
sight  and  divination,  and  his  power  of  ea, sting  out  uneham 
spirits,  I  shall  say  nothing  luo’e.  Walker  faithfully  nuiords 
at  least  a  hundred  such  inst,a,nc(‘s,  whidi  a.re  sull'ichmt  to 
entitle  Peden  to  take  rank  b('sid(‘  Apollonius  of  I'ya,ua.  Ho 
appears,  however,  in  actual  liesh  aud  blood  eoiuiec, ted' with 
the  tragedy  of  John  Brown. 

Walker's  narrative  commences  thus :  -  ‘  In  tlui  beginning*' 
ot  May  1685,  he  (Peden)  came  to  the  house  of  Jolm  Brown 
and  Isobel  Weir,  whom  he  had  nnuTicnl  Ixdbn^  he  hist  went 
to  Ireland,  where  he  stayed  all  night;  and  in  t.ln*  moruim*’ 
when  he  took  his  farewell,  he  came  out  a,t  tluj  door,  sayiim 
to  himself,  “Poor  woman,  a  fearful  morning,”  twice  over*^ 
“  a  dark  misty  morning  !  ”  The  m'.xt  morning,  between  live 
and  six  hours,  the  said  John  Brown,  luiviug  p(M’form(Ml  the 
worship  of  God  in  his  family,  wa,s  going  with  a,  spa.ch^  in  his 
hand  to  make  ready  some  peat  ground,  the  mist  being  very 
dark,  knew  not  until  bloody  cruel  Chuan-house  compassed 
hirn  with  three  troops  of  horses,  brought  him  to  his  house, 
and  there  examined  him.’  Walken*,  like  Wodrow,  is  sihmt 
as  to  the  nature  of  the  charge.  Thou  comes  i,he  sentence-- 
‘his  wife  standing  by  with  her  child  in  Inn-  a,rms,  that  she 
had  brought  forth  to  him,  and  another  child  of  his  first 
wiles’;  and  the  execution  is  thus  narrated~--‘ Claverhouse 
ordered  six  soldiers  to  shoot  him ;  tlnj  most  pa,rt  of  the 
bullets  came  upon  his  head,  which  seattennl  his  brains  upon 
the  ground.  ^ 

*  Walker  s  account  of  the  matter,  forty  years  having 

m  the  mean  time  intervened;  and  whether  strictly  correct 
or  no.  It  entirely  alters  the  complexion  of  the  laise  as  stat.ed 
by  Mr.  Macaulay.  Instead  of  John  Brown  being  one  ‘  in 

n  offence  exce})t  that  he 

absented  himself  froni  the  public  worship  of  the  Kpiscopa- 
lians  ,  we  find  him  in  intercourse  with  a  man  who,  whatever 
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might  be  bis  spiritual  gifts,  was  a  notorious  outlaw  and 
a  rebel;  the  whole  romance  about  the  reluctance  of  the 
soldiers  vanishes;  the  ‘wild  and  hard-hearted  men'  are  at 
once  amenable  to  the  authority  of  their  commanding  officer ; 
and  the  alleged  murder  dwindles  into  a  case  of  military 
execution. 

Of  the  two  histories,  that  of  Walker  is  unquestionably 
most  likely  to  resemble  the  truth.  He  professes  to  have 
heard  some  of  the  details  from  the  wife  of  Brown,  whereas 
Wodrow  gives  us  no  manner  of  authority  at  all.  There  are, 
however,  pspicious  circumstances  even  in  Walker’s  narrative’ 
which  might  be  noticed.  For  example,  in  the  original 
edition  of  his  pamphlet,  he  states  that  the  first  person  who 
came  to  Mrs.  Brown,  whilst  she  was  watching  by  her  husband’s 
body,  was  ‘  that  old  singular  Christian  woman  in  the  Cummer- 
head,  named  Elizabeth.  Menzies,  three  miles  distant  ’ ;  but 
in  the  third  edition,  this  matron,  retaining  her  residence 
and  encomium,  is  transmuted  into  ‘Jean  Brown'.  Surely 
these  two  cannot  signify  one  and  the  same  person,  and  we¬ 
ars  therefore  left  in  doubt  which  particular  female  was  the 
witness.  But  it  is  not  worth  while  going  into  minute 
criticism.  W alker,  who  was  a  far  more  determined  Covenanter 
than  Wodrow,  was  not  likely  to  have  understated  the  circum¬ 
stances,  neither  does  he  profess  to  know  upon  what  charge 
Brown  was  examined.  1  think,  however,  I  can  throw  some 
light  upon  this  person’s  political  delinquencies:  and,strangely 
enough,  _my  authority  is  derived  from  an  official  document 
which  will  be  found  in  the  Appendix  to  Wodrow. 

‘John  Brown  of  Priestfield,  in  the  parish  of  Muirkirk’,^ 
figures  in  the  list  of  fugitives  appended  to  the  Boyal  Proclama¬ 
tion  of  5th  May  1684.  The  list  is  of  those  who  had  been 
regularly  cited  as  rebels  in  arms,  or  resetters  of  rebels,  but 
who  had  failed  to  appear.  John  Brown,  therefore,  had  been 
outlawed  a  year  before  his  death,  and  certainly  for  a  very 
different  offence  than  that  of  ‘  absenting  himself  from  the 
public  worship  of  the  Episcopalians  ’.  Undoubtedly  it  was 
considered,  in  the  eye  of  the  law,  an  offence  to  attend  armed 
conventicles,  where  fanatical  and  intercommimed  preachers 
wrested  texts  from  Scripture  into  encomiums  on  sedition, 
treason,  and  murder :  that,  however,  was  a  very  different 
thing  from  non-attendance  upon  the  curate.  Wodrow 
acknowledges  that  Brown  ‘had  been  a  long'  time  upon  his 
hiding  in  the  fields a  circumstance  surely  irreconcilable 

^  In  order  that  there  may  be  no  cavilling  about  the  identity 
of  the  name  or  designation  (for  the  place  of  Brown’s  residence 
has  been  variously  printed  as  ‘  Priestfield ^  Priestliill  and  ‘  tbe 
Presbill  ’),  I  subjoin  the  exact  words  of  Wodrow,  in  his  account 
of  the  execution.  ‘  I  may  well  begin  with  the  horrid  murder 
of  that  excellent  person,  John  Brown  of  Priesffieldj  in  the  parish 
of  Muirkirk,  by  Claverhonse,  the  first  of  this  montli.’ 
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with  his  entire  consciousness  of  innocence,  but  easily  ex¬ 
plained  on  the  ground  that  he  was  already  a  rebel  and  an 
^outlaw.  To  say  that  he  was  tried  and  sentenced  for  non¬ 
conformity  is  to  hazard  an  assertion  not  only  without 
foundation,  but  in  the  very  teeth  of  history.  1  maintain-- 
and  I  know  that  I  am  borne  out  by  incontrovertible  proof 
—  that,  at  the  time  in  question,  there  was  no  manner  of 
persecution  exercised  in  Scotland  against  any  body  of  men 
whatever,  on  account  of  their  religious  tenets. 

Mr.  Macaulay,  whilst  dilating  upon  the  harsh  usage  of  the 
Dovenanters,  never  once  affords  us  a  glimpse  of  the  opposite 
side  of  the  picture.  His  object  is  to  show  that  James  VII, 
immediately  on  his  accession  to  the  throne,  commenced 
a  relentless  religious  persecution ;  and  accordingly,  be  ignores 
the  position  of  affairs  in  Scotland  during  the  last  six  months 
of  the  reign  of  Charles  11.  I  have  exjiniimul  very  minutely 
the  original  records  of  the  Privy  Coiunul  presivrved  in  the 
public  archives  of  Edinburgh,  and  these,  tak(,m  in  connection 
with  Fountainhairs  explanatory  D/ar/cs,  furnish  ampbi  proof 
that  the  charges  brought  against  King  Ja,mes  a,r(‘  without 
foundation,  f  propose  very  shortly  to  in(|uire  into  this 
matter. 

Charles  II  died  6th  February  1685.  Let  us  see  what 
was  the  state  of  the  kingdom  towartls  tlxe  close  of  the  pre¬ 
ceding  year. 

In  September  1684,  the  southern  a,nd  w(^stern  shires  w(u*e 
so  turbulent  that  the  Privy  Comunl  I’miud  it  necessaay  to 
issue  four  special  commissions  of  Justicia.ry  for  tlio.s(‘  districts 
alone.  ‘  In  the  month  of  June  last,''  says  iln^  Koyal  Proelajiui' 
tion  of  22d  July,  ‘about  two  hundred  armed  rebids  have 
presumed,  to  the  great  contempt  ol‘  our  antJiority,  to  march 
openly  through  several  of  the  said  shiri^s  for  many  days 
together,  threatening  the  orthodox  clergy  and  murdering 
our  soldiers ;  and  have  at  last,  when  tiny  found  it  convi.mient, 
disappeared)  being  certainly  and  undeniaiily  riiset  by  the 
inhabitants  of  those  shires,  without  sullicient  diligence  done 
by  the  sheriffs  and  inhabitants  of  the  said  shires,  (dtbm:  for 
dissipating  them,  or  for  discovering  their  reseiXers,  and 
bringing  them  to  justice.’  How  lar  those  sjiecial  commissions 
succeeded  in  repressing  crime  may  be  judged  of  by  the 
following  events : . - 

‘  20^/^  Nov.  1684.--  The  news  came  thismorn  i ng  to  Kdi  nbu rgh 
that  some  of  the  desperate  phanatiques  had  last  night  fallen 
upon  two  of  the  King’s  Life-guards,  viz.  Thomas  Ken  noway 
and  Duncan  Stewart,  who  were  lying  at  the  Swyn  Abbay, 
beyond  Blackburn,  in  Linlithgowshire,  and  murdered  them 
most  barbarously.  This  was  to  execute  what  they  had 
threatened  in  their  declaration  of  war.’ 

‘  12/7i  Dec.  1684.— News  came  to  the  Privy  Council  that 
the  wild  phanatiques  had  fallen  in  upon  one  Ikdrson,  minister 
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at  Carsphairn  in  Galloway,  a  great  dilator  of  them,  and 
zealous  of  rebuking  them  in  his  sermons,  and  killed  him. 

hey  ndiculously  keep  mock  courts  of  justice,  and  cite  any 
they  judge  their  inveterate  enemies  to  them!  and  read 
probation,  and  condemn  them,  and  thereafter  murder  them.’  ^ 
borne  of  the  miu'derers  of  Mr.  Peirson  were  afterwards 
taken  and  shot.  They  also  have  been  elevated  to  the  rank 
ot  martyrs.  The  epitaph  of  one  of  them,  Robert  Mitchell, 
IS  printed  among  the  inscriptions  at  the  conclusion  of  the 
Lloud  of  Witnesses. 

the  Privy  Council  was 
iniormed  that  Captain  tJrqubart,  and  several  of  his  men 
waylaid  andpnurdered  in  Wigtownshire.® 

Ihese  specimens  may  serve  to  show  the  temper  of  the 
Covenanters  about  the  close  of  1684.  Nest,  as  to  the  alleo*ecl 
hery  persecutions  of  James,  ‘which’,  says  Mr.  Macaulay 
waxed  hotter  than  ever  from  the  day  on  which  he  hecanie 
day  was  the  6th  of  February,  and  on  the 
f^th  ot  the  same  month  he  issued  a  full  pardon  and  indemnity 
to  all  offenders  oelow  the  rank  of  heritors  (with  the  exception 
only  ot  those  who  were  actually  guilty  of  the  murders  of 
Archbishop  Sharpe,  Mr.  Peirson,  and  two  others),  and  that 
clogged  with  no  other  condition  than  the  taking  of  the  oath 
ot  allegiance.  The  proclamation  was  published  on  the  2d  of 
March,  and  on  the  14th  the  Privy  Council  ordered  all  prisoners 
whatsoever  to  he  set  at  liberty,  ‘  upon  their  abjuring  the 
fanatical  declaration  of  war,  and  likewise  solemnly  givino^ 
their  oaths  never  to  rise  against  his  Majesty  or  his  authority^ 
Surely  never  yet  was  persecution  inaugurated  by  such  liberal 
measures  as  these !  It  is  right  to  observe,  that  the  reader 
will  tail  to  discover  the  smallest  mention  of  them  in  the 
pages  of  Mr.  Macaulay. 

In  less  than  ten  days  after  this  ^  jail-delivery,  the  distur- 
bances  began  anew.  On  the  24th  of  March,  ‘  the  Lords  of 
ins  Majesty’s  Privy  Council  being  certainly  informed  that 
a  number  of  desperate  rebels  have  the  boldness  and  confi¬ 
dence  openly  to  go  up  and  down  the  shire  of  Ayr,  and  other 
adjacent  shires  and  places,  and  to  enter  houses,  take  away 
arms  and  provisions  at  their  pleasure,  without  any  notice 
taken  of  them  either  by  the  heritors  or  commons,  to  the 
gieat  affront  of  his  Majesty’s  authority  ’,  commissioned 
Douglas  to  proceed  to  the  disaffected  districts, 
with  lull  powers  to  repress  the  disorders.  The  commission 
was  signed  on  the  27th  by  the  whole  members  of  the  Privy . 
Council  who  were  present,  ‘  except  Glaverhouse  ’—a  remark¬ 
able  exception,  specially  noted,  to  which  I  shall  presently 

^  Fountaiiihall’s  Historical  Notices. 

I  Records  of  the  Privy  Council  in  General  Eecord  Office,  Edinburgh 
®  this]  the  1549  2 

R  3 


490 


APPENDIX  I 


refer.  Of  tlie  same  date,  a  letter  from  Privy  Council 
was  forwarded  to  the  Earl  of  l)iiiiirri(‘.s,  sluo'dr  of  Ayr, 
requesting  immediate  particula.rs,  a,s  it  a.pixnircd  i,liat  Jbis 
lordship’s  house  had  been  one  of  {,lios(',  which  wei-o  nuisacked. 

Douglas  seems  to  have  entcKuI  inf.o  his  fu motions  witli 
zeal,  but  not  to  have  been  adl.ogelher  suc.cessful.  The  in¬ 
surrection^  continued  to  in(.:i'ea,s(q  ami  on  ilu^  21st  April, 
General-Lieutenant  Drummond,  Master-thnn'rai  of  the 
Ordnance,  was  appointed  Commissioner  and  Justiciar  in 
the  southern  and  western  shires,  with  phma-rv  powers.  The 
Parliament  of  Scotland  did  not  uif'et  until  two  days  after¬ 
wards. 

These  irisuiTections  had  tlnnr  origin  in  a  dtMqxu-  cause 
than  religious  dissent  or  local  turhiihmei*.  Mr.  Man-aulay 
who  confidently  says  that  ‘then^,  was  no  insiirnictiou  in  any 
pai't  ot  our  island  on  the  1st  May  \  pi'ohujbly  considering 
the  Ayrshire  ^idsing*  as  a  mere  s])ortiv'e  demons!  raf  ion  has 
a  note  in  refutation  of  the  editor  ol  the  Ox  lord  (Hlitiou  of 
Burnet,  who  supposes  that  John  Brown  might  ha,v(i  heim 
mixed  up  with  the  designs  of  Argyle.  He  says  tha,t  Argyle 
was  at  that  date  in  Holland.  J'nu'. ;  hut  he  suited  for  ScoUand 
on  the  2d,  and  the  Priyy  Council  had  Ixnm  anva.re  of  his 
designs  as  early  as  the  21st  April.  On  tliat  day  I  hey  ord(nnd 
1200  Highlanders  to  be  sent  into  tin*  wcsleni  shires,  Oipoil 
lumouis  of  fears  of  Argyle  s  landing a, ml  Hrnmmond,  in 
Ins  commission,  was  empowerml  to  taJvc  tlms('  Hin-hhuulera 
under  Ills  command.  On  the  2.Sth,  an  AeJ,  wa,s  (Vaimnl  for 
putting  the  whole  kingdom  an  a,  postun;  of  (hdeiuag  (uxpressly 
on  account  of  Argyle ;  and  oai  iiw.  hist  of  tlia,t  month,  Jolm 
Campbell  of  Siicco  was  ariv.stiid  for  treasomible  c.orivspon- 
dence  with  that  infatuated  nobleman.  Nor  cam  tlujre  be 
a  shadow  of  a  doubt  tliat  the  disl/iirbanc('s  in  Ihe  w(5Hti  were 
connected  with  the  meditated  landing. 

_  Is,  then,  the  conjecture  ot  the  editor  of  Burnet  so  (ixea'cd- 
mgiy  extravagant  ?  I  do  not  think  so.  How  canu',  John 
Brown  as  Wodrow  says,  to  have  been  long  time  upon 
ms  hiding  m  the  fields’?  He  was  free  by  tlui  indemnity, 
unless  indeed,  he  had  refused  the  oath  of  aJh^-iamce,  or 
committed  some  subsequent  act  which  j)ui.  him  hVyyond  the 
pale  of  the  law.  In  tlie  report  of  a  commilJmi*  ol‘  tlui  Privy 
Council,  made  on  the  lOth  of  March,  1  find  the  Ibllowing 
entry:  John  Brown,  an  old  man,  in  the  fugitive  roll, 
retubes  the  allegiance,  and  so  ought  not  to  hiivo  tho  bciiolit 
of  the  indemnity  If  this  be  the  samui  person  with  t'lui 
carrier  of  Pnestfidd,  he  was  at  that  time  a  prisone.r,  amd 
heiefore  must  either  have  made  his  escaixg  or,  having 
taken  the  oath,  s^ubsequently  joined  tbo  rebels ;  in  <ntlier  of 
which  cases  his  hiding  in  the  fields  is  intelligible  enough, 
mid  so  also  is  his  summary  execution  when  arrt'st(Ml.  Hut 
in  no  way  can  it  be  shown  tliat  he  suirered  on  account  of 
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tenets ;  and  it  is  very  -well  worthy  of  observation 
tnat  tire  act  against  Conventicles,  which  has  been  so  much 
aoused,  was  not  passed  by  the  Scottish  Parliament  until 
several  days  after  the  date  in  question.  Let  the  candid 
an  impaitial  reader  compare  these  dates,  circumstances, 
and  evidences,  with  the  narrative  of  Mr.  Macaulay,  and 
1  nave  little  fear  of  his  arriving  at  the  same  conclusions  with 
that  eloquent  historian. 

It  seems  to  me,  therefore,  quite  clear  that  John  Brown 
was  executed  as  a  rebel.  He  may  be  considered  a  martyr 
Ar-i  1,®  if  “f  f  Hackstoun  of  Rathillet  and  Robert 

mitchell,  who  had  imbrued  their  hands  in  the  blood  of  the 
rrimate  of  St.  Andrews  and  of  the  minister  of  Carsphairn 
or  as  the  rebels  who  adhered  to  the  atrocious  Declaration  of 
banquhar ;  but  I  cannot  see  what  other  claim  he  has  to  the 
title.  He  was  fugitated  the  year  before;  he  had  either 
mi^ed  or  had  forfeited  the  benefit  of  the  indemnity  ;  he  was 
trafficking  with  a  notorious  outlaw ;  and  he  is  admitted  to 
have  been  in  hiding  within  six  weeks  after  the  indemnity 
was  proclaimed.  All  this,  at  least,  is  patent  and  proven  • 
and  it  IS  utterly  inconsistent  with  his  innocence,  even  if 
we  Should  stretch  charity  so  far  as  to  suppose  that,  durino- 
those  SIX  weeks,  he  did  not  join  one  of  those  armed  bandl 
ot  rebels  y^o  were  then  perambulating  and  plundering  the 
country  Ihe  aggi-avations,  which  constitute  the  romance 
of  the  story,  have  been  already  disposed  of.  Patrick  Walker, 
the  stancher  Cameronian  of  the  two,  gives  Robert  Wodrow 
the  lie  direct. 


ihis  note  has  already  extended  to  such  a  length  that  I 
am  really  unwilling  to  add  a  word  more  on  the  subiect. 
But  tbe  duty  whiob  I  have  undertaken  compels  me  to  state 

mj  beliei  that  Grahame^of  Claverhouse  had  no  share  what- 
evei  m  repressing*  the  disturbances  previous  to  the  landing 
01  Ar^le,  and  that  he  was  not  present  at  the  execution  of 
John  hSrown.  ^  Tradition  of  course  is  against  me  ;  hut  when 
1  nna  no  articulate  voice  uttered  by  tradition  until  after 
the  ®^ry  of  thirty  years,  I  am  not  disposed  to  give  much 
weight  to  it  as  an  accessary,  far  less  to  accept  it  as  reasonable 
evidence.  My  reasons  are  as  follows : — 

Claverhouse  was  superseded  in  his  military  command  by 
Colonel  James  Douglas,  brother  of  Queensberry,  who  was 
then  High  Treasurer.  The  district  assigned  to  Douglas  was 
that  ot  Ayr,  the  shire  in  which  John  Brown  resided  :  and 
Ciaverhouse,  being  of  equal  military  rank,  did  not  serve 
under  him,  as  is  apparent  from  the  records  of  the  Privy 
Council,  the  meetings  of  which  he  attended  daily  until  the 
month  of  April.  These  records  refute  many  of  the  scandalous 
tales  propagated  by  Crookshank  and  others,  who  depict 
Claverhouse  as  pursuing  Covenanters  in  Hithsdale,  at  the 
very  moment  when  he  was  performing  his  duties  as  a 
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councillor^  in  Edinburg*!!,  Fountainliari  tells  us  distinctly 
that  he  was  superseded  out  of  spite :  he  refused,  in  liis 
character  of  Privy  Councillor,  to  sign  the  commission,  and 
in  April  he  was  actually  omitted  from  the  new  list  of 
councillors.  The  following  is  Fountainhairs  entry  on  that 
occasion 9th  April  1685.— A  Privy  Council  >  is  held  where 
a  new  commission  is  produced,  omitting  none  of  the  former 
Privy  Councillors^'^  but  only  Colonel  Grahame  of  Claverhouse, 
because  of  the  discords  w(3  have  formerly  mark(ul  between 
him  and  the  High  Treasurer  and  his  brother.  T\n\  ]>i;(‘,tence 
was,  that,  being  married  in  my  Lord  Dnndomilcrs  phaamtique 
family,  it  was  not  safe  to  commit  the  King’s  secrids  to  him.’ 
The  spite  went  even  further :  tor  a  few  (lays  aftta-wards  aii 
Act  of  Council  was  passed,  says  Ifoun  tain  hall,  ‘in  odium  of 
Claverhouse  ’ ;  and  1  cannot  find,  in  the  retairds  oi’  that  year, 
the  slightest  trace  of  his  having  been  reinsta.i(M!  in  (‘-ommaiid! 
It  is  possible,  however,  that  he  might  hav(‘  hciui  (billed  out 
to  serve  under  General  Drummond,  but  not  surely  upon  such 
duty  as  this.  John  Brown  must  have  been  a  very  desperate 
rebel  indeed,  it  a  Colonel  ot  the  Guards,  wlio  moreover  liad 
been  a  Privy  Councillor,  and  three  tro()])s  of  horse,  wtire 
despatched  specially  to  arrest  him  !  If  he  wa,s  no  rebel  at 
all,  but  merely  a  nonconformist,  the  thing  h(‘c,onn‘s  absolutely 
incredible;  for,  setting  aside  the  Luhminily,  <ran  any  om^ 
believe  that,  in  the  face  of  Argyle’s  medilated  landing,  and 
in  the  midst  of  actual  insurrection,  the  troops  w<Te  leisurely 
employed  in  feixeting  out  and  shooting  such  of  the  p(iasa,ntry 
as  did  not  worship  with  the  curates?  But  vulgar  c.nKJulity 
owns  no  limits,  and  the  lapse  of  tliirty  years  is  sufficient  to 
account  for  the  currency  of  the  grossest  fable. 

In  estimating  the  character  of  the  (huid,  some  weight 
surely  ought  to  be  given  to  the  opinions  of  contemporaries. 
I  shall  cite  merely  one— that  of  Dr.  Monro,  tlics  Principal  of 
the  University  of  Edinburgh.  At  the  inquiry  instituted 
before  the  Visitors  in  1690,  it  was  alleged,  as  a  sjMicial  artich^ 
of  dittay  against  the  Reverend  Principal,  that  he  had  rejoiced 
at  the  victory  of  Lord  Dundee.  After  calling  upon  Ins  ainuiser 
for  proofs,  the  Doctor  thus  boldly  expressed  liims<df ‘Tiie 
hbeller  does  not  think  I  rejoiced  at  the  fall  of  my  Lord 
Dundee  !  I  assure  him  of  the  contrary  ;  for  no  gentleman, 
soldier,  scholar,  or  civilised  citizen,  will  find  fault  with  me 
for  this.  I  had  an  extraordinary  value  for  him;  and  such 
of  his  enemies  as  retain  any  generosity  will  acknowledge  he 
deserved  it.’^  But  what  generosity,  or  even  what  regard 
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expected  from  creatures  of  tlie  stamp 

Mr.  Macaulay  is  peculiarly  unfortunate  on  the  subject  of 
Uaverhouse.  I  say  nothing  of  omissions,  though  I  must 
take  the  liberty,  with  all  deference,  of  remarking  that  it 
somewhat  strange  to  find  in  a  history,  which 
recounts  with  such  minute  satisfaction  every  instance  of 
desertion  from  the  losing  ^  side,  no  notice  taken  of  the  loyaltv 
of  those  who  remained  steadfast  to  their  oath  and  their 
allegiance.  In  an  impartial  narrative,  one  might  expect  to 
see  recorded  the  gallant  advice  and  chivalrous  offer  made  bv 
ijord  JJundee  to  his  sovereign,  before  the  latter  quitted  his 
dominions;  for  surely  devotion  to  a  losing  cause  is  worthy 
ot  honour  and  respect,  and  should  receive  it  from  a  generous 
antagonist.  But  historians  undoubtedly  have  the  privileo-e 
ot  omitting  what  they  please,  and,  in  this  instance,  it  Is 
privilege  has  been  exercised.  But 
Mr.  Macaulay  has  thought  tit  to  introduce  Claverhouse  once 
more  as  an  actor  in  an  historical  scene,  upon  which  he  has 
ooviously  bestowed  much  pains  and  consideration.  In  his 
I'lie  capture  and  execution  of  Argyle  he  says  •— 

‘  The  victorious  party  had  not  forgotten  that,  thirty-five 
years  before  this  time,  the  father  of  Argyle  had  been  at  the 
head  ot  the  faction  which  put  Montrose  to  death.  Before 
that  event,  the  houses  of  Graham  and  Campbell  had  borne 
no  love  to  each  other,  and  they  had  ever  since  been  at  deadly 
teud.  Care  was  taken  that  the  prisoner  should  pass  throuo-h 
1^1  ga-te  and  the  same  streets  through  which  MontrcTse 
had  been  led  to  the  same  doom.  The  troops  who  attended 
the  procession  taere  put  under  the  comynand  of  Claverhouse  the 
fiercest  and  sternest  of  the  race  of  Graham:  Now,  althou<^h 
the  father  of  Argyle  had  not  only  been  the  head  of  the 
taction  which  put  Montrose  to  death,  but  had,  along  with 
Ins  son,  the  inconceivable  meanness  to  he  present  at  and 
exult  over  the  indignities  offered  to  that  illustrious  nobleman, 
it  isUiot  true  that  any  chief  of  the  gallant  house  of  Graliame 
stooped  to  imitate  such  a  base  example.  Claverhouse  was 
not  there.  The  melodramatic  effect  of  the  narrative  may 
suffer  m  consequence,  but  at  present  we  are  dealing  with 
history,  not  romance.  The  impression  which  every  one  must 
receive  from  the  foregoing  passage  is,  that  Claverhouse  was 
expressly  selected  for  the  duty,  in  order  to  give  a  passino* 
triumph,  not  only  to  a  political  cause,  but  also  to  a  family 
teud.  Knowing  well  how  eagerly  former  Covenanting  writers 
have  fastened  upon  any  pretext  for  casting  a  stain  upon  the 
memory  of  Claverhouse,  it  was  with  considerable  astonishment 
that  I  found  this  statement  brought  forward  for  the  first 
time  by  Mr.  Macaulay.  His  mistake,  in  this  instance,  is 
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pieciselj  of  a  piece  with  the  otlicrs.  Woclrow  quotes 
accuratel/  enough,  the  substance  of  the  order  given  for 

bringing  ^  Argyle  into  Edinbargh . an  order  whie.li  was 

modified  in  its  execution.  That  order  bearn  that  lie  shall  be 
‘  carried  up  the  street  bare-headed,  with  his  luinds  tiiui  Ixdiind 
his  back,  in  the  midst  of  Captain  C  ra, ham’s  gmirds  This  is 
enough  for  Mr,  Macaulay,  who  forthwith  ponmais  upon  the 
name,  and,  without  stopping  to  consider  who  Ca,ptaJn  Graham 
was,  at  once  degrades  Claverhouso  from  hisraaik,  andidenti- 
hes  him  with  the  officer  of  the  guard  !  Hence  the  rheioriiaii 
flourish,  about  the  houses  ot  (j,raihaiii  and  Cainiiliell.  The 
real  fact  is,  that  the  officer  in  (pK'stion  was  Ca, trick  Grraham 
Inchbraikie;  Ca.])ta;in  of  Uni  'rowmguani 
of  Edinburgh,  whose  duty  it  was,  irrpsjXH'.tive  of  polities  or 
family  feuds,  to  be  present  at  all  ]nihlie  processions  within 
the  boundaries  of  the  city.  His  name  is  giviui  a,t  full  hnnddi 
m  the  original  order;  but  Mr.  M.acaula,y,  Imving  previously 
substituted  Janies  for  John,  now  substituilns  John  for  Tadanck 
and  consequently  is  enabled  to  invest  the  scame  with  an 
additional,  though  spurious,  hue  of  interest,  besides  this 
i  am  afraid  that  Mr.  Macaulay’s  account  of  ilie  procession 
mast  be  considered  as  chiefly  drawn  from  his  own  ima.oina- 
tion.  Argyle  was  by  no  means  exposeii  to  liu'  sanm,  imlnmi. 
Hes  which  had  been  heaped  upon  Montrosiq  neitiser  was\is 
doom  the  same.  Eountainhall,  in  his  His/oncal  Observes 
a  work  of  great  interest,  expressly  fidls  ns,  tlmt  a.lthoon-h  it 
was  inentioned  that,  ^  when  the‘Ma,r(|uis  of  Montrose'^was 
brought  up  prisoner  from  the  Wate,rgat,e  in  a  eart  this 
Argile  was  feeding  his  eyes  with  tlie  sight  in  tlie  ’bady 
iViurray  s  balcony,  in  the  Canongate,  wif.h  iwr  daughter,  hi's 
lady,  to  whoin  he  was  newly  married,  a,ud  that  he’was  seen 
smiling  and  playing  with  her  ’ ;  yet  that,  ^  seeing  we  condemn 
these  rebellions  tynies  for  their  rigor,  our  giva,t  men  (not 
Knowing  their  own e  destinies)  thought  it  no  fit  copy  to  imitate 
—so  that  all  that  was  done  to  him  wa,s,  tlmt  ho  was  met  at 
tile  Watergate  by  Captain  Graham’s  compaiiy  and  the  han<i'- 
man,  who  tied^  his  hands  behind  his  back;  and  so  tire 
hangman  going  before  him,  he  came  up  on  his  feet  to 
the  Oastle,  but  it  was  casten  to  be  so  late  that  he  was  little  seen  ’ 
ItTOs  ten  o’clock  at  night  before  he  arrived  at  the  Watergate" 
so  that  any  attempt  at  ignominious  parade  was  avoided? 

i  cannot  see  how  the  memory  of  Argyle  can  be  served  by 
such  exaggerations.  Whatever  may  have  been  his  previous 
del inquencies~and  they  were  neither  few  nor  trivhii~-he 
met  ms  fate  like  a  brave  man,  nor  did  any  action  of  his  life 
become  him  so  much  as  its  dose.  Claverhouse,  who  would 
^  u  y  aye  encountered  him  in  the  field,  was  infinitely 
above  the  littleness  of  triumphing  over  his  political  opponent 
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The  debt  clue  to  the  memory  of  the  great  Montrose  was  fully 
discharged  when  his  loyalty  received  its  posthumous  tribute, 
and  the  remains  of  the  hero  were  deposited  by  his  assembled 
kindred  in  the  tomb.  It  is  a  pity  that  Mr,  Macaulay,  since 
he  must  needs  take  Wodrow  as  his  authority,  has  not  adhered 
closely  to  his  text.  In  matters  which  were  evidently  public, 
and  therefore  open  to  common  contradiction,  Wodrow  seldorn 
ventures  to  wander  far  astray  from  the  truth:  it  is  in  the 
alleys  and  by-lanes  of  his  narrative  that  we  cletect  him  at 
his  habitual  sin.  Mr.  Macaulay,  however,  does  not  aiwavs 
follow^ Wodrow,  but  sometimes  misinterprets  FountainhalL 
Thus,  in  his  account  of  the  riot  at  Edinburgh  on  81st  January 
1686,  he  somewhat  magniloquently  tells  us  that  'the  troops 
were  already  under  arms.  Conspicuous  among  them  were 
Claverhouse’s  ^dragoons,  the  dread  and  abhorrence  of 
Scotland’.  His  sole  authority  for  saying  so  is  the  entry 
in  ^Fountainhall’s  Diary  that  'the  Counsell  calls  in  the 
assistance  of  Grame’s  company  h  Not  a  dragoon  was  there. 
Patrick  Graham,  as  usual,  was  summoned  with  the  Town- 
guard ;  hut  that  body,  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Macaulay, 
multiplies  like  Fal staff’s  famous  corps  in  buckram,*  and  is 
ready  on  the  shortest  notice  to  figure  as  horse,  foot,  or 
artillery. 

^  I  trust  that,  in  tbe  foregoing  remarks,  I  shall  not  be  con¬ 
sidered  as  having'  transgressed  the  proper  bounds  of  courtesy. 
Mr.  Macaulay’s  reputation  is  deservedly  so  high,  that  every 
statement  emanating  from  his  pen  is  liable  to  the  minutest 
scrutiny ;  and  I  will  fairly  confess  that  I  was  not  sorry  to 
find  the  scattered  charges  which,  from  time  to  time,  have 
been  brought  against  Lord  Dundee,  concentrated  in  his 
volumes,  since  an  accusation  from  so  powerful  a  quarter 
must  necessarily  give  some  additional  interest  to  the  defence,, 
however  feebly  executed.  It  is  from  no  desire  for  controversy, 
far  less  from  a  wish  to  run  counter  to  popular  opinion,  that 
I  have  approached  this  subject.  I  am  fully  aware  of  the 
weight  of  prejudice  against  which  I  have  to  contend;  but 
from  that  prejudice  I  appeal  to  the  truth,  as  I  gather  it 
from  the  records  of  the  time.  Some  of  my  critics,  for  whose 
indulgence  otherwise  I  am  grateful,  have  been  pleased  to 
express  themselves  wratlifully  at  finding  any  terms  of  eulogy 
applied  in  the  text  towards  an  individual  in  the  belief  of 
whose  misdeeds  they  have  been  hereditarily  and  traditionally 
trained.  If  my  belief  upon  such  points  were  the  same  with 
theirs,  they  should  have  had  no  cause  of  complaint.  It  is 
because  I^  am  convinced,  after  a  most  careful  examination 
of  tbe  evidence — not  of  historians  only,  but  of  such  as  is 
afforded  by  the  materials  which  ought  to  be  the  foundation 
of  authentic  history — that  a  large  portion  of  our  national 
annals  has  been^  most  unfairly  perverted,  and  that  party 
strife  and  polemical  rancour  have  combined  to  distort  facts 
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and  to  blacken  names  for  mere  temporary  and  ephemeral 
purposes  it  is  for  these  reasons  solely  that  I  have  ventured 
to  g:o  back  intoHiie  disputed  battlediehis  of  the  past.  I  have 
taken  nothing  for  granted,  but  liave  given  an  a-uthority  for 
each  separate  allegation;  and  if  those  authorities  should 
happen  to  prove  hostile  to  the  precouc.eivcnl  impr(‘ssions  of 
any  one,  surely  I  am  not  to  blame.  If  anything  [  luive  said 
can  be  proved  to  be  wrong,  I  am  willing  Co  admit  the  error 
but  not  otherwise.  Meanwhile  !'  am  not  jislumuMl  of  lia,virK^ 
attempted  to  defend  the  memory  of  Lord  aga-ins^ 

unjust  accusations,  not  preforred  during  his  liletime,  but 
invented  at  a  later  period;  tor  I  can  s(‘e  no  giuun'OHity,  far 
less  justice,  in  the  conduct  of  those  who  a,r(‘  obstiuadely 
deaf  to  all  evidence  in  favour  of  one  whom  ikey  ha,vt‘  Ix^m 
previously  taught  to  condeinn,  and  who  s^ann  to  think  that 
the  strength  of  their  own  cause  depends  upon  tlio  a, mount  of 
oblo(][uy  which  they  can  contrive  to  lusip  upon  its  opponents* 

into]  unto 
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FIRMILIAF :  A  TRAGEDY 

[BhukumiVs  Magazine^  May  1854] 

4*  grc^it  pleasure  in  announcing  to  our  readers  the 

lact,  that  we  have  at  last  discovered  that  long-expected 
phenomenon,  the  coining  Poet,  and  we  trust  that  his  light 
will  very  soon  become  visible  in  the  litei-ary  horizon.  We 
cannot,  however,  arrogate  to  ourselves  any  large  share  of 
merit  in  this  discovery — indeed,  we  must  confess,  with 
a  leeimg  akin  to  shame,  that  we  ought  to  have  made  it  at 
a  much  earlier  date.  Firmilmi  is  not  altogether  new  to  us. 
We  have  an  indistinct  recollection  of  having  seen  the  trao’edy 
in  manuscript  well-nigh  two  years  ago  ;  and,  if  we  remember 
aright,  a  rather  animated  correspondence  took  place  on  the 
subject  of  the  return  of  the  papers.  We  had,  by  some  un¬ 
toward  accideriL  allowed  them  to  find  their  way  into  the 
Balaam-box,  which  girnel  of  genius  was  at  that  particular 
time  hill  up  to  the  very  hinges.  We  felt  confident  that 
lay  under  the  weight  of  some  twenty  solid  layers 
01  miscellaneous  liteuature;  and  we  should  as  soon  have 
thought  of  attempting  to  disinter  an  icthyosaurus  from 
a  slate-quarry,  as  of  ransacking  the  bowels  of  the  chest  for 
that  treapry  of  rare  delights.  However,  we  took  cai'e,  on 
the  occasion  of  the  next  incremation,  to  make  search  tor  the 
missing  article,  and  had  the  pleasure  of  returning  it  to 
Mr.  Percy  Jones,  from  whom  we  heard  nothing  further  until 
we  received  his  tragedy  in  print.  Our  first  perusal  having- 
been  rather  of  a  cursory  nature,  we  are  not  able  to  state 
with  certainty  whether  the  author  has  applied  himself-durino- 
the  intervening  period  to  the  work  of  emendation  ;  but  we 
think  it  exceedingly  probable  that  he  has  clone  so,  as  we 
now  remark  a  degree  of  vivacity  and  force  of  expression, 
however  extravagant  many  of  the  ideas  may  be,  which  hacl 
escaped  our  previous  notice.  We  hope  that,  by  a  tardy  act 
of  justice,  we  shall  offer  no  violence  to  that  amiable  modesty 
which  has,  in  the  meantime,  restrained  him  from  asking  the 
verdict  of  the  general  public. 

As  to  the  actual  amount  of  poetic  genius  and  accomplish¬ 
ment  which^  Mi%  Percy  Jones  possesses,  there  may,  even 
among  the  circle  of  his  friends,  be  considerable  difference  of 
opinion.  ^  Those  who  admire  spasmodic  throes  andwrithings 
may  possibly  be  inclined  to  exalt  him  to  a  very  high  |)innacie 
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of  tame;  for  certainly,  in  no  modern  work  of  poetry  and 
there  have  been  several  recently  pnblisl.od  whicd/mS 
have  borne  the  imprimatur  of  Bedlam  have  we  I'onncf  so 
many  symptoins  of  unmistakable  luna,cy.  Still  tb  "v  D 
a  method  in  his  madness— a  rapidity  ('.C  porception  and 

contrasts  very  favourably  with 
the  tedious  drivellings  of  some  other  writers  of  tinf  same 
school.  His  taste  is  not  one  whit  bettor  than  tludr.s  b  t 
he  bungs  a  finer  fancy  and  a  more  vivid  imagination  to  the 
task;  nor  is  he  deficient  in  a  certiiin  rude  oxa.rmTiitcd 
dramatic  power  wh  ch  has  more  than  once  remriu  c  ns 

coniproliend  the  exact  creed  and 
method  of  the  new  school  of  poets,  who  bavi!  set  themselves 
to  work  upon  a  principle  hitherto  unknown,  or  at  all  events 
unproclaimed.  This  much  wo  know  from  tbemsid ves  th  t 
they  regard  poetry  not  only  ag  a  sacred  callimr,  but  as  the 
most  sacred  of  any— that,  in  their  opinion, ''’everv  soeial 
relation  every  mundane  tie,  which  (,an  interfere  wi|,h  t  e 
bards  development,  must  be  eitluir  disregaa-di'd  or  sn-iimed 
asunder-and  that  they  are,  to  11, e  faiiith.g  rae,  o  v  ^ 

bueh  IS  the  kind  of  nonsense  regarding  the  nalm-e  of  his 
mission  which  each  fresh  poot„,ster  eomsidei-s  it  bis  duty 
to  enunciate ;  and  as  there  is  nothing,  l.owevor  absm-d.  wb  h 
will  not  become  credited  by  dint  of  constant  repetition  we 
need  not  be  surprised  that  some  veiy  exti-aordimuy  views 
legaiding  the  rights  of  genins’  should  of  late  v'ea'rs  have 

tes'^oT  b•^4'p^^y  have  known  belterl 

mts  are,  like  dll  other  authors  or  arlisans,  valuable  aceord- 

“■‘iicle  whif.h  they  produce.  I f  their 
handiwork  be  good  genuine,  and  true,  it  will  pass  a  t  mice 
into  circulation  and  be  prized— if  the  rovorse,  wlm,t  lith'  oa.n 

ISSSi',"  ''■■■'  *»  " 

We  do  not,  however,  quarrel  with  a  . . .  for  havin-^  an 

exalted  idea  of  hi_s  art— always  supposing  thii,t  he  hiw  taken 
“y  to  acquire  its  rudiments.  Without  a  high  feeline- 
of  this  kind.  It  would  be  difficult  to  maintain  the  .strne,d7, 

success;  nor  would  we  have 
f  •*  ^object  but  for  the  afiectation  and  olFensive 
swaggering  of  some  who  may  indeed  be  ,•hym.stm■a,  but  who 
never  could  be  poets  even  if  their  days  wor.f  to  be  m-olon-cd 
to  the  extent  ot  those  of  Methusaleh.  Wlimi  the  painter  of 

ite  cork  a  boor-lmtUc  voiding 

left  Wnn  ®I^°“taneonsly  ejecting  its  coiitcnta  right  and 
arf*  si  ?  ot  oonvOTient  tumblers,  talks  to  us  of  high 

art,  Raphael,  and  the  effects  of  chiaroscuro  it  is  ntterlv 

impossible  to  control  the  action  o  f  the  lisibiriullL.  Anlf, 
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in  like  manner,  when  one  of  our  young  poetical  aspirants,  on 
the  strength  of  a  trashy  duodecimo  filled  with  unintelligible 
ravings,  asserts  his  claim  to  be  considered  as  a  prophet  and 
a  teacher,  it  is  beyond  the  power  of  humanity  to  check  the 
intolerable  tickling  of  the  midriff. 

But,  apart  from  their  exaggerated  notions  of  their  calling, 
let  Tis  see  what  is  the  practice  of  the  poets  of  the  Spasmodic 
School.  In  the  first  place,  they  rarely,  if  ever,  attempt 
anything  like  a  plot.  After  you  have  finished  the  perusal  of 
^eir  verses,  you  find  youlfeeli  just  as  wise  as  when  you  began. 
Yon  cannot  tell  what  they  would  be  at.  You  have  a  confused 
recollection  of  stars,  and  sunbeams,  and  moonbeams,  as  if 
you  had  been  staring  at  an  orrery  ;  but  sun,  moon,  and  stars, 
were  intended  to  give  light  to  something— and  what  that 
something  is,  in  the  poet’s  page,  you  cannot,  for  the  life  of 
you,  discover.  In  the  second  place,  we  regret  to  say  that 
they  are  often  exceedingly  profane,  not,  as  we  suppose, 
intentionally,  hut  because  they  have  not  sense  enough,  to 
see  the  limits  which  decency,  as  well  as  duty,  prescribes. 
In  the  third  place,  they  are  occasionally  very  prurient.  And, 
in  the  fourth  place,  they  are  almost  always  unintelligible. 

Now,  although  we  cannot  by  any  means  aver  that  Mr.  Percy 
Jones  IS  entirely  free  from  the  faults  which  we  have  just 
enurnerated,  we  look  upon  him  as  a  decidedly  favourable 
specimen  of  his  tribe.  There  is,  in  Fimiilian,  if  not  a  plot, 
at  least  some  kind  of  comprehensible  action ;  and  in  it  he 
has  portrayed  the  leading  features  of  the  poetical  school  to 
belongs  with  so  much  fidelity  and  effect,  that  we 
teel  called  upon  to  give  an  outline  of  his  tragedy,  with  a  few 
specimens  from  the  more  remarkable  scenes. 

The  hero  of  the  piece,  Firmilian,  is  a  student  in  the 
university  of  Badajpz,  a  poet,  and  entirely  devoted  to  his 
art.  He  has  been  engaged  for  some  time  in  the  composition 
of  a  tragedy  upon  the  subject  of  Cain,  which  is  ‘to  win  the 
world  by  storm  ’ ;  but  he  unfortunately  discovers,  after  he 
has  proceeded  a  certain  length  in  his  task,  that  he  has  not 
yet  thoroughly  informed  himself,  by  experience,  of  the  real 
nature  of  the  agonies  of  remorse.  He  finds  that  he  cannot 
do  justice  to  his  subject  without  steeping  his  own  soul  in 
guilt,  80  as  to  experience  the  pangs  of  the  murderer ;  and 
as,  according  to  the  doctrines  of  the  spasmodic  school  of 
poetry,  such  investigations  are  not  only  permitted,  but  highly 
laudable,  he  sets  himself  seriously  to  ponder  with  what 
victim  he  should  begin.  All  our  spasmodic  poets  introduce 
us  to  their  heroes  in  their  studies,  and  Mr.  Percy  Jones 
follows  the  tradition.  He  does  not,  however,  like  some  of 
them,  carry  his  imitative  admiration  of  G-oethe’s  Faust  so 
far,  as  personally  to  evoke  Lucifer  or  Mephistopheles — an 
omission  for  which  we  are  really  thankful.  Firmilian  begins 
by  a  soliloquy  upon  his  frame  of  mind  and  feelings  ;  and 
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states  himself  to  be  grievously  peri.loxed  u,nd  hindered  in 
lus  work  by  lus  ooniparative  state  of  innocence.  He  then 
meditates  whether  he  should  commence  bis  course  of  practiciil 
veniorse  by  putting  to  death  Mariana,  a  young  lady  to  whom 
he  IS  attached,  or  three  friends  and  fcl low-students  of  h's 
with  whom  he  IS  to  dine  ne.xt  day.  After  much  hesitation’ 
he  decides  on  the  latter  view,  and,  after  looking  np  ■  Itaymoiui 
bulhus  for  the  composition  of  a  certain  [lowder,  retires  to 
rest  after  a  beautiful  hut  somewhat  lengthy  apostrophe 
to  the  moon.  There  is  nothing  in  this  scene  which  peculiarly 
challenges  quotation.  The  next  is  occupied  by  love-iimkimr  ■ 
and  certainly,  if  Mr.  Percy  Jones  had  intended  to  exhifit 
his  hero  throughout  in  the  most  amiable  and  romantic  liivht 
nothing  could  be  better  than  his  appearance  in  I, he  howm-  of 
Manana.  If,  here  and  there,  we  encounter  an  occasional 
nondness,  or  even  warmth  of  expression,  we  attrilmte  that 
in  a  great  measure  to  the  sunny  nature  of  Urn  clime;  iust 
as  we  feel  that  the  raptures  of  Konieo  a, ml  .inliet  are  in 
accordance  with  the  temperament  of  the  land  tliat  gave 
them  birth.  But  we  presently  find  tliat  thoiadi 

a  poet,  IS  a  hypocrite  and  traitor  in  love,  d'lu^  next  H(*,eiu'!  is 
laid  in  a  tavern,  where  he  and  his  friimds,  (iai'eia,  Berez, 
Alphonzo  D’Agiiilar,  and  Alonzo  Olivarez  arc  assinubhul’ 
and  there  is  a  discussion,  over  the  wimvcai]),  on  the  in’ 
exhaustible  subject  of  knightly  love,  Alphonzo,  (daimino- 
to  be  descended  from  the  purest  blood  of  (hostile,  asHcrtn  the 
European  beauty  over  tli(3  r(\st  of  the  universe  • 
to  which  Firinilian,  though  known  to  Ix,^  bidrothed  t(! 
Manana,  makes  the  following  reply:  - 

[  ‘  I  knew  a  poet  once  ;  and  he  was  young,’  to  ‘  Invade  the 

vastness  of  his  lady’s  lips’.~pp.  310 -1L  | 


Judging  from  the  implied  character  of  the  ditty  in  question, 
we  are  not  sorry  that  we  cannot  lay  it  before  our  readers  - 
indeed  it  does  not  ai)pear  in  the  volume,  for  I) ’Aguilar  was 
so  disgusted  with  the  introduction  tlnit  lie  openly  reviled 
i^irmihan  as  a  pupil  of  Mahound,  and  b(‘stowed  a  butfet  on 
him,  whereupon  there  was  a  flashing  of  swords.  Thesis 
however,  were  sheathed,  and  the  students  again  sate  (lowu 
amicably  to  drink.  Firmilian,  being  suddenly  caihul  away, 
entreats  his  friends  to  amuse  themselves,  during'  his  absenc,e, 
with  a  special  bottle  of  lldcfronso  ’  -  a  vintage  wliieli  we 
do  not  remember  having  seen  in  any  modern  list  of  wincsl 
iney  comply—feel  rather  uncomfortable—and  the  scene 
concludes  by  the^  channt^  of  a  funeral  procession  beneath 
tue  window;  an  idea  which  we  strongly  suspect  has  been 
borrowed  from  Victor  Hugo’s  tragedy  of  Lucrece  Borgia. 

Ane  next  scene  exhibits  Fimulian  pacing  the  cloisters. 
His  three  friends  have  died  by  poison,  but  he  is  not  able  by 
any  means  to  conjure  up  a  feeling  of  adequate  remorse.  He 
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does  not  see  that  lie  is  at  all  responsible  in  the  matter. 
It  lie  had  poured  out  the  wine  into  their  glasses,  and  looked 
upon  their  dying  agonies,  then,  indeed,  he  might  have  ex- 
peinenced  the  desired  sensation  of  guilt.  But  he  did  nothing 
of  the  Lind.  Ihey  helped  themselves,  of  their  own  free  will 
and  accord,  and  died  when  he  was  out  of  the  way.  On  the 
whole,  then,  his  first  experiment  was  a  blunder.  Durino* 
his  reverie,  an  old  preceptor  of  his,  the  Priest  of  St.  Nicholas, 
certain  reminiscences  of  stripes  suggest  him  as 
the  next  victim.  The  reader  will  presently  see  by  wdiat 
means  this  scheme  is  carried  into  execution.  Suffi4  it  to 
sa;y,  that^the  mere  anticipation  of  it  sheds  a  balm  upon 
h  irniilian  s  disappointed  spirit,  who,  being  now  fully  con- 
\unced  that  in  a  few  days  he  Avill  be  able  to  realize  the 
tortures  of  Cam,  departs  for  an  interview  with  Lilian 
a  young  lady  for  whom  he  entertains  a  clandestine  attach- 

1  [Sc.  VI.~pp.  320-2.1 

We  back  that  scene,  for  intensity,  against  anything  which 
ha&  been  written  for  the  last  dozen  of  years.  Nay  we  can 

plrmdtVri  psychological  observation. 

iimihan,  like  Hamlet,  is  liable,  especially  on  the  eve  of 
action,  to  fits  of  constitutional  irresolution ;  and  he  requires 
m  order  to  neiwe  him  to  the  deed,  a  more  direct  and  plausible 
motive  than  that  which  originally  prompted  him.  Hence 
we  find  him  wavering,  and  almost  inclined  to  abandon  his 
pnipose,  nntil  a  casual  passage  in  the  choral  hymn  iars  upon 
an  excitable  nerve,  and  urges  him  irresistibly  forward.  W*e 
shall  presently  find  the  same  trait  of  character  even  more 
remarkably  developed  in  another  scene. 

We  thp  come  to  the  obsequies  of  the  students,  which 
being  episodical,  we  may  as  well  pass  over.  There  are  two' 
ways  of  depicting  grief— one  quiet  and  impressive,  the  other 
stormy  and  clamorous.  Mr.  Percy  Jones,  as  might  have 
been  expected,  adopts  the  latter  method ;  and  we  are  bound 
to  say  that  we  have  never  perused  anything  in  print  so 
ftaiful  as  the  ravings  of  the  bereaved  Countess  DAgnilar, 
mother  of  the  unfortunate  Alphonzo.  She  even  forgets  her’ 
se  t  so  far  as  (to}  box  the  ears  of  the  confessor  who  is  officiously 
whispering  consolation. 

Meanwhile,  where  is  the  hero  of  the  piece— the  successful 
Cruy  h  awkes  of  the  cathedral  ?  Perched  on  a  locality  which 
never  would  have  occurred  to  any  but  the  most  exalted 

imagination. 

[Here  follows  Scene  IX.-  pp.  329-33.] 

.  ^  grand  reckle-ssness  and  savage  energy  displayed 

in  tins  Mene  which  greatly  increases  our  admiration  of  the 
authors  abilities.  He  seems,  indeed,  in  the  fair  wav  of 
spasmodic  school  famous  in  modern  literature, 
n  ith  the  death  of  Haverillo  an  ordinary  writer  would  have 
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paused— not  so  Percy  Jones,  who,  with  a  fine  aptitude  for 
destruction,  makes  his  hero,  Firmilian,  kill  two  birds  with 
oi3.e  stone.  The  manner  in  which  he  accomplishes  this  feat  is 
most  ingenious.  He  maintains  the  unity  of  the  design  by 
a  very  slight  alteration  of  the  locality.  Whilst  tlie  two  jioets 
are  ominously  conversing  on  the  summit  of  the  pillar,  a  critic, 
affected  by  an  intolerable  itch  for  notoriety,  is' prowling  in 
ilie  square  beneath— 

[Here  follows  Scene  X.-  pp.  333-5.] 

We  then  find  Firniilian  wandering  among  the  moimtains, 
and  lavishing  a  superfluity  of  aposiro])lie  upon  tin*  rocks, 
forests,  and  cataracts  around  him.  WhaJ^cver  may  be  his 
moral  deficiencies,  we  are  constrained  to  a-dmit  tluit  he  must 
have  studied  the  phenomena  of  nature  to  considerable  purpose 
at  the  University  of  Bada-joz,  since  h<i  (‘X]daiiiH,  in  no  fewer 
than  twelve  pages  of  blank  verse,  the  gla,cicr  iln'ory,  entn^aP 
ing  his  own  attention— -for  no  one  is  wil.h  him  --in  the 
striated  surface  of  rocks  and  the  ibreible  displaciumvnt  of 
boulders.  He  then,  by  way  of  amus(Mn('ivt.,  works  out  a 
question  ^in  conic  sections.  But,  noiwithsin^ding  these 
exercitations,  he  is  obviously  not  happy.  Jlo  itAdill  as  far 
as  ever  from  his  grand  object,  the  thorough  ap|inn.;iaii,on  of 
remorse — for  he  can  assign  a  distinct  morai  mol  iv<‘  for  ea,ch 
atrocity  which  he  has  committed.  He  a,i  last  ndiud-antly 
arrives  at  the  conclusion  that  he  is  not  the  ])a,rty  (htstined— 

To  shrine  that  page  of  hislory  in  song, 

[and  ten  and  a  half  lines  more,  as  oiu  p.  345,  11.  77  88.] 

If  this  view  of  the  powers  of  poets  a.ml  i)0(d,ry  be  corr(M;f, 
commend  us  to  the  continuance  of  a  lengiluuu‘,d  period  of 
prose ! 

Firmilian  then  begins  to  look  about  him  for  a  new  subjeef, 
and  a  new  course  of  initiative  discipline.  Magic  first  occurs 
to  him — ^but  he  very  speedily  abandons  1ha,i  idea,  from 
a  natural  terror  of  facing  the  fiend,  and  a  wholi'Honu',  dread 
of  the  Inquisition.  He  admits  having  imuh^.  already  one  or 
two  experiments  in  that  line,  and,  na.rra,(;(,‘s,  with  evident, 
horror,  how  he  drew  a  chalk  circle  in  liis  apartments,  kindled 
a  brazier,  and  began  an  incantation,  when  Hud<leTily  a  lurid 
light  appeared  in  the  sockets  of  a  skull  upon  t.he  sintlf,  and 
so  nearly  threw  him  into  convulsions  tha,t  lui  could  ba,rely 
mutter  the  exorcism.  (It  appears,  from  another  part  of  the 
poem,  that  this  exploit  had  been  detected  by  bis  servant, 
a  spy  of  the  Inquisition,  in  conseriuence  of  his  having 
neglected  to  erase  the  cabalistic  markings  in  chalk,  and  was 
of  course  immediately  reported.)  At  last  he  dct<irmines 
to  fall  back  upon  sensuality,  and  to  devote  his  unexaanpled 
talents  to  a  grand  poem  upon  the  amours  of  the  Heat/hon 
deities.  He  states,  with  much  sho  w  of  truth,  that  the  tone 
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of  morals  which  an  exclusively  classical  education  is  apt  to 
give,  cannot  but  be  favourable  to  an  extensive  and  sublime 
erotic  undertaking — and  that  the  youthful  appetite,  early 
stimulated  by  the  perusal  of  the  Pantheon,  and  the  works  of 
Ovid,  Juvenal,  and  Catullus,  will  eagerly  turn  to  anything 
in  the  vernacular  which  promises  still  stronger  excitement. 
We  shall  not  venture,  at  the  present,  to  apply  ourselves 
seriously  to  that  question. 

That  Pirmilian — for  we  shall  not  say  Mr.  Pei’cy  Jones — 
was  well  c|ualified  for  such  an  undertaking  as  he  finally 
resolved  to  prosecute,  must  be  evident  to  eveiy  one  who  has 
perused  the  earliest  extract  we  have  given  ;  and  we  shall 
certainly  hold  ourselves  excused  from  quoting  the  terms  of 
the_  course  of  study  which  he  now  proposes  to  himself. 
Seriously,  it  is  full  time  that  the  prurient  and  indecent  tone 
which  has  liberally  manifested  itself  in  the  writings  of  the 
young  spasmodic  poets  should  be  checked.  It  is  so  far  from 
occasional,  that  it  has  become  a  main  feature  of  their 
school ;  and  in  one  production  of  the  kind,  most  shamefully 
bepufied,  the  hero  was  represented  as  carrying  on  an  intrigue 
with  the  kept-mistress  of  Lucifer!  If  we  do  not  comment 
upon  more  i*ecent  instances  of  marked  impurity,  it  is  because 
we  hope  the  offence  will  not  be  repeated.  Meantime,  let  us 
back  to  Pirmiiian. 

As  he  approaches  the  catastrophe,  we  remark,  with  infinite 
gratification,  that  Mr.  Percy  Jones  takes  pains  to  show  that 
he  is  not  personally  identified  with  the  opinions  of  his  hero. 
Up  to  the  point  which  we  have  now  reached,  there  has  been 
nothing  to^  convince  us  that  Jones  did  not  intend  Pirmiiian 
to  be  admired — but  we  are  thankful  to  say  that  before  the 
conclusion  we  are  undeceived.  Jones,  though  quite  as 
spasmodic  as  the  best  of  them,  has  a  sense  of  morals ;  and 
we  do  not  know  that  we  ever  read  anything  better,  in  its 
way,  'than  the  following  scene  : — 

[Sc.  XIV.— pp.  349-52.] 

^Bravo,  Percy  !  The  first  part  of  that  scene  is  managed 
with  a  dexterity  which  old  Dekker  might  have  applauded, 
and  the  conclusion  shows  a  perfect  knowledge  of  womanly 
character  and  feeling.  Pirmiiian  is  now  cast  beyond  the 
pale  of  society,  and  in  imminent  danger,  if  apprehended,  of 
taking  a  conspicuous  part  in  an  auto-da-fe.  An  author 
of  inferior  genius  would  probably  have  consigned  him  to  the 
custody  of  the  Familiars,  in  which  case  we  should  have  had 
a  dungeon  and  rack  scene,  if  not  absolute  incremation  as  the 
catastrophe.  But  Jones  knew  better.  He  felt  that  such 
a  _  cruel  fate  might,  by  the  effect  of  contrast,  revive  some 
kind  of  sympathy  in  the  mind  of  the  reader  for  Pirmiiian, 
and  he  has  accordingly  adopted  the  wiser  plan  of  depicting 
him  as  the  victim  of  his  own  haunted  imagination.  I'he 
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closing  scene  is  so  eminently  graphic^  ami  so  perfectly 
original,  that  we  give  it  entire. 

[As  in  pp.  B52™4;i 

And  so  ends  the  tragedy  of  Firinilian. 

It  is  rather  difficult  to  give  a,  serious  opinion  upon  the 
merits  of  such  a  production  as  this.  li.  is,  of  cours(‘,  utterly 
extravagant;  but  so  are  the  whole  of  tin*  writings  of  the 
poets  of  the  Spasmodic  school ;  a, ml,  in  tin*  e,y(‘s  of  a  con¬ 
siderable  body  of  modern  critic*, s,  i‘xt  ra,va,ga,m‘e  is  rcga.rded 
as  a  proof  of  extraordinary  genius.  H.  is,  here  ami  Ihere, 
highly  coloured;  bub  that  also  is  looked  upon  a,s  a  symptom 
of  the  divine  afflatus,  and  rat, hen-  pri/.csl  l,ha,n  otiuu-wisc.  In 
one  point  of  proclaimtMl  spasmodic,  ex(‘(‘ll(mc(‘,  pcrha,ps  it 
fails.  You  can  always  tell  what  i/ercy  . I  ones  is  a,fter,  cv(‘n 
when  he  is  dealing  with  ‘shuddering  stars’,  ‘gihhous  moons’, 
‘imposthumes  of  hell  and  the  like  ;  wh(‘rea,s  you  may  read 
through  twenty  pages  of  the  mon;  ordinary  stutf  without 
being  able  to  disceim  what  the  writers  mean--  a, ml  no  wonder, 
for  they  really  mean  nothing.  They  a,r<i  sim])ly  writing 
nonsense-verses;  hut  they  contrive,  by  hhe/ing  awa,y  whole 
rounds  of  metaphor,  to  mask  tlndr  u,bsolute  j,)()ve,rty  of 
thought,  and  to  convey  the  imi>ressi<.)n  that  i,h(U'e  must  b() 
something  stupendous  under  so  hea.vy  u.  tamopy  of  smoke. 
If,  therefore,  intelligibility  h  which  is  the  higlujsir  degree  of 
obscurity,  is  to  be  eon  ;idcred  a.  poedre  <,rxe,(;ilcnee,  wo  are 
afraid  that  Jones  must  yield  th<‘  ]Kilm  to  s<iveni.l  (.»f  his  com 
temporaries ;  if,  on  the  contrary,  perspicuity  is  (.o  be  regarded 
as  a  virtue,  we  do  not  hesitate  in  assigning  tlui  spasmodic 
prize  to  the  author  of  Firmilian.  To  him  tin*  ohl  liiu's  on 
Marlowe, with  the  alteration  of  the  name,  might  be  applied . . 

Next  Percy  Jones,  bathed  in  the  I'lu‘spiau  Springs, 

Had  in  him  those  brave  sublunary  Tilings 
That  your  first  Poets  had ;  his  IvapiAiir^s  were 
All  Air  and  Fire,  which  made  his  V(‘rs<;s  clear; 

For  that  fierce  Madness  still  he  <lid  rctarn, 

Which  rightly  should  possess  a  Poet’s  Brain. 


1  So  in  Blackwood)  x'oad  ^ unintelligibibiy  b 
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